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I N the autumn of 1821 Scott began to print a series of 
“ Private Letters,” which were supposed to have been 
discovered among the papers of a noble English family, 
giving, after the fashion of the Paston Letters of the 
fifteenth century, a picture of manners in the early part of 
the reign of James 1. The project he abandoned, however, 
on Erskine, James Ballantyne, and Lockhart pointing out 
that, let his imitation of the epistolary style of the period 
be ever so apt, he was “throwing away in these letters 
the materials of as good a romance as he had ever penned.” 
Conceding the wisdom of their judgment, he promised, “ as 
soon as he could get Captain Goffe [of ‘ The Pirate within 
view of the gallows,” to give them “Bonnie King Jamie 
and all his tail in the old shape.” 

This was the origin of “The Fortunes of Nigel,” pub- 
lished at Edinburgh by Constable, and in London by 
Hurst, Robinson, <fe Co., on 30th May 1822, the new story 
being issued as “By the Author of ‘Waverley,’ * Kenil- 
worth,' etc.,” in three volumes, post 8vo form, at 31s. 6d. 

Lockhart gives an interesting account of the morning on 
which the novel was begun. He tells us that he had gone 
to Abbotsford before breakfast, and was chatting with 
Daniel Terry, the actor, when “ Scott came out, bareheaded, 
with a bunch of MB. in his hand, and said, ‘Well, lads, 
IVe laid the keel of a new lugger this morning. Here it is. 
Be off to the waterside, and let me hear how you like it.' 
Terry,” continuea the biographer, “took the papers, and 
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walking up and down by the river, read to me the first 
chapter of ‘Nigel’ He expressed great delight with the 
animated opening, and especially with the contrast between 
its thorough stir of London life and a cha])ter about Norna 
of the Fitful-head, in the third volume of ‘The Pirate,’ 
which had been given to him the morning before.” 

In “Ivanhoe” and “Kenilworth” Scotty had already 
departed from the land he knew and loved so well, his own 
romantic Scotland ; but though “ The Fortunes of Nigel ” is 
largely concerned with London scenes, its characters are 
Scots, from the king downwards. The metroi)olis gave 
the book an enthusiastic welcome. The smack “Ocean,” 
by which the new work was shipped from Edinburgh, 
anived at the wharf on Sunday, 29th May. The bales 
were got out by one o’clock on the Monday morning ; and 
before 10.30 seven thousand copies had been disposed of 
at Hurst, Robinson, Co.’s publishing office in Cheap- 
side. Constable was in town on publication day. So 
keenly, he wrote, were the people devouring the book, 
that he actually saw them reading it in the streets as 
they passed along. 

“Nigel,” Lockhart tells us, “ was considered as ranking 
in the first class of Scott’s romances. Indeed,” he adds, 
“as a historical portraiture, his of James I. stands forth 
pre-eminent, and almost alone ; nor, perhaps, in re-perusing 
these novels deliberately as a series, does any one of them 
leave so complete an impression as the picture of an age. 
It is, in fact, the best commentary on the old English 
drama,” of which the author was a close student. 

On the w^hole, Lockhart’s judgment, esiDecially in regard to 
the portraiture of James I., has been justified by time. 
Jeffrey, it is true, was by no means enthusiastic. “While,’ 
he writes in June 1822, the romance “certainly presents us 
with a very brilliant, and, we believe, a very faithful sketch 
of the manners and habits of the time, we cannot say that 
it embodies them in a very interesting story, or supplies us 
with any rich variety of particular characters,” The best 
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things in the book, according to the “Edinburgh” re- 
viewer, are the pictures of King James and of "Richie 
Moniplies. After giving a long summary of both plot and 
underplot, Nassau Senior describes the narrative as “per- 
plexed” and “unintelligible,” and speaks of Nigel, Dal- 
garno, and Margaret as characters in whom the author has 
been “least successful.” He thinks Margaret’s marriage 
was “probably an afterthought.” Moniplies and Sir 
Mungo are, in his ojnnion, “ portraits of the highest merit,” 
but, “perhaps the very best is the King,” though Sir 
Mungo is favourite. 

“No historical y)ortrait that we possess,” writes Mr. 
R. H. Hutton, “ will take precedence— as a mere portrait — 
of Scott’s brilliant study of James I.” Mr. Norgate 
declares that “every scene in which the British Solomon 
figures shows Scott at the height of his art.” Prof. Saints- 
bury does not hesitate to say that “nothing that Scott 
ever did is better than the portrait of King James, which, 
in the absence of one from the hand of His Majesty’s actual 
subject for some dozen years, !Mr, William Shakespeare, of 
New Place, Stratford, is probably the most perfect thing of 
the kind that ever could have been, or can be, done.” Prof, 
Saintsbury singles out the picture of Alsatia as “of the 
finest.” He has praise, too, for Malagrowther— a character 
more or le.ss accurately identified with Gifford and Charles 
Kirkpatrick Sharp, or rather with certain outstanding 
characteristic.^ of these two notable men ; but ho “ can 
hardly compare ‘Nigel’ with ‘Guy Mannering,’ or ‘Rob 
Roy,’ or even ‘ The Abbot,’ ” without being aware that “ the 
bottom of the sack, if a long way from us, is within 
measurable distance.” Mr. Lang does not so qualify his 
praise. The novel, he repeats, “ is, no doubt, in the front 
rank of Scott’s romances.” 

Within a month of the publication of “The Fortunes 
of Nigel,” Constable, writing to the author, was building 
castles in the air and stimulating the novelist to fresh 
efforts. The Ballantyne presses were already groaning 
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under the production of something like 10,000 copies of 
“Peveril of the Peak,” and with these and other works 
about to be put on them he placed the contemporary out- 
put at 145,000 volumes. This total, of course, included 
new editions and reprints, and Lockhart adds from 30,000 
to 40,000 volumes more “ as the immediate produce of the 
author’s daily industry within the space of twelve months.” 
“No office in the world,” wrote Constable, “could ever 
before boast of such employment, and I venture to predict 
that there will be no rival to it in our day.” In fine, the 
publisher’s communications were, says Lockhart, “of a 
nature well calculated to nourish and sustain in the author’s 
fancy a degree of almost mad exhilaration, near akin to his 
publisher’s own predominant mood.” Constable himself 
had purchased a landed estate, and had begun to think, 
like Scott, of founding a family. 
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Period : 1620. 

Localities : London, Greenwich, and Enfield Chase. 

Armstrong, Archie, Court Jester to James I. 

Beaujeu, M. le Chevalier Saint Priest de, keeper of an eating-house 
and gambling centre to w-hich Dalgarno introduces Nigel. 

Blackch ESTER, The Countess of, sister of Lord Dalgarno. 

Buckingham, The Duke of (“ Steenie’'), favourite of James L 

Charles, Prince of Wales. 

Christie, John, a ship’s chandler of Paul’s wharf ; Nigel’s land- 
lord in London. 

Dame Nelly, his wife ; elopes with Lord Dalgarno. 

Colrpepper (or Pej)percull), Captain, an Alsatian bully ; killed 
by Richie Moniplies. 

Dalgarno, Lord, sou of Lord Huntinglen ; a profligate ; is struck 
by Nigel within the precincts of the Court ; his villainy 
towards the Lady Hcrmione being made known to the King, 
he is compelled to marry her ; elopes with Dame Nelly ; is 
shot by Captain Colepeppcr. 

Glbnvarloch, Lord. See Nigel. 

Heriot, George, goldsmith to James I. ; guardian of the Lady 
Hermione. 

Hermionb, The Lady, afterwards married to Lord Dalgarno. 

Hildebrod, ** Duke,” president of the club in Alsatia. 

Huntinglen, Lord, father of Lord Dalgarno; an elderly ScottifiJi 
nobleman ; befriends Nigel. 

James I., King of England. 

Jin Vin (Jenkin Vincent), one of Ramsay’s apprentices; in love 
with Margaret Ramsay. 

vii 
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Linklateb, Laurie, yeoman of the King’s kitchen ; a friend of 
Eichie Moniplies. 

Lowxstoffs, Reginald, a young gentleman of the Temple, who 
assists Nigel. 

Malagbowther, Sir Kungo, a crabbed old courtier. 

Maxwbll, a gentleman usher. 

Mansell, Lady, wife of the Governor of the Tower. 

Sir Edward, Governor of the Tower. 

Moniplies, Richie, devoted servant and faithful critic of Nigel ; 
afterwards Sir Richie Moniplies and husband of Martha 
Trapbois. 

Monna Paula, servant of the Lady Hermione. 

Nioel Olifaunt, Lord of Glenvarloch ; comes to London to 
petition the King for his rights, and * ‘ sees life ” ; acquires 
the ill-favour of the Duke of Buckingham and the enmity 
of Lord Dalgamo; strikes the latter in St. James’s Park, 
and is forced to seek sanctuary in Alsatia ; marries Margaret 
Ramsay and secures the title-deeds of his estates. 

Rahsay, David, an old watchmaker, near Temple Bar. 

— Margaret, his daughter ; the King finds her a pedigree, and 
she is married to Nigel. 

Skubliewhitteb, Andrew, a scrivener. 

SuDDLECHOP, Benjamin, a Fleet-street barber. 

Dame Ursula, his wife ; has been a pupil of Mrs. Turner ; 

“all that' was deep and dark in her character was covered 
by the show of outward mirth and good humour.” 

Trapbois, Old, a miser in Alsatia; is murdered by Captain 
Colepepper. 

Martha, his daughter ; afterwards wife of Richie Moniplies. 

Tunstall, Frank, one of David Ramsay’s apprentices. 

Vincent. See Jin Vin. 
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But why should lordlinjfs all our pralsa engross 7 
Rise, honest man, and sing the Man of Ross. 

Pops. 

Having, in the talo of tho Heart of Mid -Lothian, succeeded in 
gome dcj^ree in awakening an interest in behalf of one devoid of those 
accomplishments which belong to a heroine almost by right, I was 
next tempted to choose a hero upon the same unpromising plan ; and 
as worth of character, goodness of heart, and rectitude of principle, 
were necessary to one who laid no claim to high birth, romantic 
sensibility, or any of the usual accomplishments of those who strut 
through the pages of this sort of comjKJsition, I made free with the 
name of a person who has left the most magnificent proofs of his 
benevolence and charity that the capital of Scotland has to display. 

To the Scottish reader little more need be said than that the 
man alluded to is George Heriot. Hut for those south of the Tweed, 
it may be necessary to add, that tlio person so named was a wealtliy 
citizen of Edinburgh, and tho King’s goldsmith, wlio followed James 
to the English capital, and was so siuvessful in liis profession, as 
to die, in 1624, extremely wealthy for that period. Ho had no 
children ; and after making a full provision lor such relations as 
might have claims upon him, he left the residue of his fortune to 
establish an hospital, in which tho sons of Edinburgh freemen are 
gratuitously brought up and educated lor the station to w hich tlieir 
talents may recommend them, and are finally enabled to enter life 
under respectable auspices. The Hospital in which this charity is 
maintained is a noble quadrangle of the Gothic order, and as orna- 
mental to the city as a building, a.s the manner in which the youths 
are provided for and educated, renders it useful to the community 
as an institution. To the honour of those who have the manage- 
ment (tho Magistrates and Clergy of Edinburgh) the funds of the 
Hospital have increased so much under their care, that it now 
supports and educates one hundred and thirty youths annually, 
XIV.— X 
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many of whom ^have done honour to their country in different 
situations.^ 

The founder of such a charity as this maybe reasonably supposed 
to have walked through life with a steady pace, and an observant 
eye, neglecting no opportunity of assisting those who were not 
possessed of the experience necessary for their own guidance. In 
supposing his efforts directed to the benefit of a young nobleman, 
misguided by the aristocratic haughtiness of his own time, and too 
prevailing tone of selfish luxury which seems more peculiar to ours, 
as well as the seductions of pleasure which are preilomiuant in all, 
some amusement, or even some advantage, iniglit, I thought, be 
derived from the manner in which I might bring the exertions of 
this civic Mentor to bear in his pupil’s behalf. I am, I own, no 
great believer in the moi*al utility to be derived ironi fictitious 
compositions ; yet, if in any case a word spoken in season may bo 
of advantage to a young person, it must surely be when it calls 
upon him to attend to the voice of principle and self-denial, instead 
of that of precipitate passion. I could not, indeed, hope or exi»e(;t 
to represent my prudent and benevolent citizen in a point of view 
so interesting as that of the peasant girl, who nobly sacrificed lier 
family affections to the integrity of her moral cliaractcr. Still, 
however, something I hoped might be done not altogether unwmrthy 
the fame which George Hcriot has secured by the lasting benetivs 
ho has bestowed on his country. 

It appeared likely, that out of this simple plot I might W'cave 
something attractive; because the reign of James L, in which 
George Heriot flourished, gave unbounded scope to invention in 
the fable, while at the same time it afforded greater variety and 
discrimination of character than could, with historical consistency, 
have been introduced, if the scene had been laid a century earlier. 
Lady Mary Wortley Montague has sail, with ef^ual truth and taste, 
that the most romantic region of every country is lliat where the 
mountains unite themselves with the plains or lowlands. For 
similar reasons it ma)*^ be in like manner said, that the mo.st pictur- 
esque period of history is that wlien the ancient rough and wild 
manners of a barbarous age are just becomiing innovated upon, and 
contrasted, by the illumination of increased or revived learning, 
and the instructions of renewed or reformed religion. The strong 
contrast produced by the opposition of ancient manners to those 
which are gradually subduing them, aff‘ords the lights and shadows 
necessary to give effect to a fictitious narrative ; and while such a 
period entitles the author to introduce incidents of a marvellous and 
improbable character, as arising out of the turbulent independence 
and ferocity, belonging to old habits of violence, still iulluencing 
the manners of a people who had been so lately in a barbarous 
state ; yet, on the other hand, the characters and sentiments of 
many of the actors may, with the utmost probability, be described 

1 In 18S6 Very extensive improvements were made in the administration of 
the Fands of the Hospital, which had grown to an extent faa beyond the idea of 
the generous fonudev. 
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with great variety of shading and delineation, which belongs to 
the newer and more improved period, of which the world has but 
lately received the light. 

The reign of James I. of England jjossessed this advantage in a 
peculiar degree. Some beams of chivalry, although its planet had 
been for some time sot, continued to animate and gild the horizon, 
and although probably no one acted precisely on its Quixotic 
dictates, men and women still talked the chivalrous language of 
Sir Philip Sydney’s Arcadia ; and the ceremonial of the tilt-yard 
was yet oxhiluted, though it now only tlourislied as a Flace tie 
Carrousel. Here and there a high-spirited Knight of the Bath, 
witness the too scrupulous Lord Herbert of Cherbury, was found 
devoted enough to the vows he had taken, to imagine himself 
obliged to compel, by the .sword’s-point, a fellow-knight or sipiire 
to lestore the to]>-kuot of ribbon which he liad stolen from a fair 
damsel ; ^ but yet, while men w'ere taking each other’s lives on such 
punctilios of honour, tlie hour was already arrived wdien Bacon was 
a1)Out to teach the workl that they A%ero no longer to reason from 
autliority to lact, but to establish truth by advancing from fact to 
fruit, till they lix«‘d an indisputable authority, not from hypothesis, 
but from experiment. 

The state of society in the reign of James I. was also strangely 
(listiirlH^d, and the licenso of a part of the community was per- 
petually giving rise to acta of blood and violence. The bravo of the 
Queen’s day, of whom Bhakspeare has given ns so man}’" varieties, 
as Bardolph, Nyrn, Pistol, Peto, and the other companions of 
Falstalf, men who had their knmourst or their particular turn of 
extravaganza, had, since the commencement of the Low Country 
wars, given way to a race of sworders, who used the rapier and 
dagger, instead of the far less dangerous sword and buckler ; so 
that a historian says on this subject, ** that private quarrels were 
nourished, but esjweially between the Scots and English ; and 
duels iu every street maintained ; divers sects and peculiar titles 
passed unpunished and unregarded, as the sect of the Koaring Boys, 
Bonaventors, Bravadors, Quartorors, and such like, being persons 
jirodigal, and of great exjjonso, who, having run themselves into 
debt, were constraine<l to run next into factions, to defend them- 
selves from danger of the law. These received countenance from 
divers of the nobility ; and the citizens through lasciviousness con- 
suming their estates, it was like that the number [of these despe- 
radoes] would rather increase than dimmish ; and under these 
pretences they entered into many desperate enterprises, and scarce 
any durst walk in the street after nine at night.” * 

The same authority assures us farther, that “ancient gentlemen, 
who had left their inheritance whole and w-ell furnished with goods 
and chattels (having thereupon kept good iiouses) unto their sons, 
lived to see part consiimea in riot and excess, and the rest in 

1 See Lord Herbert of Cherbury’s Memoirs, (S.) 

2 History of the First Fourteen Years of King James’s Beiga. See Somers’s 
XrauU, edited by Scott, vol iL, p. 26a. (S.) 
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possibility to be utterly lost ; the hoi)’’ state of matrimony made 
t>ut a May-game, by which divers families had been subverted ; 
brothel houses much frequented, and even great persons, prostitut- 
ing their bodies to the intent to satisfy their lusts, consumed their 
substance in lascivious appetites. And of all sorts, such knights 
and gentlemen, as either through pride or prodigality had con- 
sumed their substance, repairing to the city, and to the intent to 
consume their virtue also, lived dissolute lives ; many of their 
ladies and daughters, to the intent to maintain themselves accord- 
ing to their dignity, prostituting their bodies in shameful manner. 
Alehouses, dicing-liouses, taverns, and places of iniquity, beyond 
manner abounding in most ])laces.’* 

Nor is it only in the i>ages of a puritanical, perhaps a satirical 
writer, that we find so shocking and di.sgusting a picture of the 
coarseness of the beginning of the seventeenth century. On the 
contrary, in all the comedies of the age, the principal character for 
gaiety and wit is a young lieir, who has totally altered the establish- 
ment of the father to whom he has succeeded, and, to use the old 
simile, who resembles a fountain, which plays off in idleness and 
extravagance the wealth which its careful parents painfully had. 
assembled in hidden reservoirs. 

And yet, while that spirit of general extravagance seemed at 
work over a whole kingdom, another and very difl'erent sort of men 
were gradually forming the staid and resolved cliaracters, which 
afterwards displayed themselves during the civil wars, and power- 
fully regulated and affected the character of the whole English 
nation, until, rushing from one extreme to another, they sunk 
in a gloomy fanaticism the splendid traces of the reviving fine 
arts. 

From the quotations which I have produced, the selfish and dis- 
gusting conduct of Lord Dalgarno will not perhaps appear over- 
strained ; nor will the scenes in Whitofriars and places of similar 
resort seem too highly coloured. This indeed is far from being 
the case. It was in James I. ’s reign that vice first appeared affect- 
ing the bettor classes in its gross and undisguised depravity. The 
entertainments and amusements of Elizabeth’s time had an air of 
that decent restraint which became the court of a maiden sovereign ; 
and, in that earlier period, to use the words of Bui*ke, vice lost 
half its evil by being deprived of all its grossness. In James’s 
reign, on the contrary, tlie coarsest pleasures were publicly and 
unlimitedly indulged, since, according to Sir John Harrington, 
the men wallowed in beastly delights ; and even ladies abandoned 
their delicacy, and rolled about in intoxication. After a ludicrous 
account of a mask, in which the actors had got drunk, and behaved 
themselves accordingly, he adds, “ I have much marvelled at these 
strange pageantries, and they do bring to my recollection what 
passed of this sort in our Queen’s days, in which I was some- 
times an assistant and partaker ; but never did I see such lack of 
good order and sobriety as I have now done. The gunpowder 
fright is got out of all our heads, and we are going on hereabout as 
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if the devil was contriving every man should blow up himself by 
wild riot, excess, and devastation of time and temperance. The 
great ladies do go well masqued ; and indeed, it be the only show 
of their modesty to concew their countenance ; but alack, they 
meet with such countenance to uphold their strange doings, that I 
marvel not at aught that ha])pens.”i 

Such being the state of the court, coarse sensuality brought 
along with it its ordinary companion, a brutal degree of undisguised 
seltishness, destructive alike of philanthropy and good breeding ; 
both of which, in their several spheres, depend upon the regard 
paid by each individual to the interest as well as the feelings of 
others. It is in such a time that the heartless and shameless man 
ol wealth and power may, like the supposed Lord Dalgarno, brazen 
out the shame of his villainies, and aflect to triumph in their 
coiisctmeiices, so lon^ as they were personally advantageous to his 
own pleasures or ])rotit. 

Alsatia is elsewlitTe explained as a cant name for Whitefriars, 
which, possessing certain privileges of sanctuary, became for that 
reason a nest of those mischievous characters who were generally 
obnoxious to the law. These privileges were derived from its having 
been an establishment of the Carmelites, or White Friars, founded, 
says Stow, in his Survey of London, by Sir Patrick Grey, in 1241. 
Edward I. gave them a plot of ground in Fleet Street, to build their 
church upon. The edifice then erected was rebuilt by Courtney, 
Earl of Devonshire, in the reign of Edward. In the time of the 
Reformation the place retained its immunities as a sanctuary, and 
James I. confirmed and added to them by a charter in 1608. 
Shadwell was the first author who made some literary use of White- 
Iriars, in his play of the Squire of Alsatia, which turns upon the 
plot of the Adelphi of Terence. 

In this old play, two men of fortune, brothers, educate two 
young men (sons to the one and nephews to the other), each under 
iiis own separate system of rigour and indulgence. The elder of 
the subjects of this experiment, who has been very rigidly brought 
up, falls at once into all the vices of the town, is debauched by the 
( heats and bullies of Whitofriars, and, in a word, becomes the 
Sciuire of Alsatia. The poet gives, as the natural and congenial 
inhabitants of the place, such characters as the reader will find in 
the note.* The play, as we learn from the dedication to the Earl 

1 Harrington’s Nugsn Antiquaa, vol. ii., p. 852. For the gross debauchery of 
the period, too much encouraged by the example of the monarch, who was, in 
other respects, neither without talent nor a good-natured disposition, see 
Winwood’s Memorials, Howel’s Letters, and other Memorials of the time ; but 
particularly consult the Private Letters and Correspondence of Steenie, alias 
Buckingham, with his reverend Dad and Gossip, King James, which abound 
with the grossest as well as the most childish language. The learned Mr 
Disraeli, in an attempt to vindicate the character of James, has only succeeded 
in obtaining for himself the character of a skilful and ingenious advocate, with- 
out much advantage to his royal client (S.) 

a Cheatly, a rascal, who by reason of debts dares not stir out of Whltefrlaw, 
but there inveigles young heirs of entail, and helps them to goods and money 
upon great dii^vantages, is bound for them, and shares with them UU he 
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of Dorset and Middlesex, was successful above fhe author's expecta- 
tions, ** no comedy these many years having filled the theatre so 
Jong together. And I had the great honour, continues Shadwell, 
** to find so many friends, that the house was never so full since it 
was built as upon the third day of this play, and vast numbtirs 
went away that could not be admitted."^ the Squire of 

Alsatia the author derived some few hints, and learned the footing 
on which the bullies and thieves of the Sanctuary stood with their 
neighbours, the fiery young students of the Temple, of which some 
intimation is given in the dramatic piece. 

Such are the materials to which the author stands indebted for 
the composition of the Fortunes of Nigel, a novel which may bo 
perhaps one of those that are more amusing on a second perusal, 
than when read a first time for the sake of the story, the incidents 
of which are few and meagre. 

The Introductory Epistle is written, in Lucio’s phrase, “ accord- 
ing to the trick,” and would never have appeared had the writer 
meditated making his avowal of the work. As it is the privilege 
of a masque or incognito to speak in a feigned voice and assumed 
character, the author attempted, while in disguise, some liberties 
of the same sort ; and while he continues to plead upon the various 
excuses which the introduction contains, the ]>rcsent acknowledg- 
ment must serve as an apology for a species of “hoity toity, 
whisky frisky "pertness of manner, which, in his avowed character, 
the author should have considered as a departure from the rules of 
civility and good taste. 

Abbotsfor®, 

Ut July 1831. 


undoes them. A lewd, impudent, debauched fellow, very export in the cant 
about town. 

Shamwell„ cousin to the Belfords, who, bcinjj ruined by Cheatly, in made a 
decoy-duck for others, not daring to stir out of Alsatia, where ho lives, la 
bound with Cheatly for heirs, and lives upon them a dissolute debauched life. 

** Captain Jlackvm, a blockheaded bully of Alsatia, a cowardly, impudent, 
bliisterin^; fellow', formerly a sersreant in Flanders, who has run from his 
colours, and retreated into Wbitedriars for a very small debt, where bv the 
Alsatians he is dubb’d a captain, marries one that lets lodginy;s, sells cherry- 
brandy, and is a bawd. 

'\Scrapeally a hypocritical, repeating, praying, psalm-sinjfing, pirecise fellow, 
pretendinsr to ^freat piety ; a godly knave, who joins with Cheatly, and supplies 
yourijf heirs with ffwd's and money.” — Dranuxtu Pzmmwi. to ihn Squir0 of 
A Uatia, ShadwkIjl’s Workn^ vol. iv. (S ) 

I Dedication to the Squire of Alsatia, ShadweU*s Works, vol. iv. (S.) 
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CAPTAIN CLUTTEEBtrCK TO THE EEVEREND DR DRYASDUST 


Deaii Sir, 

I READILY accept of, and reply to the civilities with which you 
have been pleased to honour me in your oltliging letter, and 
entirely agn-o with your quotation, of “ Qumn bonum ct quam 
Jucwidum /’* Wq may indeed esteem ourselves as come of the 
same family, or, according to our country proverb, as being all one 
man’.s bairns ; and there needed no apology on your part, reverend 
and dear sir, for demanding ot me any intorraatioii which I may ho 
aide to supply respecting the subject of your curiosity. The inter- 
view which you allude to took phico in the course of last winter, 
and is so dep[dy imprinted on my recollection, that it requires no 
effort to collect all it.s most minute details. 

You are aware that the .share which 1 had in introducing the 
Romance, called The Monastery, to public notice, has given mo 
a sort of character in the hteiaturo of our Scottish metropolis. I 
no longer stand in the outer shop of our bibliopolists, bargaining 
for the objects of my curiosity with an unrespcctivc shop-lad, 
hustled among boys who come to buy Corderies and copy-books, 
and servant-girls cheapening a pennyworth of paper, but am cor- 
dially welcomed by the bibliopolist hiiu.self, with, “ Pray, walk 
into the back-shop, Captain. Boy, get a cliair for Captain Clutter- 
buck. There is the newspaper. Captain — to-day’s paper;” or, 
“ Here is the last new work — there is a folder, make free with the 
leaves;” or, *‘Put it in your pocket and carry it home;” or, 
“ We will make a bookseller of you, sir, you shall have it at trade 
price.” Or, perhaps, if it is the worthy trader's own publication, 
nis liberality may even extend itself to — “Never mind booking 
such a trifle to you, sir — it is an over-copy. Prny, mention the 
work to your reading friends.” I say nothing of the snug, well- 
selected literary party arranged round a turbot, leg of five-year-old 
mutton, or some sucli gear, or of the circulation of a quiet bottle 
of Robert Cockburii’s choicest black — nay, perhaps, of his best 
blue, to quicken our talk about old books, or our plans for new 
ones. 4^11 these are comforts reserved to such as are freemen of 
the corporation of letters, and 1 have the advautai^e of enjoying 
them in perfection. 
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Bnt all things change under the sun ; and it is with no ordinary 
feelings of regret, that, in my annual yisits to the metropolis, I 
now miss the social and warm-hearted welcome of the ^uick-witted 
and kindly friend who first introduced me to the public ; who ha<l 
more original wit than would have set up a dozen of professed saycrs 
of good things, and more racy humour than would have made 
the fortune of as many more. To this great deprivation has been 
added, I trust for a time only, the loss of another bibliopolical 
friend, whose vigorous intellect, and liberal ideas, have not only 
rendered his native country the mart of her own literature, but 
established there a Court of Letters, which must command respect, 
even from those most inclined to dissent from many of its canons. 
The effect of these changes, operated in a great measure by the 
strong sense and sagacious calculations of an individual, who knew 
how to avail himself, to an unhopod-for extent, of the various 
kinds of talent which his country produced, will probably appear 
more clearly to the generation which shall follow the present. 

I entered the shop at the Cross, to enquire after the health of 
my worthy friend, and learned with satisfaction, that his residence 
in the south had abated the rigour of the symptoms of his disorder. 
Availing myself, then, of the privileges to which I liavo alluded, 1 
strolled onward in that labyrinth of small dark rooms, or crypts^ to 
speak our own antiquarian language, which form the extensive 
hack-settlements of that celebrated publishing-house. Yet, ns I 
proceeded from one obscure recess to another, filled some of them 
with old volumes, some witli such a.s, from the equality of their 
rank on the shelves, I suspected to be the less saleable modern 
books of the concern, I could not help feeling a holy horror creep 
upon me, when I thought of the risk of intruding on some ecstatic 
bard giving vent to his poetical fury ; or, it might be, on the yet 
more formidable privacy of a band of critics, in the act of worrying 
the game which they hud just run dc»wn. In such a supposed case, 
I felt by anticipation the horrors of the Highland .seers, whom 
their gift of deuteroscopy compels to witness things unmeet for 
mortal eye ; and who, to use the expression of Collins, 

“ heartless, oft, like moody madness, stare. 

To see the phantom train their secret work prepare.” 

Still, however, the irresistible impulse of an undefined curiosity 
drove me on through this succession of darksome chambers, till, like 
the jeweller of Delhi in the house of the magician Bennaskar, I at 
len^h reached a vaulted room, dedicated to secrecy and silence, 
and beheld, seated by a lamp, and employed in reading a blotted 
revise,^ the person, or perhaps I should rather say the Eidolon, 
or representative Vision, of the Author op "Waverley ! You 
will not be surprised at the filial instinct which enabled me at once 
to acknowledge the features borne by this venerable apparition, 
and that I at once bended the knee, with the classical salutation 

1 The unitiated must be informed^ that a second proof ««heet is so called. (S.) 
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of, Salve, magne f arena! The vision, however, cut me short, by 
pointing to a seat, intimating at the same time, that my presence 
was not unexpected, and that he had something to say to me. 

I sat down with humble obedience, and endeavoured to note the 
features of him with whom I now found myself so unexpectedly in 
society. But on this point I can give your reverence no satisfac- 
tion ; for, besides the obscurity of the apartment, and the fluttered 
state of my own nerves, I seemed to myself overwhelmed by a sense 
of filial awe, which prevented my noting and recording what it is 
})robable the personage before mo might most desire to have con- 
cealed. Indeed, liis figure was so closely veiled and wimpled, ^ 
either with a mantle, morning-gown, or some such loose garb, that 
the verses of Spenser might well have been applied — 

** Yet, certes, by her face and physnomy. 

Whether she man or woman only were, 

That could not any creature well descry.'* 

I must, hovrever, go on as I have begun, to apply the masculine 
gender ; for, notwithstanding very ingenious reasons, and indeed 
something like positive evidence, have been oflered to prove the 
Author of Waverley to be two ladies of talent, 1 must abide by the 
general opinion, that he is of the rougher sox. There are in his 
writings too many things 

“ Quas maribus sola tribuuntur,” 

to permit me to entertain any douot on that subject. I will pro- 
ceed, in the manner of dialogue, to repeat as nearly as I can what 
passed betwixt us, only observing, that in the course of the con- 
versation, my timidity imperceptibly gave way under the famili- 
arity of his address ; and that, in the concluding part of our 
dialogue, I perhaps argued with fully as much confidence as was 
beseeming. 

Author of Waverley, I was willing to see you, Captain Clutter- 
buck, being the person of my family whom I have most regard for, 
since the death of Jedodiah Cleishbotham ; and I am afraid I may 
have done you some wrong, in assigning to you the Monastery as a 
portion of my elfects. I have some thoughts of making it up to 
you, by naming you godfather to this yet unborn babe — (he indi- 
cated the proof-sheet with his finger) — But first, touching The 
Monastery — How says the world — ^you are abroad and can learn ? 

Captain Clutterhuck, Hem I hem ! — The enquiry is delicate — I 
have not heard any complaints from the Publishers. 

Author, That is the principal matter; but yet an indifferent 
work is sometimes towed on by those which have left harbour 
before it, with the breeze in their poop, — ^What say the Critics ? 

Captain, There is a general — feeling — ^that the. White Lady is 
no favourite. 


^ Wrai^ped up. 
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Author, I think she is a failure myself ; but rather in execution 
than conception. Could I have evoked an esprit follet^ at the same 
time fantastic and interesting, capricious and kind ; a sort of 
wildfire of the elements, bound by no fixed laws, or motives of 
action ; faithful and fond, yet teazing and uncertain 

Captain. If you will pardon the interrujjtion, sir, 1 think you 
are describing a ]»retty woman. 

Author. On my word, I believe I am. I must invest my 
elementary spirits with a little human flesh and blood — they are 
too fine draw’ll for tlie present taste of the puVdic. 

Captain. Tliey object, too, that the object of your Nixie ought 
to have been more uniformly noble — Her ducking the priest was 
no Naiad-like amusement. 

Author. Ah ! they ought to allow for the capriccios of what is, 
after all, but a better sort of goblin. The bath into wliich Ariel, 
the most delicate creation of Shakspeare’s imagination, seduces our 
jolly friend Trinculo, was not of amber or rose-water. But no one 
shall find me rowing against tho stream. 1 care not wdio knows it 
— -I write for general amusement ; and, though 1 never will aim at 
popularity by what I think unworthy means, I wdll not, on the 
other hand, be pertinacious in the defence of my own errors against 
the voice of the ])uljlic. 

Captain. You abamlon, then, in the present work — (looking, in 
my turn, tow’ards the proof-sheet) — the mystic, and the magical, 
and the W'holc syst(3m of signs, w^onders, and omens ? There are 
no dreams, or presages, or obscure allusions to future events? 

Author, Not a C(»ck-lanc scratch, my son — not one bounce on 
the drum of Tedw'ortli — not so much as the poor tick of a solitary 
death-watch in tlie w'ainscot. All is clear and above board — a 
Scots metaphysician might believe every w'ord of it. 

Captain. And the story is, I hojie, natural and probable ; 
commencing strikingly, ])roceeding naturally, ending happily — 
like the course of a lamed river, which gushes from the mouth of 
Borne obsciU’o and romantic grotto — then gliding on, never pausing, 
never ])recipitating its course, visiting, as it were, by natural 
instinct, wdiatever worthy sulgects of interest are presented by 
the country .through wdiich it passes — widening and deepening 
in interest as it flows on ; and at length arriving at tho final 
catastrophe as at some mighty haven, where ships of all kinds 
strike sail and yard ? 

Author, Hey ! hey ! what the deuce is all this ? Why, *tis 
Ercles’ vein, and it would require some one much more like 
Hercules than I, to produce a story which should gush, and glide, 
and never pause, and visit, and widen, and deepen, and all the 
rest on’t. I sboiild be chin-deep in the grave, man, before I had 
done with my ta>k ; and, in the meanwhile, all the quirks and 
quitlditics W'hich I might have devised for my reader’s amusement, 
would lie rotting in my gizzard, like Saiicho’s suppressed witticisms, 
when he was under his master’s displeasure. — There never was a 
^ novel written on this plan while the world stood. 



INTRODUCTORY EPISTLE, 


11 


Captain* Pardon me — Tom Jones. 

Author. True, and perhaps Amelia also. Piehlinpf had high 
notions of the dignity of an art whicli he may be considered as 
having founded. He challenges a comparison hetwecm the Novel 
and the Epic. Smollett, Lo Sage, and otliers, enjaiK ipating them- 
selves from the stiietnessof the rules he has laid down, have written 
rather a history ol the imscellaneous adventures w’hich befall an 
individual in the course of life, than the plot of a regular and 
connected cpopeia, -vvlieie every step brings iia a point nearer to the 
li mil catastrophe. These great masters have b(!en satisfied if they 
nmused tlie reader upon the road ; though the conclusion only 
arrived hecai;^o the tale must have an end — just as the traveller 
lUighis at the inn, because it is evening. 

Captain. A very commodious mode of travelling, for tho 
author at least. Jii short, sir. you are of opinion with Bayes 
— “What the devil does the plot signify, except to bring in tine 
things ? 

Author. Grant that I were so, and that I should write with 
sense and spirit a few scenes nnlahonred and loosely put together, 
hut which had suHicient interest in them to amuse in one corner 
tho pain of body ; in another, to relieve anxiety of mind ; in a 
third place, to unwTinkle a brow bent with the furrows of daily 
toil ; in another, to fill tho jilaee of bad thoughts, or to suggest 
better ; in yet another, to induce an idler to study tho history of 
his country; in all, save where the perusal interrupted tho discharge 
of serious duties, to furnish harmless amusement, — might not the 
author of such a work, however inartifirially executed, plead for 
his errors and negligences the excuse of the slave, who, about to 
be punished for having spread the false report of a victory, saved 
himself by exclaiming — “Am I to blame, O Athenians, who have 
given you one happy day ? ” 

Captain. Will your goodness permit me to mention an^anecdote 
of my excellent grandmother? 

Atithor. 1 see little she can have to do with the subject, Captain 
Clutterbuck. 

Captain, It may come into our dialogue on Bayes’s plan. — The 
sagacious old lady — rest her .soul ! — was a good friend to the church, 
and could never hear a minister maligned by evil tongue.s, without 
taking his ]»art warmly. Thoro was one fixed point, however, at 
wdiich she always abandoned tho cause of her reverend — it 
was so soon as sno learned he had preached a regular sermon against 
slanderers and backbiters. 

Author. And what is that to tho purpose ? 

Captain* Only that I have heard engineers say,* that" one* may 
betray the weak point to the enemy, by too much ostentation * of 
fortifying it 

AtUhor, And, once more I pray, w^hat is that to the purpose*?, 

Captain, Nay, then, without farther metaphor, 1 am afraid this 
new production, in which your generosity seems willing to give me 
some concern, will stand much in need of apology, since you^think 
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proper to begin yonr defence before the case is on trial. — ^The story 
is hastily huddled up, I will venture a pint of claret. 

Autlior, A pint of port, I suppose you mean ? 

Captain, I say of claret— ^ood claret of the Monastery, Ah, 
sir, would you but take the advice of your friends, and try to 
deserve at least one-half of the public favour you have met with, 
we might all drink Tokay ! 

Author, I care not what I drink, so the liquor be wholesome. 

Captain, Care for your reputation, then, — for your fame. 

Author, My fame ? — I will answer you as a very ingenious, 
able, and experienced friend, being counsel for the notorious Jem 
MacCoul, replied to the opposite side of the bar, when they laid 
weight on his client’s refusing to answer certain cjueries, which 
they said any man who had a regard for his reputation would not 
hesitate to reply to;, > “My client,” said he — by the way, Jem was 
standing behind him at the time, and a rich scene it was — “is so 
unfortunate as to have no regard for his reputation ; and I should 
deal very uncandidly with the Court, should I say ho had any that 
was worth his attention.” — I am, though from very different 
reasons, in Jem’s happy state of indifference.’ Let fame follow 
these who have a substantial shape,' A shadow — and an impersonal 
author is nothing better — can cast no shade. 

Captain, You are not now, perhaps, so impersonal as heretofore. 
These Letters to the Member for the University of Oxford 

Author, Show the wit, genius, and delicacy of the author, 
which 1 heartily wish to see engaged on a subject of more importance ; 
and show, besides, that the preservation of my character of incognito 
has engaged early talent in the discussion of a curious question of 
evidence. But a cause, however ingeniously pleaded, is not there- 
fore gained. ' You may#, remember, the neafly-wrought chain of 
circumstantial evidence,' so artificially brought forward to prove 
Sir Philip Francis’s title to the Letters of Junius, seemed at first 
inefragable ; yet the influence of the reasoning has passed aw^ay, 
and Junius, in the general opinion, is as much unknowm as over. 
But on this subject 1 will not bo soothed or provoked into saying 
one word more. - To sav who I am not, would be one stop towards 
saying who I am ; and as I desire not, any more than a certain 
justice of peace mentioned by Shenstono, the noise or report such 
things m^e in the world, I shall continue to be silent on a sub- 
ject, which, in my opinion, is very undeserving the noise that has 
been made about it, and still more unworthy of the serious employ- 
ment of such ingenuity as has been displayed by the young letter- 
writer. 

Captain, ' But allowing, my dear sir, that you care not for your 
personal reputation, or for that of any literary person upon whose 
shoulders your faulte may be visited, allow me to say, that common 
gratitude to the public, which has received you so kindly, and to 
the critics, who have treated you so leniently, ought to induce you 
to bestow more pains on your story. 

Author, I do entreat you, my son, as Dr Johnson would have 



INTRODUCTOEY EPISTLE."' 


13 


8ai<l, “free your mind from cant.” For the critics, they have their 
business, and I mine ; as the nursery proverb goes — * 

** The children in Holland take pleasure in making: 

What the children in England take pleasure in breaking.'* 

I am their humble jackal, too busy in providing food for them, to 
have time for considering whether they swallow or reject it. — To 
the public, I stand pretty nearly in the relation of the postman 
who leaves a packet at the door of an individual. If it contains 
pleasing intelligence, a billet from a mistress, a letter from an 
absent son, a remittance from a correspondent supposed to be 
bankrupt, — the letter is acceptably welcome, and read and re-read, 
folded up, filed, and safely deposited in the bureau. If the contents 
are disagreeable, if it comes from a dun or from a bore, the corre- 
spondent is cursed, the letter is thrown into the fire, and the 
expense of postage is heartily regretted ; while all the time the 
bearer of the dispatches is, in either case, as little thought on as 
the snow of last Christmas., The utmost extent of kindness 
between the author and the public which can really exist, is, that 
the world are disposed to be somewhat indulgent to the succeeding 
works of an original favourite, were it but on account of the habit 
which the public mind has acquired ; while the author very 
naturally thinks well of lAcir taste, who have so liberally applauded 
his productions.. But I deny there is any call for gratitude, pro- 
perly so called, either on one side or the other. 

Captain, Respect to yourself, then, ought to teach caution. 

Author. Ay, if caution could augment the chance of my success. 
But, to confess to you the truth, the works and passages in which I 
have succeeded, have uniformly been written with the greatest 
rapidity ; and when I have seen some of these placed in opposition 
with others, and commended as more highly finished, I could 
appeal to pen and standish, that the parts in which I have come 
feebly off, were by much the more laboured. Besides, I doubt the 
beneficial effect of too much delay, both on account of the author 
and the public. A man should strike while the iron is hot, and 
hoist sail while the wind is fair. If a successful author keep not 
the stage, another instantly lakes his ground. I f a writer lie by 
for ten years ere he produces a second work, he is superseded by 
others ; or, if the age is so poor of genius that this does not happen, 
his own reputation becomes his greatest obstacle. The public will 
expect the now work to be ten times better than its predecessor ; 
the author will expect it should be ten times more popular, and 
'tis a hundred to ten that both are disappointed. 

Captain. This may justify a certain degree of rapidity in publi- 
cation, but not that which is proverbially saitl to be no speed. 
You should take time at least to arrange your stcry. 

Author. That is a sore point w'ith me, my son. Believe me, 
I have not been fool enough to neglect ordinary precautions, I 
have repeatedly laid down my future work to scale, divided it into 
volumes and chapters, and endeavoured to construct a story which 
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I meant should evolve itself gradually and strikingly, maintain 
suspense, and stimulate curiosity ; and which, finally, should 
terminate in a striking catastrophe. But I think there is a deraoii 
who seats himself on the feather of my pen when I begin to write, 
and leads it astray from the purpose. Characters expand under 
my hand ; incidents are multiplied ; the story lingers, while the 
materials increase ; my regular mansion turns out a Gothic anomaly, 
and the work is closed long before 1 have attained the point I 
proposed. 

Captain, Kesolution and determined forbearance might remedy 
that evil. 

Author, Alas ! my dear sir, you do not know the force of 

S aternal affection. When I light on such a character as Bailie 
arvie, or Dalgetty, my imagination brightens, and ray conception 
becomes clearer at every step which I take in his company, 
although it leads me many a weary mile away from the regular 
road, and forces me to leap hedge and ditch to get back into the 
route again. If I resist the temptation, as you advise me, my 
thoughts become prosy, flat, and dull ; 1 write painfully to myself, 
and under a consciousness of flagging which makes me flag still 
more *, the sunshine with which fancy had invested the incidents, 
departs from tliem, and leaves ©verything dull and gloomy. 1 am 
no more the same author 1 was in my better mood, than tbe dog in 
a wheel, condemned to go round and round for liours, is like tlie 
same dog merrily chasing his own tail, and gambolling in all tbe 
frolic of unrestrained freedom. In short, sir, on such occasions, I 
think 1 am bewitched. 

Captain, Nay, sir, if you plead sorcery, there is no more to be 
said — he must needs go wdiom the devil drives. And this, I 
suppose, sir, is the reason why you do not make the theatrical 
attempt to which you have been so often urged ? 

A uthor. It may pass for one good reason for not ^vriting a play, 
that I cannot form a plot But the truth is, that the idea adopted 
by too favourable judges, of my having some aptitude for that 
department of poetry, has been much founded on thoe© scraps of old 
plays, which, being taken from a source inaccessible to collectors, 
they have hastily considered the offspring of my mother-wit. 
Now, the manner in which I became possessed of these fragments 
is so extraordinary, that 1 cannot help telling it to you. 

You must know, that, some twenty years since, I went down to 
visit an old friend in Worcestershire, who had served with me in 
the Dragoons. 

Captain, Then you Tuwe served, sir ? 

Author, I have— or I have not, which signifies the same thing 
— Captain is a good travelling name. — I found my friend’s house 
unexpectedly crowded with guests, and, as usual, was condemned 
— the mansion being au old one— to the haunted apartment, I 
have, as a great modern said, seen too many ghosts to believe in 
them, so betook myself seriously to my repose, lulled by the wind 
rustling among the lime-trees, the branches of which ohetitiered 
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the moonlight which fell on the floor through the diamonded 
casement, when, behold, a darker shadow interposed itself, and I 

beheld visibly on the lloor of the apartment 

Captain, The White Lady of Avencl, I suppose ?■— You have 
told the very stt»ry bolore. 

A'lUhor. No — I l)ehcld a female form, with mob-cai>, bib, and 
apron, sleeves tucked up to the elbow, a dredging-box in the one 
hand, and in the other a sauce-ladle. I concluded, of course, that 
it was iny friend’s cook -maid walking in her sleep ; and as I knew 
he hud a value for Sally, who could toss a pancake with any girl in 
the country, 1 got up to conduct her safely to the door. But as I 
approached her, she said, — “Hold, sir J I am not what you take me 
for ; ” — words wliich seemed so apposite to the circumstances, that 
I should not have much minded them, had it not been for the 
I)eculiarly hollow sound in which they were uttered. — “Know, 
thpi,’* she said, in the same unearthly accents, “that I am the 
sjiirit of Betty Barnes.” — “Who hanged herself for love of the 
stage-coachman,” thought I; “this is a proper spot of work!” — 
“Of that unhappy Elizabeth or Betty Barnes, long cook-maid to 
Mr Wai burton, the painful collector, but ah 1 the too careless 
custodier, of the largest collection of ancient X'lays ever known — of 
most of which the titles only are left to gladden the Prolegomena 
of the Yavioruin Shakspeare. Yes, stranger, it was these ill-fated 
hands that consigned to grease and conflagration the scores of small 
quartos, which, did they now exist, would drive the whole 
lioxburglie Club out of their senses— it was these unhappy pickers 
and stealers that singed fat fowls and wmed dirty trenchers with 
the lost works of Beaumont and Eletcner, Massinger, Jonson 
Webster — what shall I say ? — even of Shakspeare himself ! ” 

Like every dramatic antiquary, my ardent curiosity after some 
play named in the Book of the Master of Revels, had often been 
checked by finding the object of my research numbered amongst 
the holocaust of victims which this unhappy woman had sacrificed 
to the God of Good Cheer. It is no wonder then, that, like the 
Hermit of Parnell, 

** I broke the bands of fear, and madly cried, 

* You careless ja<ie ! ’—But scarce the words began, 

■When Betty brandish'd high her saucing-pan.” 

“ Beware,” she said, “ you do not, by your ill-timed anger, cut 
off the opportunity 1 yet have to indemnify the world for the 
errors of my ignorance. In yonder coal-hole, not used for many a 
year, repose the few greasy and blackened fragments of the 
elder Drama which were not totally destroyed. Do thou then ” — 
Why, wliat do you stare at, Captain? By my soul, it is true ; as 
my friend Major Longbow says, “What should I tell you a lie for?” 

Captain, Lie, sir j Nay, Heaven forbid I should apply tlie word 
to a person so veracious. You are only inclined to chase your tail 
a little this morning, that’s all. Had you not better reserve this 
legend to form an introduction to “Three Recovered Dramas,’* 
or so? 
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Author, You are quite right — ^habit’s a strange thing, my son, 

I had forgot whom I was speaking to. Yes, Plays for the closet^ 
not for the stage 

Captam. Eight, and so you are sure to be acted ; for tho 
managers, while thousands of volunteers are desirous of serving 
them, are wonderfully partial to pressed men. 

Auihor, I am a living witness, having been, like a second 
Laberius, made a dramatist whether I would or not. I believe 
my muse would be Terrified into treading the stage, even if I 
should write a sermon. 

Captain, Truly, if you did, I am afraid folks might make a 
farce of it ; and, therefore, should you change your style, I still 
advise a volume of dramas like Lord Byron’s. 

Author. No, his lordship is a cut above me — I won’t run my 
horse against his, if I can help myself. But there is my friend 
Allan has written just such a ])lay as I might write myself, in a 
very sunny day, and with one of Bramah’s extra patent-pens. I 
cannot make neat work without such appurtenances. 

Captain. Bo you mean Allan Ramsay ? 

Author, No, nor Barbara Allan either. I mean Allan Cunning- 
ham, who has just published his trapdy of Sir Marmaduke 
Maxwell, full of merry-making and murdering, kissing and cutting 
of throats, and passages which lead to nothing, and which are very 
pretty passages for aU that. Not a glimpse of probability is there 
about the plot, but so much animation in particular passages, and 
such a vein of poetry through the whole, as I dearly wish I could 
infuse into my Culinary Keinains, should I ever be tempted to 
publish them. With a popular impress, peoj)le would read and 
admire the beauties of Allan — as it is, they may perhaps only note 
liis defects— or, what is worse, not note him at all. — But never 
mind them, honest Allan ; you are a credit to Caledonia for all 
that. — ^There are some lyrical effusions of his, too, which you would 
do well to read, Captain. ** It’s hame, and it’s hame,” is equal to 
Burns. 

Captain, I will take the hint. The club at Kennaquhair are 
turned fastidious since Catalani visited tho Abbey. My “ Poortith 
Cauld*’ has been received both poorly and coldly, and “the Banks 
of Bonnie Boon” have been positively coughed down — Tempora 
muiantur. 

Author. They cannot stand still, they will change with all of 
us. What then ? 

** A man’s a man for a* that,” 

But the hour of parting approaches. 

Captain. You are determined to proceed then in your own 
system ? Are yon aware that an unworthy motive may be assigned 
for this rapid succession ef publication I You will be suppos^ to 
work mermy for the luci^e of gain. 

Author. Supposing that 1 did permit the great advantages 
which must be derived from success in literature to join with other 
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motives in inducing me to come more frequently before the public, 
—that emolument is the voluntary tax which the public pays for a 
certain species of literary amusement — it is extorted from no one, 
and paid, I presume, by those only who can afford it, and who 
receive gratification in proportion to the expense. If the capital 
sum which these volumes have put into circulation be a very large 
one, has it contributed to my indulgences only ? or can I not say to 
hundreds, from honest Duncan the paper-manufacturer, to the 
most snivelling of the printer’s devils, “Didst thou not share? 
Iladst thou not fifteen pence V* I profess I think our Modern 
Athens much obliged to mo for having established such an exten- 
sive manufacture ; and when universal suffrage comes in fashion, I 
intend to stand for a seat in the House on the interest of all the 
unwashed artificers connected with literature. 

Captain. This would be called the language of a calico-manu- 
facturer. ^ 

Author. Cant again, my dear son — there is lime in this sack, 
too — nothing but sophistication in this world ! I do say it, in 
spite of Adam Smith and his followers, that a successful author is 
a productive labourer, and that his works constitute as effectual a 
part of the public w^ealth, as that which is created by any other 
manufacture, If a new commodity, having an actually intrinsic 
and commercial value, bo the result of the operation, why are the 
author's bales of books to be esteemed a less profitable part of the 
public stock than the goods of any other manufacturer ? I speak 
with reference to the diffusion of the wealth arising to the public, 
and the degree of industry which even such a trifling work as the 
present must stimulate and reward, before the volumes leave the 
publisher’s shoj>. Without me it could not exist, and to this 
extent I am a benefactor to the country. As for my own emolu- 
ment, it is won by my toil, and I account myself answerable to 
Heaven only for the mode in which I expend it. The candid may 
hope it is not all dedicated to selfish purposes ; and, without much 
I)retcnsions to merit, in him who disburses it, a part may “wander, 
heaven-directed, to the poor.” 

Captain. Yet it is generally held base to write from the mere 
motives of gain. 

Author, It would be base to do so exclusively, or even to make 
it a principal motive for literary exertion. Nay, I will venture to 
say, that no work of imagination, proceeding from the mere con- 
sideration of a certain sum of copy-money, ever did, or ever will, 
.succeed. So the lawyer who pleads, the soldier who fights, the 
physician who prescribes, the clergyman — if such there be — who 
preaches, without any zeal for his profession, or without any sense 
of its dignity, and merely on account of the fee, pay, or stipend, 
degrade themselves to the rank of sordid mechanics. Accordingly, 
in the case of two of the learned faculties at least, their services 
are considered as unappreciable, and are acknowledged, not by any 
exact estimate of the services rendered, but by a hmutra/rium^ or 
voluntary acknowledgment. But let a client or patient make the 
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experiment of omitting this little ceremony of the honorarium, 
which is cmsc' to be a thing entirely out of consideration between 
them, and mark how the leurned gentleniaii will look npon his 
case. Cant set apart, it is the same thing with literary emolu- 
ment. No man ot sense, in any rank of life, is, or ought to bo, 
above aecepting a just recompense for his time, and a reasonable 
share of the capital which owes its very existence to hia exertions. 
When Czar Peter WTought in the trenches, he took tlie pay of a 
common soldier ; and nobles, statesmen, and divines, tne most 
distinguished of their time, hav^e not scorned to square accounts 
with their bookseller. 

Captain, (Sings.) 

** O if it were a mean thing, 

The gentles wtjuld not use it ; 

And if it were ungodly. 

The clergy w'ould refuse it.*’ 

Author, You say well. But no man of honour, genius, or spirit, 
would make the mere love of gain, the chief, far less the only, 
purpose of his labours. For rnvscdf, I am not displeased to find 
the game a winning one ; yet while I pleased the public, I should 
probably coutiiiue it merely for the pleasure of ]>laying ; for I have 
felt as .strongly as most lolks that love of composition, which is 
perhaps the strongest of all instincts, driving the author to the 
pen, tne painter to the jnillet, often without either the chance of 
fame or the prospect of reward. Perhaps I have said too much of 
this. I might, ])erhaps, with as much truth as most people, ex- 
culpate myself Iroin the charge of being either of a greedy or 
mercenary disposition ; but I am not, therefore, hypocrite enough 
to disclaim the Ordinary motives, on account of which the whole 
world around me is toiling unreniittingiy, to the sacrifice of ease, 
comfort, health, and life. I do not atlect the disinterestedness of 
that ingenious association of geiitleinen mentioned by Goldsmith, 
who sold their magazine for sixpence a-piece, merely for their own 
amusement. 

Captain. I have but one thing more to bint. — The world say 
you will run yourself out. 

Author. The world saj^ true : and what then ? When they 
dance no Ibnger, I will no longer pipe ; and I shall not want 
flappers enough to remind me of the apoplexy. 

Captain. And what will become of us then, your poor fiimily ? 
We shall fall into contempt and oblivion. 

Author. Like many a poor fellow, already overwhelmed with 
the number of his family, I cannot help going on to increjise it-— 
“*Tis my vocation, Hal.” — Such of you as deserve oblivion — 
perhaps the whole of you — may be consigned to it. At any rate, 
you have been read in your day, which is more than can be said 
of some of your coiitetiiporaries, of less fortune and more merit. 
They cannot say but that you had the crown. It is always some- 
thing to have engaged the public attention for seven years. Had 
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I only written Waverley, I should have long since been, according 
to the established phrase, ‘‘the ingenious author of a novel much 
admired at the time.” I believe, on niy soul, that the reputation 
of AVaveiley is sustained very much by the praises of those, who 
may be inclined to prefer that tale to its successors. 

Captain. You are willing, then, to barter future reputation for 
present popularity ? 

Author. Mdiora, spero. Horace himself expected not to survive 
in all his works — I may hope to live in some of mine ; — non minis 
moriar. It is some consohitioii to reflect, that the best authors in 
all countries have been the most voluminous ; and it lias often 
happened, that those who have been best received in their own 
time, have also continued to be aecc’ptable to iiosterity. I do not 
think so ill of the yiresent generation, as to sup[>ose that its present 
favour necessarily infers future condemnation. 

Captain. Were all to act on such priiiciyiles, the public W'ould 
be inumlated. 

Author. Once more, my dear son, beware of cant. You speak 
as if the public were obliged to read books merely because they are 
printed — your friends the luKikscllcrs would Lhank you to make tho 
proposition good. Tlie most serious grievance attending such in- 
undations as you talk of, i3, that they make rags dear. The 
multiydicity of publications does the present age no harm, and may 
greatly advantage that wbieli is to succeed us. 

Captain. 1 do not see liow’’ that is to happen. 

Author. Tlio complaints in the time of Elizabeth and James, of 
the alarming fertility of the press, w'ore as loud as they arc at present — 
yet look at the shore over wdiich the inundation ot that age flowed, 
and it resembles now the Rich Strand of the Faery Queen — 

“ Bestrew’d all with rich array, 

Of pearl and predou«» stones of jrreat assay ; 

And all the gravel mix’d witli g»>lden ore ” 

Believe me, that even in tho most neglected w'orka of tho present 
age, the next may discover treasures. 

Captain. Some hooks wall defy all alchymy. 

A'tUhor. They will be but few in number ; since, as for writers, 
w’bo are possessed of no merit at all, unless indeed they publish 
their works at their own expense, like Sir Richard Blackmore, 
their power of annoying tho yniblic will be soon liirjited by the 
ditliculty of finding undertaking booksellers. 

Captain. You are incorrigible. Are there no bounds to your 
audacity ? 

AuOwr, There are tho sacred and eternal boundaries of honour and 
rirtue. My course is like tho enchanted chamber of Britomart — 

Where as she look’d about, she did behold 
Ilow f)\er that same door was likewise writ, 

Be Bold— Be Bold, and everywhere Be Bold. 

Whereat she mused, and could not construe it ; 

At last she spied at that room’s upper end 
Another iron door, on which was writ— 

Bk not too Bold.” 
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Captain, Well, you must take the risk of proceeding on your 
own principles. 

Aidhor, Do you act on yours, and take care you do not stay 
idling here till the dinner hour is over. — I will add this work to 
your patrimony, mleat quantum. 

Here our dialogue terminated ; for a little sooty-faced Apollyon 
from the Canongate came to demand the proof-sheet on the part of 
Mr M*Corkindale ; and I heard Mr C. rebuking Mr F. in another 
compartment of the same labyrinth I have described, for suifering 
any one to penetrate so far into the pe^ieimlia of their temple. 

I leave it to you to form your own opinion concerning the import 
of this dialogue, and I cannot but believe I shall meet the wishes 
of our common parent in prefixing this letter to the w^ork which it 
concerns. 


I am, reverend and dear Sir, 

Very sincerely and affectionately 


KlNMAQUHAIR, 

Ut April 1822. 


Yours, &c. &c. 

. CUTHBEKT ClUTTBBBUCR, 
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CHAPTER I. 

Now Scot and English are agreed, 

And Saunders hastes to cross the Tweed, 

Where, such the splendours that attend him, 

His very mother scarce had kend him. 

His metamorphosis behold. 

From Glasgow frieze to cloth of gold ; 

His back-8wor<l, with the iron hilt, 

To rapier fairly hatch'd and gilt ; 

Was ever seen a gallant braver ! 

His very bonnet’s grown a beaver. 

The Reformation. 

The long-continued hostilities which had for centuries 
separated the south and the north divisions of the Island 
of Britain, had been happily terminated by the succession 
of the pacific Janies 1. to the English Crown. But 
although the united crown of England and Scotland was 
worn by the same individual, it required a long lapse of 
time, and the succession of more than one generation, ere 
the inveterate national prejudices which had so long 
existed betwixt the sister kingdoms were removed, and 
the subjects of either side of the Tweed brought to regard 
those upon the opposite bank as friends and as brethren. 

These prejudices were, of course, most inveterate during 
the reign of King James. The English subjects accused 
him of partiality to those of his ancient kingdom ; w'hile 
the Scots, with equal injustice, charged him with having 
forgotten the land of his nativity, and with neglecting 
those early friends to whose allegiance he had been so 
much indebted. 

The temper of the King, peaceable even to timidity, 
inclined him perpetually to interfere as mediator between 
the contending factions, whose brawls disturbed the court. 
But, notwithstanding all his precautions, historians have 
recorded many instances, where the mutual hatred of two 
nations, who, after being enemies for a thousand years, 
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had been so very recently united, broke forth with a fury 
which menaced a general convulsion ; and, si)reading from 
the highest to the lowest classes, as it occasioned debates 
in council and parliament, factions in the court, and duels 
among the gentry, was no less productive of riots and 
brawls amongst the lower orders. 

While these heart-burnings were at the highest, there 
flourished in the city of London an ingenious, but whim- 
sical and self-opinion ed mechanic, much devoted to ab- 
stract studies, David Hamsay by name, who, whether 
recommended by his great skill in his profession, as the 
courtiers alleged, or, as was murmured among his neigh- 
bours, by his birthplace, in the good town of Dalkeith, 
near Edinburgh, held in James’s household the post of 
maker of watches and horologes to his Majesty. He 
scorned not, however, to keep open shop within Temple- 
Bar, a few yards to the eastward of Saint Dunstan’s 
Church. 

The shop of a London tradesman at that time, as it 
may be sup|)osed, was something very different from those 
we now see in the same localit v. The goods w ere exposed 
to sale in cases, only defenoed from the weather by a 
covering of canvass, and the whole resembled the stalls 
and booths now erected for the temporary accommodation 
of dealers at a country fair, rather than the established 
emporium of a respectable citizen. But most of the 
shopkeepers of note, and David Kamsay amongst others, 
had their booth connected with a small apartment which 
opened backward from it, and bore the same resemblance 
to the front shop that Robinson Crusoe’s cavern did to the 
tent which he erected before it. To this Master Eams^ly 
was often accustomed to retreat to the labour of his 
abstruse calculations ; for he aimed at improvement and 
discoveries in his own art, and sometimes pushed his 
researches, like Napier, and other mathematicians of the 
period into abstract science. When thus engaged, he 
left the outer posts of his commercial establishment to 
be maintained by two stout-bodied and strong-voiced 
apprenitces, who kept up the cry of, “ What d’ye lack ? 
wh?it d’ye lack?” accompanied with the appropriate 
recommendations of the articles in which they dealt. 
This direct and personal application for custom to those 
who chanced to pass by, is now, we believe, limited to 
Monmouth Street (if it still exists even in that repository 
of ancient garments), • under the guardianship of the 
scattered remnant ot Israel. But at the time we are 
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speaking of, it was practised alike by Jew and Gentile, 
and served, instead of all our present newspaper puffs and 
advertisernent>s, to solicit the attention oi the public in 
general, and of friends in particular, to the unrivalled 
excelhnice of the goods, which they offered to sale upon 
such easy terms, that it might fairly appear that the 
venders had rather a view to the general service of the 
pul>lic, than to their own particular advantage. 

The verbal proclaimci s of the excellence of their com- 
modities, had this advantage oyer those who, in the present 
day, use the public paj)erR for the same purpose, that 
th(jy could ill many cases adapt their address to the 

[ leculiar appearance and apparent taste of the passengers. 
This, as we have said, v as also the case in Monmouth 
Street in our remem]>rance. We liave ourselves been 
reminded of the delicu^ncies of our femoral habiliments, 
and exhorted upon that score to fit ourselves more be- 
seemingly ; but this is a digression.] This direct and 
personal mode of invitation to customers became, however, 
a dangerous teinjitation to tlie young wags who were 
employed in the task of solicitation during the absence 
of the principal person interested in the telfic; and, 
confiding in their numbers and civic union, the ’prentices 
of Loudon were often seduced into taking liberties with 
the passengers, and exercising their wit at the expense of 
those whom they had no hopes of converting into cus- 
tomers by their (doquence. li this were resented by any 
act of violence, the inmates of each shop were ready to 
pour forth in succour ; and in the words of an old song 
which Dr Johnson wjis used to hum, — 

“ ITp then rose the ’prentices all, 

lu London, both proi>er and tall.” 

Desperate riots often arose on such occasions, especially 
when the Templars, or other youths connected with the 
aristocracy, were insulted, or conceived themselves to 
be so. Upon such occasions, bare steel was frequently 
opposed to the clubs of the citizens, and death sometimes 
ensued on both sides. The tardy and inefficient police of 
the time had no other resource than by the Alderman of 
the ward calling out the householders, and putting a stop 
to the strife by overpow’ering numbers, as the Capulets 
and Montagues are separated upon the stage. 

At the period w hen such was the universal custom of 
the most respectable, as 'weM as the most inconsiderable, 
fffiopkeepers in London, DavH Eamsay, on the evening to 
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which we solicit the attention of the reader, retiring to 
more abstruse and private labours, left the administration 
of his outer shop, or booth, to the aforesaid sharp-witted, 
active, able-bodied, and well-voiced apprentices, namely, 
Jenkin Vincent and Frank Tunstall. 

Vincent had been educated at the excellent foundation 
of Christ's -Church Hospital, and was bred, therefore, as 
well as born, a Londoner, with all the acuteness, address* 
and audacity, which belong peculiarly to the youth of 
a metropolis. He was now about twenty years old. short 
in stature, but remarkably strong made, eminent tor his 
feats upon holy days at foot- ball, and other gymnastic 
exercises ; scarce rivalled in the broadsword play, though 
hitherto only exercised in the form of single-stick. He 
knew every lane, blind alley, and sequestered court of the 
ward, better than his catechism ; was alike active in his 
master's affairs, and in his own adventures of fun and 
mischief ; and so managed matters, that the credit he 
acquired by the former bore him out, or at least served 
for his apology, when the latter propensity led him into 
scrapes, of which, however, it is but fair to state, that 
they had hitherto inferred nothing mean or discreditable. 
Some aberrations there were, which David Ramsay, his 
master, endeavoured to reduce to regular order when he 
discovered them, and others which he mnked at — suppos- 
ing them to answer the purpose of tlie escapement of a 
watch which disposes of a certain quantity of the extra 
power of that mechanical impulse which puts the whole 
in motion. 

The physiognomy of Jin Vin — by which abbreviation 
he was familiarly known through the ward — corresponded 
with the sketch we have given of his character. His 
head, upon which his 'prentice's flat cap was generally 
flung in a careless and oblique fashion, was closely covered 
with thick hair of raven black, wliich curled naturally 
and closely, and would have grown to great length, but 
for the modest custom enjoined by his state of life, and 
strictly enforced by his master, which compelled him to 
keep it short-cropped, — not unreluctantly, as he looked 
with envy on the flowing ringlets, in which the courtiers, 
and aristocratic students of the neighbouring Temple, 
began to indulge themselves, as marks of superiority ana 
of gentility. Vincent’s eyes were deep set in his head, of 
a strong vivid black, full of fire, roguery, and intelligence, 
find conveying a humorous expression, even while he 
was uttering the usual small-talk of his trade, as if he 
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ridiculed those who were disposed to give any weight to 
his commonplaces. He had address enough, however, to 
add little touches of his own, which gave a turn of drollery 
even to this ordinary routine of the booth ; and the 
alacrity of his manner— his ready and obvious wish to 
oblige — his intelligence and civility, when he thought 
civility necessary, made him a universal favourite witli 
his master’s customers. His features were far from regular, 
for his nose was flattish, his mouth tending to the larger 
size, and his complexion inclining to be more dark than 
was then thought consistent with masculine beauty. But, 
in despite of his having always breathed the air of a 
crowded city, his complexion had the ruddy and manly 
expression of redundant health : his turned-up nose ga\ (5 
an air of spirit and raillery to what ho said, and seconded 
the laugh of his eyes ; and his wide mouth was garnished 
with a pair of well-forn»ed and well-coloured lips, which, 
when ho laughed, disclosed a range of teeth strong and 
well set, and as white as the very pearl. Such was the 
elder apprentice of David Ran\say, Memory’s Monitor, 
watchmaKer, and constructor of horologes, to his Most 
Sacred Afajesty ffames I. 

Jenkin’s companion was the younger apprentice, though, 
perhaps, he might be the elder of the two in years. At 
any ntte, he was of a much more staid ami composed 
temper. Francis Tunstall w^as of that ancient and proud 
descent who claimed the style of the ‘‘unstained because, 
amid the various chances of the long and bloody wars of 
the Hoses, they had, with undeviatiiig faith, followed the 
House of Lancaster, to which they had originally attached 
themselves. The meanest sprig of such a tree attached 
importance to the root from which it derived itself ; and 
Tunstall was supposed to nourish in secret a proportion 
of that family pride, Inch had extorted tears from his 
widowed and almost indigent mother, when she saw her- 
self obliged to consign him to a line of life inferior, as her 
prejudices suggested, to the course held by his progenitors. 
Yet, with all this aristocratic prejudice, his master found 
the well-born youth more docile, regular, and strictly 
attentive to his duty, than his far more active and alert 
comrade. Tunstall also gratified his master by the par- 
ticular attention which he seemed disposed to bestow on 
the abstract principles of science connected with the trade 
which he was bound to study, the limits of which were 
daily enlarged with the increase of mathematical science* 

Vincent beat his companion beyond the distance-post, 
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in everything like the practical adaptation of thorough 
practice, in the dexterity of hand necessary to execute 
the mechanical branches of the art, and double-distanced 
him in all respecting the commercial affairs of the sliop. 
Still David Ramsay was wont to say, that if Vincent knew 
how to do a thing the better of the two, Tunstall was 
much better acquainted with the principles on which it 
ought to be done ; and ho sometimes objected to the latter, 
that he knew critical excellence too well ever to be 
satisfied with practical mediocrity. 

The disposition of Tunstall was shy, as well as studious ; 
and, though perfectly civil and obliging, he never seemed 
to feel himself in his place while ho went through the duties 
of the shop. He was tall and handsome, with fair hair, 
and well-formed limbs, good features, well -opened light- 
blue eyes, a straight Grecian nose, and a countenance 
which expressed both good-humour and intelligence, but 
qualified by a gravity unsuitable to his years, and which 
almost amounted to dejection. He lived on the best terms 
with his companion, and readily stood by hi in whenever 
he was engaged in any of the frequent skirmishes, which, 
as we have already observed, often disturbed the city of 
London about this period. Rut though Tunstall was 
allowed to understand quarter-staff (the weaix>u of tlie 
North country) in a superior degree, and though ho was 
naturally both strong and active, his iiitcn fereiice in such 
affrays seemed always matter of necessity ; and, as he 
never voluntarily joined either their brawls or their 
sports, he held a far lower place in the opinion of the 
youth of the ward than his hearty and active friend Jin 
Yin. Nay, had it not been for the interest marie for his 
comrade, by the intercession of Viiiccjit, Tunstall would 
have stood some chance of being altoi^ether excluded fi oni 
the society of his contemporaries of the same condition, 
who called him, in scorn, the Cavalioro Cuddy, and the 
Gentle Tunstall. On the other hand, the lad himself, 
deprived of the fresh air in which ho had been brought 
up, and foregoing the exercise to which he had b(3eii 
formerly accustomed, while the inhabitant of his native 
mansion, lost gradually the freshness of his complexion, 
and, without showing any formal symptoms of disease, 
grew more thin and pale as he grew oluor, and at length 
exhibited the appearance of indifferent health, without 
anything of the habits and complaints of an invalid, 
excepting a disposition to avoid society, and to spend his 
leisure tune in private study, rather than mingle in the 
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sports of his companions, or even resort to the theatres, 
then the general rendezvous of his class : where, accoixl- 
ing to high authority, they fought for half-bitten apples, 
ci’ackcd nuts, and tilled the upper gallery with their 
clamours. 

Such were the two youths who called David Ramsay 
master; and with both of whom he used to fret from 
morning till night, as their peculiarities interfered with 
his own, or witii the quiet and beneficial course of his 
traffic. 

Upon the w^hole, however, the youths were attached to 
their master, and he a good-natured, though an absent 
and whimsical man, was scarce le^ss so to them ; and, when 
a little warmed with wine at an occasionl junketing, he 
used to boast, in his northern dialect, of his “twa bonny 
lads, and tiie looks that the court ladies threw at them, 
when visiting his shop in their caroches, when on a frolic 
into the city.” But David Ramsay never failed, at the 
same time, to draw up his own tall, thin, lathy skeleton, 
extend his lean jaws into an alarming grin, and indicate, 
by a nod of his yard-long visage, and a twinkle of his little 
grey eye, that there might be more faces in Fleet-Street 
worth looking at than those of Frank and Jenkin. His 
old neighbour, Widow Simmons, the sempstress, who had 
served, in her day, the very tip-top revellers of the Temple, 
with rulis, cuffs, and bands, distinguished more deej)ly 
tlio sort of attf'iition paid by the females of quality, who 
BO rt^gularly visited David Jlamsay’s shop, to its inmates. 
“The boy Frank,” she admitted, “used to attract the 
attention of the young ladies, as having something gentle 
and downcast in his looks ; but then he could not better 
himself, for the poor youth had not a word to throw at a 
dog. Now J in Vin was so full of his jibes and his jeers, and 
so willing, and so ready, and so serviceable, and so mannerly 
all the while, with a step that sprung like a buck’s in 
Epping Forest, and liis eye that twinkled as black as a 
gipsy’s, that no woman who knew the world would make 
a comparison betwixt the lads. As for poor neighbour 
Ramsay himself, the man,” she said, “was a civil neighbour, 
and a learned man, doubtless, and might be a rich man it 
he had common sense to back his leariiing ; and doubtless, 
for a (Scot, neighbour Ramsay was nothing of a bad man, 
but he was so constantly grimed with smoke, gilded with 
brass filings, and smeared with lamp-black and oil, that 
Dame Simmons judged it would require his whole shopful 
of watches to induce any feasible woman to touch the 
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said neighbour Ramsay with anything save a pair of 
tongs.'^ 

A still higher authority, Dame Ursula, wife to Benjamin 
Suddlechop, the barber, was of exactly the same opinion. 

Such were, in natural qualities and public estimation, 
the two youths, who, in a line April day, having first 
rendered their dutiful service and attendance on the table 
of their master and his daughter, at their dinner at one 
o’clockj — Such, O ye lads of London, was the severe 
discipline undergone by your predecessors ! — and having 
regaled themselves upon the fragments, in company with 
two female domestics, one a cook, and maid of all work, 
the other called Mistress Marget’s maid, now relie vea 
their master in the duty of the outward shop ; and 
agreeably to the established custom, were soliciting, by 
their entreaties and recommendations of their master’s 
manufacture, the attention and encouragement of the 
passengers. 

In this species of service it may be easily supposed 
that Jenkin Vincent left his more reserved and bashful 
comrade far iu the background. The latter could only 
articulate with difficulty, and as an act of duty which he 
w’as rather ashamed of (discharging, the established words 
of form — “ What d’ye lack ? — What d’ve lack ?— Clocks — 
w^atches — barnacles? — What d’ye lack ?-~\yatches— clocks 
— barnacles? — AVhat d’ye lack, sir? What d’ye lack, 
madam ? — Barnacles — watches — clocks ? ” 

But this dull and dry iteration, however varied by 
diversity of verbal arrangement, sounded flat when 
mingled jvith the rich and recommendatory oratory of the 
bold-faced, deep-mouthed, and ready-witted Jenkin 
Vincent. — “What d’ye lack, noble sir? — What d’ye lack, 
beauteous madam ? ” he said, in a tone at once bold ana 
soothing, which often was so applied as both to gratify 
the persons addressed, and to excite a smile from other 
hearers. — “God bless your reverence,” to a beneficcd 
clergyman; “the Greek and Hebrew have harmed your 
reverence’s eyes — Buy a pair of David Ramsay’s barnacles. 
The King— God bless his Sacred Majesty !— never reads 
Hebrew or Greek without them.” 

“ Are you well avised of that ? ” said a fat parson from 
the Vale of Evesham. “Na^ if the Head of the Church 
wears them, — God bless his oacred Majesty ! — I will try 
what they can do for me ; for I have not been able to 
distinguish one Hebrew letter from another, since — I 
cannot remember the time— when I had a bad fever. 
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Choose me a pair of his most Sacred Majesty’s own 
wearing, my good youth.” 

“This is a pair, and please your reverence,” said Jenkin, 
producing a pair of spectacles which he touched with an 
air of great deference and respect, “which his most 
Messed Ala jesty placed this day three wfjeks on his own 
blessed nose ; and would have kept them for his own 
sacred use, but that the setting being, as your reverence 
sees, of the purest jet, was, as his Hacred Majesty w’as 
plefiscd to say, fitter for a bishop, than for a secular 
])rince.” 

“ His Sacred Majesty the King,” said the 'worthy 
divine, “ was ever a very Daniel in his judgment. Give 
me the })arnacles, my good youth, and who can say what 
nose they may bestride in two years hence ? — our reverend 
brother of Gloucester waxes in years.” He then pulled 
out his ])urse, ])aid for the spectacles, and left the shop 
with even a more important step than that which had 
paused to enter it. 

“For shame,” said Tunstall to his companion ; “these 
glasses will never suit one of his years.” 

“You are a fool, Frank,” said Vincent, in reply ; “had 
the good doctor wdshed classes to read wdth, he 'would 
have tried them before buying. He does not w’ant to 
look through them himself, and these will serve the 
purpose of being looked at by other folks, as well as the 
best magnifiers in the shop. — Wliat d'ye lack ? ” he cried, 
resuming his solicitations. “ Alirrors for your toilette, my 
]U’etty niadam ; your head-gear is something awry — pity, 
since it is so well fancied.” The woman stopped and 
bought a mirror. — “What d’ye lack?— a watch, Master 
Sergeant— a watch that will go as long as a la'wsuit, as 
steady and true as your own eloquence ? ” 

“ Hold your peace sir,” answered the Knight^ of the 
Coif, who was disturbed by Vin’s address whilst in deep 
consultation with an (miinent attorney ; “hold your peace ! 
You are the loudest tongued varlet betwixt the Devil’s 
Tavern and Guildhall.” 

“A watch,” reiterated the undaunted Jenkin, “that 
shall not lose thirteen minutes in a thirteen years’ law- 
suit. — He’s out of hearing — A watch with four wheels and 
a bar ♦movement — a watch that shall tell you, Master 
Poet, how long the patience of the audience will endure 
your next piece at the Black Bull.” The bard laughed, 
and fumbled in the pocket of his slops till he chasea into 
a corner, and fairly caught, a small piece of coin. 
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“Here is a tester to cherish thy wit, good boy,” he 
said. 

“Qramercy,” said Vin ; “at the next play of yours I 
will bring down a set of roaring boys, that shall make all 
the critics in the pit, and the gallants on the stage, civil, 
or else the curtain shall smoke for it.” 

“Now, that I call mean,” said Tunstall, “to take the 
poor rhymer’s money, who has so little left behind.” 

“ You aixi an owl, once again,” said Vincent ; “ if helms 
nothing left to buy cheese and radishes, he will only dino 
a day the sooner with some patron or some player, foi* 
that is his fate five days out or the seven. It is unnatural 
that a poet should pay for his own pot of beer; 1 will 
drink his tester for him, to stive him from such shanu' ; 
and when his third night comes round, he shall ha\e 
penniworths for his coin, 1 promise you. — But here comes 
another-guess customer. Look at that strange fellow- 
see how he ga|>es at every shop, as if he would swallow 
the wares. — O ! Saint Dunsttiu luas caught his eye ; pray 
Gnd he swallow not the images. See how he stands 
astonished, as old Adam and Eve ply their ding-dong ! 
Come, Frank, thou art a scliolar ; construe me that same 
fellow, with his blue cap with a cock’s feather in it, to 
show he’s of gentle blood, God wot—his gny eyes, his 
yellow hair, his sword with a ton of iron in the handle — 
his grey threadbare cloak — his step like a Frenchman — 
his look like a Spaniard — a book at his girdle, and a 
broad dudgeon-dagger on the other side, to sliow him 
half-pedant, half-bully. How call you that i>ageaiit, 
FranK ? ” 

“A raw Scotsman,” said Tunstall; “just come up, T 
suppose, to help the rest of his countrymen to gnaw old 
England’s bones ; a palmerworm, I reckon, to devour 
what the locust lias spared.” 

“Even so, Frank,” answered Vincent; “just as the 
poet sings sweetly,— 

‘ In Scotland he was born and bred, 

And, though a beggar, must be fed.’*’ 

“Hush ! ” said Tunstall, “remember our master.” 

“Pshaw!” answered his mercurial coinj)anion ; “he 
knows on which side his bread is buttered, and I warrant 
you has not lived so long among Englishmen, and by 
Englishmen, to quarrel with us for baring an Ei^iisn 
mind. But see, our 8cot baa done j^azing at Saint 
Dunstau’s, and comes our way. By this light, a proper 
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lad, and a sturdy, in spite of freckles and sun-buming. — 
1J(' comes nearer still, I will have at him.” 

“And, if you do,” said his comrade, “you may get a 
brok(m head - lie looks not as if he would carry coals.” 

“A fig for your threat,” said Vincent, and instantly 
addi'cssed the stranger. “Buy a w'atch, most noble 
iiortheiix Thane — buy a watch, to count the hours of 
plenty since the blessed moment you left Berwick behind 
you.— Buy liarnacles, to see tlie English gold lies ready 
for your grijio.— Buy what you will, you shall have credit 
for tlu’ee days ; for, w-^ero your pockets as bare as Father 
Fergus’s, you are a Scot in London, and vou will be 
stocked in that time.” The stranger looked sternly at 
tlie wfiggish apprentice, and seemed to grasp liis cudgel 
in rather a menacing fashion. “Buy phj^sic,” said tlie 
undaunted Vincent, “if you will buy neither time nor 
light —physic for a proud stomach, sir; — there is a 
’p<»thecary’s shop on the other side of the way.” 

ibu-ethe probationary disciple of ( Jalen, wlio stood at 
bis master’s door in his flat cap and canvass sleeves, with 
a iarg(‘ wood<ui pestle in his hand, took up tlie ball wliich 
was filing to him liy Jenkin, with, “Wiiat d’ye lack, sir? 
— Buy a choic(^ (,'alodoniau salve, Flosi .^idphvr. cwn but pro 

“'iV) be taken after a gentle rubbing-down with an 
Enc:lish oaken towel,” said Vincent. 

Tlie bonny Scot had given full scope to the play of this 
small artillery of city wit, by halting his stately pace, and 
vic’A'ing grimly, first the one assailant, and then the 
otlicr, as if menacing either repartee or more violent 
revenge. But phlegm or pnahmce got the better of hi.s 
indignation, and tossing Ins head Jis one who valued not 
tlie raillery to which he liad been exposed, he walked 
down Fleet Street, pursued by the horse-laugh of his 
tormentors. 

“ The Scot will not fight till he see his own blood,” said 
Tunstall, whom his north of Fhigland extraction had made 
familiar witli all manner of ]>ro verbs against those who 
lay vet farther north than himself. 

“Eaith, I know not,” said denkin ; looks danger- 
ous, that fellow— he will hit some one over the noddle 
biifore he goes far. — Hark 1 — hark !— they are rising.” 

Accordingly, the well-known cry of, “ ’Prentices—, 
'prentices — Clubs— clubs ! ” now rang along Fleet Street ; 
and Jenkin, snatching up his weapon, which lay beneath 
the counter ready at the slightest notice, and calling to 
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TottStall to take his bat and follow, leaped over the hatch • 
door which protected the outer-shop, and ran as fast as 
he could towards the affraj, echoing the cry as he ran, 
and elbowing or shoving aside, whoever stood in his way. 
His comrade, first calling to his master to give an eye to 
the shop, followed Jeukin’s example, and ran after him as 
fast as he could, but with more attention to the safety 
and convenience of others ; while old David Eamsay,* 
with hands and eyes uplifted, a green apron before him, 
and a glass which he had been polishing thrust into his 
bosom, came forth to look after the safety of his goods 
and chattels, knowing, by old experience, that when the 
cry of “Clubs” once arose, he would have little aid on 
the part of his apprentices. 


CHAPTER II. 

Thig, sir, is one amongr the Scignory, 

Has wealth at will, and will to use his wealth, 

And wit to increase it. Marry, his worst folly 
Lies in a thriftless sort of charity, 

That goes a-gadding sometimes after objects, 

Which wise men will not see when thrust upon them. 

The Old Couple. 

The ancient gentleman bustled about his shop, in pet( ish 
displeasure at heiiig summoned hither so hastily, to the 
interruption of his more abstract studies ; and, unwilling 
to renounce the train of calculxition which he had put in 
progress, he mingled whimsically with the fragnients of 
the arithmetical operation, his oratory to the passengers, 
and angry reflections on his idle apprentices. “What 
d’ye lack, sir? Madam, what d’ye lack— clocks for hall 
or table — night-watches — day- watches ? — Locking wheel 
being 48 — the power of retort 8 — the striking pins are 48 — 
What d’ye lack, honoured sir V— The quoiienir--the multi 
plicand—ThBt the knaves should have gone out at this 
olessed minute ! — the acceleration being at the rate of 5 
minutes^ 66 seconds^ 63 thirds^ 69 fourths — I will switch 
them both when they come back— I will, by the bones of 
the immortal Napier 1 ” 

Here the vexed philosopher was interrupted by the 
entrance of a grave citizen of most! respectable appear 
ance, who, saluting him familiarly by the namo of “Davie, 
iny old acquaintancie,” demanded what had put him so 
1 S«e Note Rantgay. 
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naiich out of sorts, and gave him at the same time a 
cordial gx'asp of his hand. 

The stranger’s dress was, though grave, rather richer 
than usual. His pariod hose were oi black velvet, lined 
with purple silk, whicii garniture appeared at the slashes. 
His doublet was of purple cloth, and his short cloak of 
black velvet, to correspond with liis hose ; and both were 
adorned with a great nuinVjer of small silver buttons 
richly wrought in filigree. A triple chain of gold hung 
round his neck ; and, in place of a sword or dagger, he 
woi’e at his b<dt an ordinary knife for the purpose of the 
tal)le, with a small silver case, which appeared to contjiiii 
writing mat(*rials. He might have seemed some secretary 
dr clerk engaged in the service of the public, only that his 
low, flat, and uinidorned cap, and his well-blacked, shining 
shoes, indicated that he belonged to the city. He was a 
w^ell-rnade man, about the middle size, and seemed firm in 
health, though ad\’anced in years. His looks expressed 
sagacity and good-humour • and the air of respectability 
which his dress announced, w%as well supported by his 
clear eye, ruddy cheek, and grey hair. He used the 
Bcotti.sh idiom in his first address, but in such a manner 
that it could hardly be distinguished whether he was 
passing upon his friend a sort of jocose mockery, or 
whether it was his own native dialect, for his ordinary 
discourse had little provincialism. 

In answer to the queries of his respectable friend, 
Ihunsay groaned heavily, answerii^ by echoing back the 
q^uestion, “What ails me, Master George? Why, every- 
thing ails me ! [ profess to you that a man may as well 

live 111 Fairyland as in the Ward of Farringdon-Without. 
My apprentices are turned into mere goblins — they appear 
and cUsappear like spunkies,^ and have no more regularity 
in them than a watch without a scapement. If there is a 
ball to be tossed up, or a bullock to be driven mad, or a 
quean to be ducked for scolding, or a head to be broken, 
Jenkin is sure to be at the one end or the other of it, and 
then away skips Francis Tunstall for company. I think 
the prize-fighters, bear-leaders, and mountebanks, are in 
a league against me. my dear friend, and that they pass 
my house ten times for any other in the city. Here’s an 
Italian fellow come over, too, that they call Punchmello ; 
and, altogether ” 

“ Well.” interrupted Master George, “ but what is all 
this to tne present case ? ” 

1 Will-of-the*wisp9. 

XIV, — 2 
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‘‘Why,” replied Ramsay, “here has been a cry of thieves 
or murder (I hope that v ill prove the least of it amongst 
these English pock-pudding swine !), and I have been in- 
terrupted in the deepest calculation over mortal man 
plunged into, Master (ieorge.” 

“ What, man ! ” replied Master George, “you must take 
patience — You are a man that deals in time, and can 
make it go fast and slow at pleasure ; you, of all the 
world, have least reason to complain, if a little of it be 
lost now and then.— But here come your boys, and bring- 
ing in a slain man betwixt them, I think— here has been 
serious mischief, I am afraid.” 

“The more mischief the better sport,” said the crabbed 
old watchmaker. “ I am blithe, though, that it's neither 
of the twa loons ^ themselves. — What are ye bringing a 
corpse here for, ye fause'-^ villains?” he added, addressing 
the two apprentices, who, at the head of a considei*able 
mob of their own class, some of whom bore evident 
marks of a recent fray, were carrying the body betwixt 
them. 

“He is not dead yet, sir,” answered Tunstall. 

“Carry him into the apothecary's, then,” replied his 
master. “D’ye tliink I can set a man’s life in motion 
again, as if he were a clock or a timepiece ? ” 

“For godsake, old friend,” said his acciuaintance, “let 
us have him here at the nearest — he seems only in a 
swoon.” 


“A swoon?” said Ramsay, “and what business had he 
to swoon in the streets ? Only, if it wdll oblige my friend 
Master George, I would take in all the dead men in 
St Dunstan’s parish. Call Sam l^orter to look after the 
shop.” 

So saying, the stunned man, being the identical Scots- 
man who had passed a short time before amidst the jeers 
of the apprentices, was carried into the backshop of the 
artist, and there placed in an armed chair till the apothe- 
cary from over the way came to his assistance. This 
gentleman, as sometimes happens to tliose of the learned 
professions, hod rather more lore than knowledge, and 
began to talk of the sinciput and occiput, and cerebrum 
and cerebellum, until he exhausted David Ramsay’s brief 
stock of patience. 

“ Bell-um ! bell-ell-um ! ” he repeated, with great indig- 
nation ; “ What signify all the bells in London, if you do 
not put a plaster on the chield's ^ crown ? ” 


3 stripling. 
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Master George, with better directed zeal, asked the 
apothecary whether bleeding might not be useful ; when, 
alter humming and hawing for a moment, ana being 
unable, upon the spur of the occasion, to suggest anything 
else, tlie man of pharmacy observed, that it would, at all 
events, relieve the brain or cerebrum, in case there was a 
tendency to the depositation of any extravasated blood 
to operate as a pressure upon that delicate organ. 
Fortunately he was odeouate to performing this opera- 
tion ; and, being poweriully aided by Jenkin Vincent 
(who w^as learned in all cases of broken heads) with 
plenty of cold water, and a little vinegar, applied accord- 
ing to the scientihc method practised by the bottle- 
holders in a modern ring, the man began to raise himself 
on his chair, draw his cloak tightly around him, and 
look about like one who struggles to recover sense and 
recollection. 

“ He had better lie down on the lied in the little back 
closet,” said Mr Kamsay's visitor, who seemed per- 
fectly familiar with the accommodations which the house 
afibrded. 

He is w^elcome to my sliare of the truckle,” said Jenkin, 
— for in the said back closet were the two apprentices 
accommodated in one truckle-bed, — “I can sleep under 
the counter.” 

“So can J,” said Tunstall, “and the poor fellow can have 
the bed all night.” 

“Sleep,” said the apothecary, “is, in the opinion of 
Galen, a restorative and febrifuge, and is most naturally 
taken in a truckle bed.” 

“Where a better cannot he come by,” — said Master 
George ; “ but these are two honest lads, to give up their 
beds so willingly. Come, oft‘ with his cloak, and let us 
bear him to his couch— I will send for Dr Irving the 
king’s chirurgeon — he does not live far off, and that 
shall be my share of the Samaritan’s duty, neighbour 
Bamsay.” 

“Well, sir,” said the apothecary, “it is at your pleasure 
to send for other advice, and I shall not object to consult 
with Dr Irving or any other medical person of skill, 
neitlier to continue to furnish such drugs as may be 
needful from my pharntacopeia. However, whatever Dr 
Irving, who, I think, hath had his degrees in Edinburgh, 
or Dr Any-one-beside, be he Scottish or English, may say 
to the contrary, sleep taken tiraeously, is a febrifuge, or 
sedative, and also a restorative.” 
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. He muttered a few more learned words, and concluded 
by informing ll^msay’s friend in English tar more intelli- 
gible than his Latin^ that he would look to him as his 
paymaster, for medicines, care, and attendance, furnished, 
or to be furnished, to this party unknown. 

Master Gteorge only replied by desiring him to send liis< 
bill for what he had already to charge, and to give him- 
self no farther trouble unless he heard from him. The 
pharmacopolist, who, from discoveries made by the cloak 
falling a little aside, had no great opinion of the faculty 
of this chance patient to make reimbursement, had no 
sooner seen his case espoused by a substantial citizen, than 
he showed some reluctance to quit possession of it, and it 
needed a short and stern hint from Master George, which, 
with all his good humour, he was capable of expressing 
when occasion required, to send to his own dwelling this 
Esculapius of Temple-Bar. 

When they were rid of Mr Bared rench, the charitable 
efforts of Jenkin and Francis, to divest the patient of his 
long grey cloak, were firmly resisted on his own part. — 
“My life suner— my life suner,” he muttered in indistinct 
murmurs. In these efforts to retain his upper garment, 
which was too tender to resist much handling, it gave 
way at length with a loud rent, which almost threw the 
patient into a second syncope, and he sat before them in 
his under garments, the looped and rejmired wretchedness 
of which moved at once pity and laughter, and had cer- 
tainly been the cause of iiis unwillingness to resign the 
mantle, which, like the viilue of charity, served to cover 
so many imperfections. 

The man himself cast his eyes on his poverty-struck 
garb, and seemed so much ashamed of the disclosure, that, 
muttering between his teeth, that he Avould be too late 
for an appointment, he made an effort to rise and leave 
the shop, which was easily prevented by Jenkin Vincent 
and his comrade, who, at the nod of Master George, laid 
hold of and detained him in his chair. The patient next 
looked round him for a moment, and then said faintly, in 
his broad northern language — “ What sort of usage ca* yo 
thi^ gentlemen, to a stranger a sojourner in your town ? 
Ye nae broken my head — ye hae riven my cloak and now 
ye are for restraining my personal liberty 1 They were 
wiser than me,” he said, after a moments pause, “that 
counselled me to wear my warst claithing in the streets 
of London ; and, if I could have got any things warse 
than these mean garments”— (“which would have beeq 
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very diflScult,” said Jin Vin, in a 'whisx)er to his com- 
panionX — “ they would have been e^en ower gude for the 
grips men sae little acquented with the laws of honest 
civility.” 

“To say the truth,” said Jenkin, unable to forbear any 
longer, although the discipline of the times prescribed to 
those in his situation a degree of respectful distance and 
humility in the presence of parents, masters, or seniors, 
of which the present age has no idea— “ to say the truth, 
the good gentleman’s clothes look as if they would not 
brook much handling.” 

“Hold your peace, young man,” said Master George, 
with a tone of authority ; “ never mock the stranger or 
the poor — the black ox has not trod on your foot yet — 
you Know not what lands you may travel in, or what 
clothes you may wear, before you die.” 

Vincent held down nis head and stood rebuked, but the 
stranger did not accept theapology which was made forhim. 

“I am a stranger, sir,” said he, “that is certain ; though 
mcthinks, that, being such, 1 have been somewhat 
familiarly treated in this town of yours ; — but, as for my 
being poor, T think I need not be charged with poverty, 
till 1 seek siller ^ of somebody.” 

“The dear country all over,” said Master George, in a 
whisper, to David Kamsay, “ pride and poverty.” 

But David had taken out his tablets and silver pen, 
and, deeply immersed in calculations, in which he rambled 
over all the terras of arithmetic, from the simple unit to 
millions, billions, and trillions, neither heard nor answered 
the observation of his friend, who, seeing his abstraction, 
turned again to the Scot. 

“ 1 fancy now, Jockey, if a stranger were to offer you a 
noble, you would chuck it back at his head ?” 

“Not if I could do him honest service for it, sir,” said 
the Scot ; “ I am willing to do what I may to be useful, 
though I come of an honourable house, and may be said 
to bo in a sort indifferently wecl provided for.” 

“ Ay ! ” said the interrogator, “ and what house may 
claim the honour of your descent ? ” 

“An ancient coat belongs to it, as the play says,” 
whispered Vincent to his companion. 

“Come, Jockey, out with iv continued Master George, 
observing that the Scot, as usual with his countrymen, 
when asked a blunt, straightforward question, took a bttle 
time before answering it. 

I Motley. 
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‘‘I am no more Jockey, sir, than you are John,” said 
the stranger, as if offend^ at being addressed by a name, 
which at that time was used, as Sawney now is, for a 
general appellative of the Scottish nation. “ My name, 
if you must know it, is Richie Moniplies ; and 1 come of 
the old and honourable liouse of Castle Collop, weel kend^ 
at the West-Port of Edinburgh.” 

“What is that you call the West-Port ?” proceeded the 
interrogator. 

“ Why, an it like your honour,” said Richie, who now, 
having recovered his senses sufficiently to observe the 
respectable exterior of Master George, threw more civility 
into his manner than at tirst, “ the West- Port is a gate of 
our city, as yonder brick arches at Whitehall form the 
entrance of the King’s palace here, only tliat the West- 
JPort is of stonern^ work, and mair decorated with 
architecture and the policy of bigging.” ^ 

“Nouns, man, the Whitehall gateways were planned 
by the great Holbein,’* answered Master George; “I 
suspect your accident has jumbled your brains, my good 
friend. I sup|)ose you will tell me next, you have at 
Edinburgh as line a navigable river as the Thames, with 
all its shmping ? ” 

“The Tliames ! ” exclaimed Richie, in a tone of ineffable 
contempt — “God bless your honour’s judgment, we have 
at Edinburgh the Water-of-Leith and the Nor-loch !” 

“And the Pow-Burn, and the Quarry-holes, and the 
Gusedub, ye fause loon!” answered Master George, speak- 
ing Scotch with a strong and natural emphasis ; “ it is 
such landloupers ^ as you, that, with your falset ® and fair 
fashions, bring reprojich on our whole country.” 

^‘God forgie me, sir,” said Richie, much surprised at 
finding the supposed southron converted into a native 
Scot, “I took your honour for an Englisher 1 But I hope 
there was naething wrang in standing up for ane’s am 
country's credit in a strange land, where all men cry her 
down?” 

“Do you call it for your country’s credit, to show that she 
has a lying, puffing rascal, for one of her children?” said 
Master Geoi^e. “ But come, man, never look grave on it, — 
as you have mund a countryman, so you have found a friend, 
if you deserve one—and especially if you answer me truly.” 

“I see nae gude it wad do me to speak ought else but 
truth,” said the worthy North Briton. 

1 Well known, “ * Stone. * Building 

* One who goee from ooun^ to onuntry. 0 
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“Well, then— to begin,” said Master George, “I suspect 
you are a son of old Mungo Moniplies, the ilesher, at the 
West-Port.” 

“ Your honour is a witch, I think,” said Richie, grinning. 

“And how dared you, sir, to uphold him for a noble?” 

“I diniia ken, sir,” said Richie, scratching his bead; 
“I hear muckle of an Earl of Warwick in these southern 
parts, — Guy, I think his name was, — and he has great 
reputation here for slaying dun cows, and boars, and such 
like ; and 1 am sure my father has killed more cows and 
boars, not to mention bulls, calves, sheep, ewes, lambs, and 
pigs, than the haill Baronage of England.” 

“Go to ! you are a shrewd knave,” said Master George ; 
“cliarin your tongue, and take care of saucy answers. 
Y^our father was an honest burgher, and the deacon of his 
craft ; I am sorry to see his son in so poor a coat.” 

“Indifferent, sir,” said, Richie Moni])lies, looking down 
on his garments — “very indifferent ; but it is the wonted 
livery of poor burgliers’ sons in our country — one of 
Luckie Want s bestowing upon us—rest us patient I The 
King^s leaving {Scotland has taken all custom frae Edin- 
burgh ; and there is hay made at the Cross, and a dainty 
crop of fouats^ in the Grass-market. There is as much 
grass grow\s where my father's stall stood, as might have 
been a good bite for the beasts ho 'was used to kill.” 

“ It is even too true,” said Master George ; “ and while 
^ye make fortunes liere, our old neighbours and their 
families are starving at home. This should be thought 
upon oftener. — And how came you by that broken head, 
Richie ? — tell me honestly.” 

“Troth, sir, I’se no lee about the matter,” answered 
Moniplies. “ I was coming along the street here, and ilk 
aiie was at me with their jests ana roguery. So I thought 
to mysell, ye are ower mony for me to mell ^ with ; but 
let me catch ye in Barford’s l^ark, or at the tit of the 
Vennel, I could gar^ some of ye sing another sang, 
ae auld hirpling deevil of a potter behoved just to step in 
my way and offer me a pig^ as he said, just to put 
my Scotch ointment in, and I gave him a push, as but 
natural, and the tottering deevil coupit^ ower amang his 
ain pigs, and damaged a score of them. And then the 
reird® raise, and hadna these twa gentlemen helped me 
out of it, murdered I suld hae been, without remeid. 
And as it was, just when tliey got baud of my arm to have 

I HoUfie-leeks. * Intermeddle. S Dlake. 

4 Piece of eerthenware. ^ Tumbled. « Shouting, 
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me out of the fray, I got the lick that donnerit ^ me from 
» left-handed lighter-man.** 

Master George looked to the apprentices as if to demand 
the truth of this story. 

“It is iust as he says, sir,** replied Jenkin ; “only I 
heard nothing about pigs. — ^The people said he had broke 
some crockery, and that — I beg pardon, sir — nobody could 
thrive within the kenning of a Scot.** 

“Well, no matter what they said, you were an honest 
fellow to help the weaker side — And you, sirrah,*’ con- 
tinued Master George, addressing his countryman, “ will 
call at mv house to-morrow morning, agreeable to this 
direction.” 

“I will wait upon your honour,** said the Scot, bowing 
very low ; “ that is, if my honourable master will permit 
me.” 

“Thy master?** said George, — “Hast thou any other 
master save Want, whose livery you say you wear?” 

“ Troth, in one sense, if it please your honour, I serve 
twa masters,” said Eicnie : “for both my master and me 
are slaves to that same beldam, whom we thought to 
show our heels to by coming off from Scotland. So that 
you see, sir, I hold in a sort of black ward tenure, as we 
call it in our country, being the servant.’* 

“And what is your master’s name?” said Master George ; 
and observing that Richie hesitated, he added, “ Nay, do 
not tell me, if it is a secret.” 

“A secret that there is little use in keeping,” said 
Richie ; “ only ye ken that our northern stomachs are 
ower proud to call in witnesses to our distress. No that 
my master is in mair than present pinch, sir,” he added, 
looking towards the two English apprentices, “ having a 
large sum in the Royal Treasury — that is,” he continued, 
in a whisper to Master George, — “ the King is owing him 
a lot of siller; but it’s ill getting at it, it’s like.—My 
master is the young Lord Glenvarloch.” 

Master George testified surprise at the name. — “ You 
one of the young Lord Glenvarloch’s followers, and in 
such a condition ! ** 

“Troth, and I am all the followers he has, for the 
present that is ; and blythe wad I be if he were muckle 
better aff than I am, though I were to bide as I am.” 

“I have s^n his father with four gentlemen and ten 
lackeys at his heels,” said Master Gwrge, “rustling in 
their laces and velvets. . Well, this is a changeful world, 

iStupefldd. 




“what d'ye J.ACK, madam' what d’ye I,ArK'” 

stout-bodied and stronjf-x oiced apprentices kejit up the cry of, “What d’ve lark ’ 
what d’ye lack*'” ar-fomparued v\ilh the appropriate rer-oinnieudatiruis of the artir>le9 
in uhich they dealt . — The Fortniu‘s. af Migel, p. 22 


From the pahitimj by John J*ettte, R.A, 
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but there is a better beyond it. — The good old house of 
Glonvarloch, that stood by king and country five hundred 
years ! ” 

“ Your honour may say a thousand/^ said the follower. 

“ I will say what I know to be true, friend,” said the 
citizen, “ and not a word more. — ^You seem well recovered 
now — can you walk?” 

“Bravely, sir,” said Bichie; “it was but a bit dover.^ 
I was bred at the West-Port, and my cantlo ^ will stand a 
clour ^ wad bring a stot * down.” 

“ Where does your master lodge ?” 

“We pit up, an it like your honour,” replied the Scot, 
“ in a sma’ house at the fit of ane of the wynds that gang 
down to the water-side, with a decent man, John Christie^ 
a ship-chandler, as they ca’t. His father came from 
Dundee. I wotna the name of the wynd, but it’s right 
anent the mickle kirk yonder ; and your honour will 
mind, that we pass only by our family-name of simple 
Mr Nigel Olifaunt, as keeping ourselves retired for the 
present, though in Scotland we be called the Lord Nigel.” 

“It is wisdy done of your master,” said the citizen. 
“ I will find out your lodgings, though your direction be 
none of the clearest.” So saying, and slipping a piece of 
money at the same time into Kichie Moniplies’s hand, he 
bade him hasten home, and get into no more affrays. ^ 

“ I will take care or that now, sir,” said Kichie, with a 
look of importance, “ haying a charge about me. And so, 
wussing ye a’ weel, with special thanks to these twa 
young gentlemen” 

“I am no gentleman,” said Jenkin, flinging his cap on 
his head ; “lam a tight London ’prentice, and hope to be 
a freeman one day. Frank may write himself gentleman 
if he will.” 

“I was a gentleman once,” said Tunstall, “and I hope I 
have done nothing to lose the name of one.” 

“ Weel. weel, as ye list,” said Richie Moniplies ; “ but I 
am mickle beholden to ye baith— and I am not a hair the 
less like to bear it in mind that I say but little about it 
just now. — Gude-night to you, my kind countryman.” 
So saying, he thrust out of the sleeve of his ragged 
doublet a long bony hand and arm, on which the muscles 
rose like whip-cord. Master George shook it heartily, 
while Jenkin and Frank exchanged sly looks with each 
other. 

Kichie Moniplies would next have addressed his thanks 
iSiumlMr. s Orown of the hMMi. Sfilow. 4 Voang buUook. 
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to the master of the shop, but seeing him, as he after- 
wards said, “sci-i})bling on his bit bookie, as if he were 
demented,” he contented his politeness with “giving him 
aliat,” toucliing, that is, his bonnet, in token of salutation, 
and so left the shop. 

“Now, there goes Scotch Jockey, with all his bad and 
good about him/’ said Master George to Master David, 
who suspended, though unwillingly, the calculations with 
which he w'as engaged, and keeping his j)en within an 
inch of the tablets, gazed on his friend with great lack- 
lustre eyes, which expressed anything rather than intelli- 
gence or interest in the discourse addressed to him. — 
“That fellow,” proceeded Master George, without heeding 
his friend’s state of abstraction, “shows, witli great liveli- 
ness of colouring, how our Scotch pride and poverty make 
liars and braggarts of us ; and yet the knave, w hose every 
third word to an EugUshinan is a boastful lie, wdll, 1 
warrant you, be a true and tender friend and follower to 
his master, and has perhaps partf^d with his mantle to 
him in the cold blast, although he himself walked in 
cuerpo, as the Don says.— Strange ! tliat courage and 
fidelity — for I will w^arrant that the knave is stout — 
should have no better ofunpanion than this swagg(‘ring 
braggadocio humour. — But you mark mo not, friend 
Davie.” 

“I do — I do, most heedfully,” said Davie. — “For, as the 
sun goeth round the dial-plate in twenty-four hours, add, 
for the moon, fifty minutes and a half ’ 

“You are in the seventh heavens, man,” said his com- 
panion. 

“I crave your pardon,” replied Davie. — “Let the wheel 
A go round in twenty-four hours— 1 have it—and the 
wheel B in twenty-four hours, fifty minutes and a half — 
fifty-seven being to fifty-four, as fifty-nine to twenty-four 
hours, fifty minutes and a half, or very nearly, — I crave 
your forgiveness, Master George, and heartily wish you 
good -even.” 

“ Good -even ? ” said Master George ; “ why, you have 
not wished me good-day yet. Come, old friend, lay by 
these tablets, or you will crack the inner machinery of 
y<mr skull, as our friend yonder has got the outer-case of 
his damaged.— Good night, quotha ! [ mean not to part 

with you so easily. I came to get rny four hours’ nuiichion 
from you, man, besides a tunc on the lute from my god- 
daughter, Mrs Margot.”^ 

“ Good faith 1 I was abstracted, Master George—but 



THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 


43 


you know me. Whenever I get amongst the wheels,” said 
Mr Uarnsay, “why, *tis” 

“ Lucky that you deal in small ones,” said his friend ; 
as, awakened from liis reveries and calculations, Kamsay 
led the way up a little back-stair to the first story, occu- 
pied by his daughter, and his little household. 

The npprentic<'s n'sumed their places in the front-shop, 
and relieved {Sam Porter; when Jenkin said to Tunstall 
—“Didst see, Frank, how the old goldsmitli cottoned in 
with his l)(‘ggarly countryman? When would one of his 
weal til have shaken liaiuls so courteously with a poor 
Plnglishman ? — Well, Pll say that for the best of the Scots, 
that they will go over h(‘ad and ears to serve a country- 
man, wIk'h they will not wet a nail of their finger to save 
a Southron, as they call us, from drowning. And yet 
Master (leor^e is but half-bred Scot neither in that 
respect ; for i liavc known him do many a kind thing to 
the English too.” 

“J>ut hark j'e, Jenkin,” said Tunstall, “I think you are 
but half-b]-c‘cl English yourself. How came you to strike 
oil the Scotsmjiu’s side after all ? ” 

“Why, you did so, too,'’ answered Vincent. 

“Ay, because T saw you b(‘gin ; and, besides, it is no 
Cumberland fashion to fall fifty upon one,” replied 
Tunstall. 

“And IK) (>lirist-Churcli fashion neither,” said Jenkin. 
“Fair })lay and Old England for ever! - Besides, to tell 
you a secret, his voice had a twang in it- -in the dialect I 
mean — reminded me of a little tongue, which I think 
swe(;ter — sweeter tlian the last toll of >St Dunstan’s will 
sound, on the day that 1 am shot of my indentures. — Ha ! 
— you guess who I mean, Frank ?” 

“Not I, indeed,” answered Tunstall. — “Scotch J fin et, I 
suppose, tho laundress.” 

“ Off Avith Janet in her own bucking-basket! — no, no, 
no I — You blind buzzard, — do you not know 1 mean pretty 
MrsMarget?” 

“Ibnph !” answered Tunstall, dryly. 

A flash of anger, not unmingleci with suspicion, shot 
from Jenkiu’s keen black eyes. 

“ ITmph ! -—and what signifies umph ? I am not the 
first ’prentice has married his master’s daughter, I 
suppose ? ” 

“TJiey k('pt their own secret, I fancy,” said Tunstall, 
“at least till they were out of their time.” 

“ 1 tell you what it is, Frank,” answered Jenkin, sharply, 
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“that may be the fashion of you gentlefolks, that are 
taught from your biggin to carry two faces under the 
same hood, but it shall never be mineJ* 

“ There are the stairs, then,” said Tunstall, coolly ; “ go 
up and ask Mrs Marget of our master just now, and see 
what sort of a face he will wear under his hood*” 

“No, I wonnot,” answered Jenkin ; “I am not sucb a 
fool as that neither. But I will take my own time ; and 
all the Counts in Cumberland shall not cut my comb, and 
this is that which you may depend upon,” 

Francis made no reply ; and they resumed their usual 
attention to the business of the shop, and their usual 
solicitations to the passengers.^ 


CHAPTER IIL 


Bobadti, I pray yon, possess no gallant of your acquaintance with a 
knowledge of my lodging. 

Master Matthew. Who, T, sir?— Lord, sir I 

Ben Jonson. 


The next morning found Nigel Olifaunt, the young 
Lord of Glenvarloch, seated, sad and solitary, in his little 
apartment, in the mansion of John Christie, the shin- 
chandler ; which that honest tradesman, in gratitude 
perhaps to the profession from wliicli he derived his chief 
support, appeared to have constructed as nearly as 
possible upon the plan of a ship’s cabin. 

It was situated near to Pauls Wharf, at the end of one 
of those intricate and narrow lanes, which, until that part 
of the city was swept away by the Great Fire in 166 * 6 , 
constituted an extraordinary labyrinth of small, dark, 
damp, and unwholesome streets and alleys, in one corner 
or other of which the plague was then as surely found 
lurking, as in the obscure corners of Constantinople in 
our own time. But John Christie’s house looked out 
upon the river, and had the advantiige, therefore, of fr(*e 
air, impregnated, however, with the odoriferous fumes of 
the articles in which the ship-chandler dealt, willi the 
odour of pitch, and the natural scent of the ooze and 
sludge left by the reflux of the tide. 

Upon the whole, except that his dwelling did not float 
with the flood-tide, and become stranded with the ebb, 
the young lord was nearly as comfortably accomniodatea 

1 See Note 2. — Qeorge Heriot. 
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as he was while on board the little trading brig from the 
long town of Kirkaldy, in Fife, by which he had come a 
passenger to London. Ho received, however, every atten- 
tion which could be paid him by his honest landlord, 
tlohri Christie; for Iliehie IMoniplies had not thought it 
necessary to preserve his nuister’s incognito so completely, 
but that the honest ship-chandler could form a guess that 
his guest’s quality was superior to his appearance. As 
for Dame Nolly, his wife, a round, buxom, laughter-loving 
dame, with black eyes, a tight well-laced bodice, a green 
apron, and a red petticoat edged with a slight silver lace, 
and judiciously shortened so as to show that a short heel, 
and a tight clean ankle, rested upon her well-burnished 
shoe — she, of course, felt interest in a young man, who, 
besides being very handsome, good-humoured, and easily 
satisfied with the accommodations her house afforded, was 
evidently of a rank, as well as manners, highly superior 
to the skippers (or Captains, as they called themselves) of 
merchant vessels, who were the usual tenants of the 
apartments >vhich she let to hire ; and at whose departure 
she was sure to find her well-scrubbed floor soiled with the 
relics of tobacco (whicli, spite of King James’s Counter- 
blast, was then forcing itself into use), and her best 
curtains impregnated with the odour of Geneva and 
strong waters, to Dame Nelly’s great indignation ; for, as 
she truly said, the smell of the shop and warehouse was 
bad enough without these additions. 

But all Mr Olifaunt’s habits were regular and cleanly, 
and his address, thougl if rank and simple, showed so much 
of the courtier and gentleman, as formed a strong con- 
trast with the loud lialloo, coarse jests, and boisterous 
impatience, of her maritime inmates. l)ame Nelly saw 
that her guest was melancholy also, notwithstanding his 
efforts to seem contented and cheerful ; and, in short, she 
took that sort of interest in him, without being herself 
aware of its extent, which an unscrupulous gallant might 
have been tempted to improve to the prejudice of honest 
John, who was at least a score of years older than his 
helpniate. Olifaunt, however, had not only other matters 
to think of, but would have regarded such an intrigue, 
had the idea ever occurred to him, as an abominable ana 
ungrateful encroachment upon the laws of hospitality, 
his religion haying been by his late father formed upon 
thestrict principles of the national faith, and his morality 
upon those of the nicest honour. He had not escaped the 
predominant weakness of his country, an overweening 
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sense of the pride of birtli, and a disposition to value the 
worth and consequence of others according to the number 
and the fame of their deceased ancestors ; but this pride 
of family was well subdued, and in general almost entirely 
concealed, by his good sense and general courtesy. 

Such as we have described him, Nigel Olifaunt, or 
rather the young Ijord Glenvarloch, was, when our 
naiTative takes him up, under great perplexity respect- 
ing the fate of liis trusty and only follower, Richard 
]\Ioniplies, who had been dispatched by his young master, 
early the preceding morning, as far as the court at West- 
minster, but liad not yc^t returned. His evening adven- 
tures the reader is already acquainted with, and so far 
knows more of Richie, than did his master, who had not 
heard of him for twenty-four lioiirs. Dame Nelly Christie, 
in the meantime, regarded her guest with some anxiety, and 
a great desire to comfort him if possible. She ])laced on the 
breakfast-table a noble piece of cold powdered beef, with 
its usual guards of turnip and carrot, recommende<l her 
mustard as coming direct from her cousin at Tewkesbury, 
and spiced the toast with her own hands — and with her 
own hands, also, drew a jug of stout and nappy ale, all of 
which were elements of the substantial breakfast of the 
period. 

When she saw that her guest’s anxiety prevented liim 
from doing justice to the good cheer which slie set before 
him, she coinmejiced her career of vcu’bal consolation wdth 
the usual volubility of those women in her station, who, 
conscious of good looks, gf>od intentions, and good lungs, 
entertain no fear either of wearying themselves or of 
fatiguing their auditors. 

“Now, what the good year! are we to send you down 
to Scotland, as thin as you came up ? — I am sure it would 
be contrary to the course of nature. There was my 
goodman’s father, old Sandie Christie, I have heard he 
was an atomy when he canje up from the North, and I 
am sure he died, St Barnaby was ten years, at twenty 
stone weight. 1 was a bare-headed girl at the time, and 
lived in the neighl)ourhood, though 1 had little thought 
of marrying John then, who had a score of years the 
better of me — but he is a tliriving man and a kind hus- 
band'— and his father, as I was saying, died as fat as a 
churchwarden. Well, sir, but I hope I have not offended 
you for my little joke — and I hope tJie ale is to your 
honour’s liking, — and the >>eef — and the mustard ? ” 

“All excellent — all too good,” answered Olifaunt] “you 
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have everything so clea,n and tidy, dame, that I shall not 
know liow to live when I go back to my own country—if 
ever I go brick tliere.'’ 

I’his was added as it seemed involuntarily, and with a 
deep sigh. 

“1 warrant your honour go back again if you like it,’’ 
said the dame; ‘Hmleas you think rather of taking a 
pretty, well-dowered English lady, as some of your 
countryfolk have done. J assure you, some of the best 
of the city have married Scotsmen. There was Lady 
Trebleplumb, Sir Thomas Trebleplumb the great Turkey 
merchant’s widow, married Sir Awley Macau ley, whom 
your liouour knows, doubtless; and pretty Mistress 
Doublefee, old S(*rgeant Doublefee’s daughter, jumped 
out of window, and was maiTied at May-fair to a Scots- 
man with a hard name ; and old Pitchpost the timber- 
merchant’s daughters did little better, for they married 
two Irishmen ; and when folks jeer me about having a 
Scotsman for lodger, na'aning your honour, I tell them 
they are afraid of thoii* daughters and their mistresses ; 
and sure I have a l ight to stand up for the Scots, since 
John Christie is half a Scotsman, and a thriving man, 
and a good husband, though there is a score of years 
between us ; and so i would have your honour cast care 
away, and mend your breakfast with a morsel and a 
draught.” 

“xVt a w'ord, my kind hostess, I cannot,” said Olifaunt; 
am anxious about tin’s knave of mine, who has been so 
long absent in this dangerous town of yours.” 

It may be noticed in ]>iissing, that Dame Nelly’s ordinary 
mode or consolation was to disprove the existence of any 
cause for distress ; and she is said to have cai-ried this so 
far as to comfort a neighbour, who had lost her liusband, 
with the assurance that tlie dear defunct would be better 
to-morrow, which perhajis might not have proved an 
appropriate, even if it had been a possible mode of relief. 
On tins occasion she denied .stoutly that Richie had been 
absent altogether Uvonty hours ; and as for people being 
killed in tlie streets of London, to be sine two men had 
been found in Tower-ditch last week, but that v as far to 
the east, and the other poor man that had his throat cut 
in the fields, had met his mishap near by Islington : and 
he that was stahlx^d by the young Templar in a drunken 
frolic, bjr Saint (element’s in the Strand, was an Irishman. 
All which evidence she produced to show that none of 
these casualties had occurred in a case exactly parallel 
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with that of Bichie, a Scotsman, and on his return from 
Westminster. 

“My better comfort is, my cood dame,” answered 
Olifaunt, “that the lad is no brawler or quarreller, unless 
strongly urged, and that he has nothing valuable about 
him to any one but me.” 

“Your honour speaks very well,” retorted the inex- 
haustible hostess, who protracted her task of taking away, 
and putting to rights, in order that she might prolong 
her gossi]). “ I'll uphold Master Moniplies to be neither 
reveller nor brawler, for if he liked such things he might 
be visiting and junketing with the young folks about 
here in the neighbourhood, and he never dreams of it ; 
and when I asked the young man to go as far ns my 
gossip’s, Dame Drinkwater, to taste a glass of aniseed, 
and a bit of the groaning cheese, — for Dame Drinkwater 
has had twins, as I told your honour, sir, — and I meant 
it quite civilly to the young man, but he chose to sit 
and keep house with Jonn Christie ; and I dare say there 
is a score of years between them, for your honour’s servant 
looks scarce much older than 1 am. I wonder what they 
could have to say to each other. I asked John Christie, 
but he bid me go to sleep.” 

“If he comes not soon,” said his master, “I will thank 
you to tell me what magistrate I can address myself to ; 
tor besides my anxiety for the poor fellow’s safety, he has 
papers of importance about him.” 

“ O ! your honour may be assured he wdll be back in a 
quarter of an hour,” said Dame Nelly ; “he is not the lad 
to stay out twenty-four hours at a stretch. And for the 
papers, I am sure your honour will pardon him for just 
giving :me a peep at the corner, as I was giving him a 
small cup, not so large as my thimble, of distilled waters, 
to fortify his stomach against the damps, and it was 
directed to the King’s Most Excellent Majesty j and so 
doubtless his Majesty has kept llichie out of civility to 
consider of your honour’s letter, and send back a fitting 
reply.” 

Dame Nelly here hit by chance on a more available 
topic of consolation than those she had hitherto touched 
upon ; for the youthful lord had himself some vague hopes 
that nis messenger might have been delayed at Court 
until a fitting and favourable answer should be dispatched 
back to him. Inexperienced, however, in public afiairs as 
he certainly was, it reguirecl only a moment’s considera- 
tion to convince him of the improbability of an expecta- 
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tion so contrary to all he had heard of etiquette, as 
well as the dilatory proceedings in a court suit, and he 
answered the good-natured hostess wdth a sigh, that he 
doubted whether the King would even look on the paper 
addressed to him, far less take it into his immediate con- 
sideration. 

“Now, out upon you for a faint-hearted gentleman!” 
said the good dame ; “ and why should he not do as much 
for us as our gracious Queen Elizabeth? Many people 
say this and that about a queen and a king, but I think 
a icing comes more natural to us English folks ; and this 
good gentleman goes as often down by water to Green- 
wich, and employs as many of the barge-men and water- 
men of all kinds ; and maintains, in his royal grace, John 
Taylor the water poet, who keeps both a sculler and a 
pair of oars. And he has made a comedy Court at White- 
hall, just by the river ; and since the King is so good a 
friend to the Thames, I cannot sec, if it please your honour, 
why all his subjects, and your honour in specialty, should 
not have satisfaction by his hands.” 

“True, dame — true, — let us hope for the best; but I 
must take my cloak and rapier, and pray your husband 
in courtesy to teach mo the way to a magistrate.” 

“ Sure, sir,” said the prompt dame, “ I can do that as 
well as he, who has been a slow man of his tongue all his 
life, though I will give him his due for being a loving 
husband, and a man as well to pass in the \rorld as any 
betwixt us and the top of the lane. And so there is the 
sitting alderman, that is always at the Guildhall, which 
is close by Paul’s, and so 1 wairrant you he puts all to 
rights in the city that wisdom can mend ; and lor the rest 
there is no help but patience. Put J wish I were as sure 
of forty pounds, as I am that the young man will come 
back safe and sound.” 

Olifaunt in great and anxious doubt of what the good 
dame so strongly averred, flung his cloak on one shoulder, 
and was about to belt on his rapier, when first the voice 
of Pichio Moniplies on the stair, and then that faithful 
emissary^s appearance in the chamber, put the matter 
beyond question. Dame Nelly, after congratulating 
Moniplies on his return, and paying several compliments 
to her own sagacity for having foretold it, was at length 

i )lejjised to leave the apartment. Tlu^ truth was, that, 
resides some instinctive feelings of good -breeding which 
combated her curiosity, she saw there was no chance of 
Ilichie^s proceeding in his narrative wdiile slie was in 
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the room, and sho therefore retreated, trusting that her 
own address would get the secret out of one or other 
of the young men, when sho should have either by 
himself, 

“Now, in Heaven’s name, what is the matter?” said 
Nigel Olifauiit. — “Where liave you been, or what have 
you been about? You look as pale as deatli. There is 
olood on your hand, and your clothes are torn. What 
barns-breaking^ have you been at? You have been 
drunk, Richard, and fighting.” 

“Fighting I have been,” said Richard, “in a small 
way ; but for being drunk, that’s a job ill to manage in 
this town, without money to come by liquor ; and as for 
barns-breaking, tho deil a thing’s broken but my head. 
It’s not made of iron, I w'ot, nor my clailhes of chenzie- 
mail so a club smashed the tane, and a claught^ damaged 
the ti tiler. Some misleard^ rascals abused my country, 
but I think I cleared the causey ^ of tliem. However, tho 
haill hive was owcr mony for me at last, and 1 got this 
eclipse on the crown, and then 1 w^as carried, beyond my 
kenning, to a sma’ booth at the Temple-Port, whare they 
sell tile whirligigs and mony-go-rounds that measure out 
time as a man wad measure a tartan web ; and then they 
bled me, wold I nold I, and were reasonably civil, especi- 
ally an auld countryman of ours, of whom more here- 
after.” 

“ And at what o’clock might this be ? ” said Nigel. 

“The twa iron carles® yonder, at the kirk beside the 
Port, were just banging out sax o’ the clock.” 

“ And why came you not home as soon as you recov- 
ered ? ” said Nigel. 

“In troth, my lord, every why has its wherefore^ and 
this has a gude ane,” answered liis follower. “ To come 
hame, I behoved to ken whare hame was ; now, I had 
clean tint ^ the name of the wynd,® and the mair 1 asked, 
the mair the folk leugh, and the farther they sent me 
wrang ; sae I gave it up till God should send daylight to 
help me ; and as I saw mysell near a kirk at the lang 
run, I e’en crap in to take up my night’s quarters in the 
kirfyard.” 

“ In the churchyard ? ” said Nigel — “ But I need not 
ask what drove you to such a pinch.” 

“It wasna sae much the want o’ sillei% my Lord Nijpel,” 
gaid Richie, with an air of mysterious importance, “ for I 

1 Skull breaking. • Chafn-mail. 8 Clutch. * Unmannerly. ] 

8 Street. Figures ol men. 7 nost. e Alley. 
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was no sae absolute without means, of whilk mair anon; 
but I thought I wad never ware ^ a saxpence sterling on 
ane of their saucy chamberlains at a hostelry, sae lang as 
I could sleep fresh and line in a fair, dry, spring night. 
Mony a time, when I hae come hame ower late, and faund 
the West-Port BteekiV ^-i^d the waiter ill-willy,'^ I have 
garrVP the Sexton of Saint Outhbert’s calf-ward^ serve 
me for my quarters. But then there are d/iinty green 
gratis® in St (hithberPs kirkyard, where ane may sle<‘p as 
if they were in a down-bed, till they hear the lavrock^ 
singing up in the air as high as the Castle ; whereas, 
and behold, these London kirkyards are causeyed with, 
through-stanes,* panged ® hard and fast thegither ; and 
my cloak being something threadbare, made but a thin 
mattress, so 1 was fain to give up my bed before every 
linib about me was crippled. Lead folks may sleep 
yonder sound enow, but aeil liaet else.” 

“And what became of you next ?” said his master. 

“I just took to a canny bulk-bead, as they ca’ them 
here ; that is, the boards on the tap of their bits of out- 
shots of stalls and booths, and tlierc 1 sleepit as sound as 
if J was in a castle. Not but I was disturbed with some 
of the night-walking queans and swaggering billies, but 
wdi(*n they found there was nothing to bo got by me but 
a slash of my Andrew Ferrara, they bid me good-night 
for a beggarly Scot ; and I was e’en weel pleased to be 
sae cheap rid of them. And in tlie morning, 1 can» daiker- 
ing^- here, but sad wark I had to find the way, for I had 
been east as far as a place they ea’ Mile-End, though it is 
mair like sax mile-end.” 

“ Well, Kichie,” answered Nigel, “ I am glad all this has 
ended so well— go get something to eat. I am sure you 
Peed it.” 

“ In troth do I, sir,” replied Moni plies ; “ but, with 
your lordship’s leave” 

“Forget the lordship for the present, llichie, as I have 
often told you before.” 

“Faith,” replied llichie, “I could weel forget that your 
honour was a lord, but then 1 behoved to forget that I 
am a lord’s man, and that’s not so easy. But however,” 
he added, assisting his desenption with the thumb and 
the two forelingers of his right hand, thrust out after the 
fashion of a bird’s claw, while the little finger and ring- 

1 Spend. 2 Shut. * Ill-natured. 4 Made. 

6 Calves* grazing:. ® Graves. ^ Lark. B Large flat stones. 

9 Crammed. lo Anything, n Quiet. 13 Jogging: 
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finger were closed upon the palm, “ to the Court I went, 
and my friend that promised me a sight of his Maiesty’s 
most gnicious presence, was as glide as his word, and 
carried me into the back offices, where I got the best 
breakfast I have had since we came here, and it did me 
gude for the ri^st of the day ; for as to what I have eaten 
in this accursed town, it is aye sauced with the disquiet- 
ing thought that it maun be paid for. After a\ there was 
but beef banes and fat brose ; ^ but king^s cauftj*'* your 
honour kens, is better than itiier folk’s corn ; at ony rate, 
it was a’ in free awmous.^ — But I see,” he added, stopping 
short, “ that your honour waxes impatient.” 

“ By no means, Richie,” said the young nobleman, with 
an air of resignation, for he well knew his domestic would 
not mend his pace for goading ; “ you have sufiered 
enough in the embassy to have a right to tell the story in 
your own way. Only let me pray for the name of tho 
friend who was to introduce you into the King’s presence. 
You were very mysterious on the subject, wnen .you 
undertook, through his means, to ha\'e the Supplication 
put into his Majesty’s own hands, since those sent hereto- 
fore, I have every reason to think, went no farther than 
his secretary’s.” 

“Weel, my lord,” said Richie, “I did not tell you his 
name and quality at first, l)ccause I thought you would 
be afironted at the like of him having to cio in your lord- 
ship’s affairs. But mony a man climbs up in Court by 
waur help. It was just Laurie Linklater, one of the yeo- 
men of the kitchen, that was my father’s apprentice lang 
sync.” 

“ A yeoman of the kitchen — a scullion 1 ” exclaimed 
Lord Nigel, pacing the room in displeasure. 

“But consider, sir,” said Richie, composedly, “that a’ 
your great friends hung back, and shunned to own you, 
or to advocate your petition ; and then, though I am sure 
1 wish Laurie a higher office, for your lordship’s sake and 
for mine, and specially for his ain sake, being a friendly 
lad, yet your lordship must consider, that a scullion, if a 
yeoman of the King’s most royal kitchen may be called a 
scullion, ma^ weel rank with a master-cook elsewhere ; 
being that king’s cauff, as I said before, is better than” 

“You are right, and I was wrong,” said the young 
nobleman. “I have no choice of means of making my 
case known^ so that they be honest.” 

“Laurie is as honest a lad as ever lifted a ladle,” said 

1 Meal and water with fat' s Chaff. 8 Gift. 
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Richie ; “ not but what I dare to say he can lick his fingers 
like other folk, and reason good. But, in fine, for I see 
your honour is waxing impatient, he brought me to tlie 
palace, where a’ was astir for the King going out to 
hunt or hawk on Blackheath, I think they ca’d it. And 
there was a horse stood with all the quarries about it, a 
bonny grey as ever was foaled ; and the saddle and the 
stirrups, and the curb and bit, o’ burning gowd, or silver 
gildecl at least ; and down, sir, came tlie King, with all 
his nobles, dressed out in his hunting-suit of green, 
tloubly laced, and laid down with gowd. I minded the 
very race o’ him, though it was lang since I saw' him. But 
my certie, lad, thought I, times arc changed since ye came 
fleeing down the backstairs of auld Holyrood-House, in 
grit fear, having your breeks^ in your hand without time 
to put them on, and Frank Stewart, tlie wild Earl of 
Botliwell, hard at your haunches ; and if auld Lord Glcn- 
varloch hadna cast his mantle about his arm, and taken 
bluidy wounds mail* than ane in your behalf, you wald 
not have craw’d sae crouse^ this day ; and so saying, I 
could not but think your lordship’s Sifilication could not 
be less than most acceptable ; and so 1 banged in among 
the crowd of lords. Laurie thought me inad, and held me 
by the cloak-lap till the cloth rave in his hand : and so I 
banged in right before the King just as he mc'untcd, and 
crammed the Sifflication into his hand, and ho opened it 
like in amaze ; and just as he saw the first line, I was 
minded to make a reverence, and I had the ill luck to hit 
his jaud o’ a beast on the nose with my hat, and scaur ^ 
the creature, and she swairved aside, and the King, that 
sits na mickle better than a drafl‘pock^ on the saddle, 
was like to have gotten a clean coup,^ and that might 
have cost my craig a raxing^’— and he flung downi the 
^)aper amang tlie beast’s feet, and cried, Away wi’ the 
tause loon ^ that brought it ! And they gripint me, and 
cried Treason ; and 1 thought of the Iluthvens that were 
dirked in their ain house, for, it may be, as small a forfeit. 
However, they spak only of scourging me, and had me 
away to the porter’s lodge to try the tawse® on my back, 
and 1 was crying mercy as loud as I could ; and the King, 
when he had righted himsell on the saddle, and gathered 
his breath, cried to do me nae harm ; for, said he, he is 
ane of our ain Norland stots,® I ken by the rowt^'^ of him, 

1 Trousers. 2 Crowed so proudly. 8 Scare. ^ Sack of fifrain. b Upset 
Throat a stretching. 7 False rascal. 8 Lash of leather thongs. 

8 Young Dullocks. lO Bellowing. 
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— and thejr a* laughed and rowted loud enough. And 
then he said, Gie him a copy of the Proclamation, and 
let him go down to the North by the next light collier, 
before waiir come o’t. Bo they let me go, and rode out, a* 
sniggering, laughing, and rounding in ilk ither’s lugs,^ 
A sair life I had wi' Laurie Linklater ; for he said it wad 
be the ruin of him. And tnen, wlien I told him it was in 
your matter, he said if he liad known before he would 
have risked a scauding ^ for you, because he minded the 
brave old Lord, your father. And then he showed how I 
Buld Imve done, — and tliat I suld have hf ld up my hand 
to my brow, as if the grandeur of the King and his hors(*- 
graith^ thegither had cast en the glaiks in my een,"* and 
mair jackanape tricks I suld Imo played, instead of ofler- 
ing the Bifilication, he said, as if f had been bringing guts® 
to a bear.® ‘For,’ said he, ‘Kieliie, the King is n weeL 
natured and just man of his ain kindly nature, but he 
has a wheen^ maggots that maun be caniiily^ guided; 
and then, Richie,’ says he, in n very laigh'** tone, ‘1 would 
tell it to nane but a wise man like yoursell, but the King 
has them about him wad corru})t an angel from heaven ; 
but I could have gi’en you avisement^'^ how to have 
guided him, but now it’s like after meat mustard.’ — 
‘Awoel, aweel, Laurie,’ said J, ‘it mny be as you say ; but 
since I am clear of the tnvvse and the porter’s lodge, 
sifflicate wha like, deil }>a<* Ricliie Moniplies if he come 
sifflicating here again. — Aiid so away I came, and I wasna 
far by the Temple Port, or ]>ar, or whatever tliey ca’ it, 
when I met with the misadventure that 1 taulcl you of 
before.” 

“Well, my honest Richie,” said I^ord Nigel, “your 
attempt was well meant, and not so ill conducted, I 
think, as to have deserved so bad an issue ; but go to 
your beef and mustard, and we’ll talk of the rest after- 
wards.” 

“There is noe mair to be spoken, sir,” said his follower, 
“except that I met ane very honest, fair-.spoken, weel- 

1 Ears. 2 Scalding. 8 Horse-trappings. 

4 Caused the reflection to fall in his eyes. o Offal— carrion. 

6 1 am certain this prudential advice is not original on Mr Linklater’s psrt, 
but I am not at present able to produce my authority I think It amounted to 
this, that James flung down a i>etitii>n presented by some BUpf)licant who paid 
no compliments to his horse, and expressed no admiration at the splendour of 
his furniture, saying, “Sh^ll a king cumber himself about the petition of a 
beggar, while the b^gar disuBgands the king’s splendour? ” It is, 1 think, Hir 
Joto Harrington who rcoomnicnds, as a sure moao to tlie king’s favour, to pridse 
the paoBB of the royal palfrey. <S.) 

7 Number of. 8 Cautiously. 8 l( 0 W* W Counsel 



THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 


56 


put-on gontloinan, or rathor burgher, as I think, that 
was in the whiginaleory man’s back-shop ; and when ho 
learii(‘d wha I was, beliold lie was a kindly Scot hiuiscll, 
and, wliat is more, a towri’s-bairu o’ the gude town, and 
h<i hohovcjd to compel me to take this Portugal piece, to 
drink, forsootli — my cortie, thought I, we ken better, for 
we will eat it— and lio spoke of paying your lordship 
a visit.” 

“You did not tell him where T lived, you knave?” said 
the Lord Nigel, angrily. “’Sdeath! I shall have every 
clownish V)ui’gh(u* from Pklinburgh come to gaze on my 
distri'ss, and pay a shilling for having seen the Motion^ 
of the JW Noble!” 

“Tell him where you lived?” said Richie, evading the 
question ; “ JIow could I tell him what I kendna mysell ? 
If I had minded the name of the wynd, I need not have 
slept ill the kirkyard yestreen.” 

“See, then, that you give no one notice of our lodging,” 
said the young nobleman; “those with whom I have 
business I can meet at Paul’s, or in the Court of Requests.” 

“This is sleeking^ the stahle-door when the steed is 
stolen,” thought Pwicliie to himself ; “ but 1 must put him 
on another pin.” 

So thinking, ho asked the young lord what was in the 
Proclamation which he still held folded in his hand; “for, 
having little time to spell at it,” said lu', “your lordship 
well knows I ken nought about it but the grand blazon at 
the tap— the lion has gotten a claught^ of our au Id Scottish 
shield now, but it was as upheld when it had a 

unicorn on ilk side of it.” 

Lord Nigel read tlie Proclamation, and he coloured deep 
with shame and indignation as he read ; for the purport 
was, to lus injured feelings, like the pouring of ardent 
spirits upon a recent wound. 

“AVhat deil’s in tlio paper, my lord ?” said Richie, un- 
able to suppress his curiosity as lie observed his master 
change colour; “I wadna ask such a thing, only the 
Proclamation is not a private thing, but is meant for a’ 
men’s hearing.” 

“It is indeed meant for all men’s hearing,” replied Lord 
Nigel, “and it proclaims the shame of our country, and 
the ingratitude of our Prince.” 

“Now the Lord preserve us ! and to publish it in London, 
too I ” ejaculated Moniplies. 

“Hark ye, Richard,” said Nigel Olifaunt, “in this paper 
i Tuppetrshow. (S.) Clooui^j. 3 Clutch. 
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the Lords of the Council set forth, that, ‘in consideration 
of the resort of idle persons of low condition forth from 
his Majesty’s kingdom of Scotland to his English CouH — 
filling the same with their suits and supplications, and 
dishonouring the royal presence with tln ir base, poor, 
and beggarly persons, to the disgrace of their country in 
the estimation of the English ; tliese are to prohibit the 
skippers, masters of vessels and others, in every part of 
Scotland, from bringing such miserable creatures up to 
Court, under pain of line and imprisonment.’ ” 

“ I marie ^ the skipper took us on board,” said Bichio. 

“ Then you need not marvel how you are to got back 
again,” said Lord Nigel, “for here is a clause which says, 
that such idle suitors are to be transported back to Scot- 
land at his Majesty’s expense, and punished for their 
audacity with stripes, stocking, or incarceration, accord- 
ing to their demerits — that is to say, I suppose, according 
to the degree of their poverty, for I see no other demerit 
specified.” * 

“ This will scarcely,” Said Eichie, “ square with our old 
proverb— 

‘ A King's face 
Should give grace ’ — 

But what says the paper farther, my lord ?” 

“O, only a small clause which especially concerns us, 
making some still heavier denunciations against those 
suitora who shall be so bold as to approach the Court, 
under pretext of seeking payment of old debts due to 
them by the King, which, the paper states, is, of all 
species of importunity, that which is most odious to his 
Majesty.” 2 

“The King has neighbours in that matter,” said Eichie: 
“ but it is not every one that can shift off that sort of 
cattle so easily as he does.” 

Their conversation was here interrupted by a knocking 
at the door. Olifaunt looked out at the window, and 
saw an elderly respectable person whom he knew not. 
Eichie also peeped, and recognised, but, recognising, chose 
not to acknowledge, his friend of the preceding evening. 
Afraid that his sdiare in the visit might be detected, ho 
made his escape out of the apartment under pretext of 
going to his breakfast ; and leit their landlady the task of 
ushering Master George into Lord NigeFs apartmen|^ 
which she performed with much courtesy. 

2 Wonder, s See Note 3. —Proclamation against the Soots coming to England. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Ay, sir, the clouted shoe hath ofttimes craft in*t, 

Aa says the rustic proverb; and your citizen, 

In’s grogfram suit, gold chain, and well-black’d shoes, 

Bears under his flat cap ofttimes a brain 
Wiser thau burns beneath the cap and feather, 

Or seethes within the statesman’s velvet niglitcap. 

Head me my Riddle, 

The young Scottish nobleman received the citizen with 
distant politeness, expressing that sort of reserve by 
which those of the higher ranks are sometimes willing to 
make a plebeian sensible that lie is an intruder. But 
Master George seemed neither displeased nor disconcerted. 
He assumed the chair, which, in deference to his respect- 
able appearance, Lord Nigel offered to him, and said, 
after a moment’s pause, during which he had looked 
attentively at the young man, with respect not unmingled 
with emotion — “You will forgive me for this rudeness, 
my lord j but I was endeavouring to trace in your youth- 
ful countenance the features of my good ola lorcf, your 
excellent father.” 

There was a moment’s pause ere young Glenvarloch 
replied, still with a reserved manner, — “I have been 
reckoned like my father, sir; and am happy to see any 
one that respects his memory. But the business which 
calls me to this city is of a hasty as well as a private 
nature, and” 

“ I understand the hint, my lord,” said Master George, 
“and would not be guilty of long detaining you from 
business, or more agreeable conversation. My errand is 
almost done when I have said, that my name is Gk^orge 
Heriot, warmly befriended, and introduced into the em- 
ployment of the Royal Family of Scotland, more than 
twenty years since, by your excellent father ; and that, 
learning from a follower of yours that your lordship was 
in this city in prosecution m some business of importance, 
it is my duty, — it is my pleasure, — to wait on the son of 
my respected patron ; and, as I am somewhat known 
both at the court and in the city, to offer him such aid in 
the furthering of his affairs, as my credit and experience 
may be able to afford.*' 

“I have no doubt of either, Master Heriot,” said Lord 
Nigel, “and I thank you heartily for the good-will with 
which yon have placed them at a stranger’s disposal ; but 
my business at court is done and ended, and 1 intend to 



58 


THE FOHTUNES OF NIGEL. 


lejive London, and, indood, the island, for foreign travel 
and military service. I may add, tint the suddenness of 
my departure occasions my having little time at my 
disposal.” 

Master Heriot did not take the hint, but sat fast, with 
an embarrassed countenance however, like one wlio liad 
something to say that he knew not exactly how to make 
efiectual. At length he said, with a dubious smile, “ You 
are fortunate, my lord, in having so soon di‘<i)atched your 
business at court. Your talking landlady iniorms me you 
have been but a fortnight in this city. 1 1 is usually months 
and years ere the Court and a suitor shake hands and part 

“My business,” said Jjord Xigel, witli a brevity which 
was intended to stop further discussion, “was summarily 
dispatched.” 

Still Master Heriot remained seated, and there was a 
cordial good-humour added to the reverence of his ap])ear- 
ance, which rendered it impossible for Lord Nigcd to be 
more explicit in requesting nis absence. 

“Your lordship has not yet had time,” said the citizen, 
still attempting to sustain the conversation, “to visit tho 
places of amusement, — the iday-houses, and other places 
to which youth resort. But I see in your h>rdship’s hand 
one of the new-invented plots of the })iece,^ which they 
hand about of late — May I ask what ]duy ?” 

“Oh! a well-known piece,” said Lord Nigel, impatiently 
throwing down tho Proclamation, which he had hitherto 
been twisting to and fro in his hand, — an excellent and 
well -approved piece — “A Neiv fFay to Fay Old Dc'htF^ 

Master Heriot stooped down, saying, “ Ah ! my old 
acquaintance, Philip I^lassiiiger but, having opened the 
paper and seen the purport, he looked at Loid Nigel with 
surprise, saying, trust your lordship does not tlnuk 
this prohibition can extend either to your person or your 
claims ? ” 

“I should scarce have thought so myself,” said the 
young nobleman; “but so it proves. Ilis Majesty, to 
close this discourse at once, has been pleased to send me 
this Proclamation, in answer to a respectful Supplication 
for the repayment of large loans advanced by my father 
for the service of the state, in the King^s utmost emei> 
gencies.” 

“It is impossible!” said the citizen — “it is absolutely 
impossible ! — the King could forget what was due to 
your father’s memory, still he would not have wished — 

1 Meaning, probably, playbills. (S.) 
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would not, I may say, have dared—to be so flagrantly 
unjtist to the memory of such a man as your fatlicu', who, 
dead in the body, will long live in the memory of the 
Scottish people.’' 

“ 1 should have been of your opinion,” answered Lord 
Nigel, in the same tone as before ; “but there is no lighting 
with facts.” 

“What was the tenor of this »Supplication ?” said 
He riot ; “or by whom was it presented? Something 
strange there must hav(3 been in the contents, or else” 

“You may see my original draught,” said the young 
lord, taking it out of a small travelling strongd)Ox ; “the 
technical part is by my lawyer in Scotland, a skilful and 
sensible man ; the rest is my own, drawn, I hope, with 
due d(iference and modesty.” 

ISlaster lleriot hastily cast liis eye over the draught. 
“Nothing,” he said, “can bo more well-tempered and 
respectful. Is it j)ossibie the King can have treated this 
petition with contempt ?” 

“He tlirew it down on the pavement,” said the Lord of 
Olenvnrloch, “and sent me for answ-er that Proclamation, 
in which he classes me with the paupers and mendicants 
from Scotland, who disgrac'C his court in tlie eyes of the 
proud Knglisli i hat is all. i Iml not my father stood by 
nim witii lu'a-rt, sword, and foi lune, he miglit never have 
seen tlie Court of England himself.” 

“But by whom was this su]»plication presented, my 
lord?” said Heriot ; “for the dist-aste taken at the mes- 
senger wall sometimes extend itself to the message.” 

“By my servant,” said the Lord Nigel; “by the man 
you Sfi>v, and, I tliink, were kind to.” 

“By youi^ servant, my lord?” said the citizen; “he 
seems a shrewd fellow, and doubtless a faithful ; but 
surely ” 

“You would say,” said Lord Nigel, “ho is no fit mes- 
senger to a King’s presence?-— {Surely he is not; but 
what could I do? Every attempt I had made to lay my 
case l>efore the King had miscarried, and my petitions got 
no farther than the budgets of clerks and secretaries ; tliis 
fellow pretended he had a friend in the household that 
would bring him to the King’s presence,— and so” 

“I understand,” said Heriot ; “but, my lord, w hy should 
you not, in right of your rank and birth, have appeared 
at court, and required an audience, which could not have 
been denied to you ? ” 

The young lord blushed a little, and looked at his dress, 
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which was very plain ; and, though in perfect good order, 
had the appearance of having seen service. 

“ I know not why I should be ashamed of speaking the 
truth,” he said, after a momentary hesitation, — “ I had no 
dress suitable for appearing at court. I am determined 
to incur no expenses which I cannot discharge ; and I 
think you, sir, would not advise me to stand at the palace- 
door, in person, and deliver my petition, along with those 
who are in very deed pleading their necessity, and begging 
an alms.” 

“ That had been, indeed, unseemly,” said the citizen ; 
“but yet, my lord, my mind runs strangely that there 
must be some mistake. — Can I speak with your domestic?” 

“ I see little good it can do,” answered the young lord, 
“but the interest you take in my misfortunes seems 

sincere, and therefore” He stamped on the floor, 

and in a few seconds afterwards Moniplies appeared, 
wiping from his bejird and mustaches the crumbs or bread, 
and the froth of the ale-pot, which plainly showed how 
he had been employed. — “Will your lordship grant per- 
mission,” said lleriot, “that I ask your groom a few 
questions ? ” 

“ His lordship’s page, Master George,” answered Moni- 
plies, with a nod of acknowledgment, “if you are minded 
to speak according to th(^ hotter.” 

“Hold your saucy tongue,” said his master, “and reply 
distinctly to the (juestioiis you are to be asked.” 

“And truly ^ if it like your pageship,” said the citizen, 
“for you may remember 1 have a gift to discover falset.” ^ 

“Weel, wcel, veel,” replied the domestic, somewhat 
embarrassed, in spite of his eflrontery — “ though I think 
that the sort of truth that serves my master, may weel 
serve ony ane else.” 

“ Pages lie to their masters by right of custom,” said 
the citizen ; “and you writ(^ yourself in that band, though 
1 think you be amongst the oldest of such springalds 
but to me you must sp(»ak truth, if you would not nave it 
end in the whipping-post.” 

“And that’s e’en a liad resting-place,” said the well- 
grown page ; “ so come away with your questions, Master 
George.” 

^ “Well, then,” demanded the citizen, “I am given to 
understand that you yesterday presented to his Majesty’s 
hand a supplication, or petition, from this honourable 
lord, your master.” 

I Falsehood* 


3 Striplings. 
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“ Troth, there’s nae gainsaying that, sir,” replied Moni- 
plies ; “ tnere were enow to see it besides me.” 

“ And you pretend that his Majesty flung it from him 
with contempt?” said the citizen. “Take heed, for I 
have means of knowing the truth ; and you were better 
up to the neck in the Nor-Loch, which you like so well, 
than tell a leasing^ where his Majesty’s name is con- 
cerned.” 

“There is nae occasion for leasing-making about the 
matter,” answered Moniplies, firmly; “his Majesty e’en 
flung it frae him as if it had dirtied his fingers.” 

“You hear, sir,” said Olifauiit, adflressiiig Heriot. 

“Hush!” said the sagacious citizen; “this fellow is 
not ill named — he lias more plies than one in his cloak. — 
Stay, fellow,” for Moniplies, muttering somewhat aliout 
finishing his breakfast, was b^^ginning to sliamble towards 
the door, “answer me this farther (in(*siion — When you 
gave your master’s jietitiou to his Majesty, gave you 
nothing with it ? ” 

“Ou, what should T give wi’it, ye ken, Master George?” 

“That is what 1 desire and insist to know,” replied his 
interrogator. 

“ Weel, then — I am not free to say, that maybe I might 
not just slip into the King’s hand a wee }>it siftlication of 
mine ain, along with my lord’s -just to save his ^lajesty 
trouble — and that he miglit consider them baitli at ance.’’ 

“A supplication of your own, you varlet!” said his 
master. 

“ Ou dear, ay, my lord,” said llichie - “ }>uir bodies hae 
their hits of sifllications as weed as their betters.” 

“And pray, what might your worshijifiil petition im- 
port?” said Master ll(n*iot. — “Isbay. for lie.iven’s sake, my 
lord, keep your patience, or we shall ne\ er lt‘arn the truth 
of this strange matter. — Speak out, sirrali, and 1 will 
stand your friend witJi my lord.” 

“ It’s a lang story to tell — but the ujishot is, that it’s a 
scrape of an auld acconipt due to my fatlier’s yestate by 
her Majesty the King’s maist gracious mother, wJien she 
lived in the Castle, and had sundry providings and fur- 
nishings forth of our booth, wliilk nae doubt was an 
honour to my father to supply, and wliilk, doubtless, it 
will bo a credit to his Majesty to satisfy, as it will bo 
grit convenience to me to receive the smxm.” 

“What string of impertinence is this?” said his 
master. 

l uttering falsehoods against the king. 
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** Every word as true as e’er John Knox spoke,” said 
Richie ; “ here’s the bit double of the sifflication.” 

Master George took a crumpled pa^jer from the fellow’s 
hand, and said, muttering betwixt his teeth — “ ‘ Humbly 
showeth — um — urn — his Afajesty’s maist gracious mother 
— um — um — justly addebted and owing the sum of tiftocn 

merks^ — the compt whereof followeth Twelve nowte’s^ 

feet for jellies — ane lamb, being Christmas— -an e roasted 
capin in grease for the privy chalmer,^ wdien my lord of 
Bothwell suppit with lier Grace.’ — think, my lord, you 
can hardly be surprised that the King gave this petition 
a brisk reception ; and I conclude, Master Page, that you 
took care to present your own supplication before your 
niJiiiter’s ? ” 

“Troth did I not,” answ'ered Moniplies, “I thought to 
have given my lord’s first, as was reason gude ; and 
l>esides that, it wad have redd the gate^ for my aiii little 
bill. But what wi’ the dirdum" an’ confusion, an’ the 
loupin® here and there of the skeigh^ brute of a horse, I 
believe I crammed them baith into his hand cheek- by- 
jowl,® and maybe my ain was buuemost C and say there 
w’as aught wrang, I am sure 1 had a’ tlie fright and a’ the 
risk ” 

“And shall have all the beating, you rascal knave,” 
said Nigel ; “am I to Ix^ insulted and dishonoured by your 
pragmatical insolence, in blending your base concerns 
witn mine ? ” 

“Nay, nay, nay, my lord,” said the good-humoured 
citizen, interposing, “1 have been the means of bringing 
the fellow’s blunder to light— allow me interest enough 
with your lordship to be bail for his bones. You have 
cause to be angry, but still I think the knave mistook 
more out of conceit than of purpose ; and I judge you 
will have the better service of him another tiim% if you 
overlook this fault — Get you gone, sirrah — I’ll make your 
peace.” 

“Na, na,” said Moniplies, keeping his ground firmly, 
“if he likes to strike a lad that has followed him for pure 
love, for I think there has been little servant’s fee between 
uS, a’ the way frae Scotland, just let nty lord be doing, 
and sQe the credit he will get by it — and I would rather 
(mony thanks to you thou^, Master George) stand by a 
lick^^ of his baton, than it suld e’er be said a stranger 
came between us.” 

1 Merk=:13| pence sterling. 2 Black Cattle. * Chamber. * Cleared the way. 
6 Noise. 0 Jumping. 7 Skittish, ti Both together. (^Uppermost. lOBtrokai 
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“Go, then,” said his master, “and get out of my 
sight.” 

“ Aweel I wot that is sune done,” said Moniplies, 
retiring slowly; “1 did not come without 1 had been 
ca’d for — and 1 wad have been away half an hour since 
with tny gudo will, only Maistor George keepit me to 
answer his interrogation, forsooth, and that has made a’ 
this stir,” 

And so he made his grumbling exit, with the tone much 
rather of one who has sustained an injury, than who has 
done wrong. 

“There never was a man so plagued as I am with a 
malapert knave ! — ^the fellow is shrewd, and J have found 
him faithful— I believe he loves me, too, and he has given 
proofs of it — but then he is so uplifted in his own conceit, 
so self-willed, and so s(df-opinionecl, that he seems to 
become the master and I tiu‘ man ; and whatever blunder 
lie commits, he is sure to make as loud complaints, as 
if the wliole error lay with me, and in no degree with 
himself.” 

“Cherish him, and maintain him, nevertheless,” said 
the citizen ; “for believe my grey hairs, tluit aliection and 
fidelity are now rarer qualities in a servitor, than when 
the world was younger. Yet, trust him, my good lord, 
with no commission above his bii th or breeding, for you 
sec yourself how it may chance to fall.” 

“ It is but too evident, Master lleriot,” said the young 
nobleman ; “and 1 am sorry 1 have done ijijustice to my 
sovereign, and your master. But I am, like a true Scots- 
man, wise behind hand-~tho mistake has happened — ray 
Supplication has been refused, and my only resource is to 
employ the rest of iny means to carry Moiiiplies and 
myself to some counterscarp, and die in the battle-front 
like my ancestors.” 

“ It w ore better to live and serve your country like your 
noble father, my lord,” replit'xl Master George. ^ “ Nay, 
nay, nev(T look down or shako your head— the King has 
not refused your Supplication, for he has not st^.en it — you 
ask but justice, and that his place obliges him to give to 
his subjoctsr^ay, niy lord, and I will say that his natural 
temper doth in this hold l)ias with his duty.” 

“1 were well pleased to think so, and yet”- said 

Nigel Olifaunt, — I speak not of my owm wrongs, but my 
country hath many that are unredressed.” 

“My lord,” said Master Heriot, “I speak of my royal 
master, not only with the respect due from a subject — the 
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gratitude to be paid by a favoured servant, but also with 
the frankness of a free and loyal Scotsman. Tlie King is 
himself well disposed to hold the scales of justice even ; 
but there are those around him wlio can throw without 
detection their own sellish wishes and base interests into 
the scale. You are already a sufferer by this, and without 
your knowing it.” 

“I am surprised, Master Heriot,” said the young lord, 
“ to hoar you, upon so short an acquaintance, talk as it 
you were familiarly acquainted with my aflairs.” 

“ My lord,” replied the goldsmith, “the nature of my 
employment affords me direct access to the interior of tho 
palace ; I am well known to be no meddler in intrigues or 
party affairs, so that no favourite has as yet endeavoured 
to shut against me tho door of the royal closet ; on the 
contrary, I have stood well with each while he was in 
power, and I have not sliared the fall of any. But I 
cannot be thus connected with the Court, without hearing, 
even against my will, wdiat wheels are in motion, and how 
they are checked or forwarded. Of course, when I choose 
to seek such intelligence, I know the sources in which it 
is to be traced. I have told you why I was interested in 
your lordship’s fortunes. It was last night only that I 
knew you were in this city, yet I have been able, in 
coming liither this morniii", to gain for you some infor- 
mation respecting the impediments to your suit.” 

“ Sir, I am obliged by your zeal, however little it may 
be merited,” answered Nigel, still with some reserve; 
“ yet I hardly know how I have deserved this interest.” 

“First let me satisfy you that it is real,” said the 
citizen ; “ I blame you not for being unwilling to credit 
the fair professions of a stranger in my inferior class of 
society, when you have met so little friendship from 
relations, and those of your own rank, bound to have 
assisted you by so many ties. But mark the cause. 
There is a mortgage over your father’s extensive estate, 
to the amount of 40,000 merks, due ostensibly to Peregrine 
Peterson, the Conservator of Scottish Privileges at 
Campvere.” 

“ I know nothing of a mortgage,” said the young lord ; 
“but there is a wadset for such a sum, which, ir unre- 
deemed. will occasion the forfeiture of my whole paternal 
estate, tor a sum not above a fourth of its value — and it is 
for that very reason that I press the King’s government for 
a settlement of the debts due to my father, that I may be 
able to redeem my land from this rapacious creditor.” 
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“A wadset in Scotland,” said Heriot, “is the same with 
a mortgage on this side of the Tweed ; hut you are not 
acquainted with your real creditor. The Conservator 
Peterson only lends his name to shroud no less a man 
than the Lord Chancellor of Scotland, who hopes, under 
cover of this debt, to gain possession of the estate himself, 
or perhaps to gratify a yet more powerful third party. 
He will proV)ab]y suffer his creature Peterson to take 
possession, and when the odium of the transaction shall 
oe forgotten, the property and lordship of Glenvarloch 
will be conveyed to the great man by his obsequious 
instrument, under cover of a sale, or some similar 
device.” 

“Can this bo possible?” said Lord Nigel; “the Chan- 
cellor wept when I took leave of him — called me his 
cousin — even his son — furnished me with letters, and, 
though I asked him for no' pecuniary assistance, excused 
himself unnecessarily for not pressing it on me, alleging 
the expenses of his rank and his large family. No, i 
cannot believe a nobleman would carry deceit so far.” 

“ I am not, it is true, of noble blood,” said tlm citizen ; 
“ but once more J bid you look on my grey hairs, and 
think what can be my interest in dishonouring them w ith 
falsehood in a Hairs in which I have no interest, save as 
they regard the* son of my benefactor. Reflect also, have 
you had any ad^■antage from the Lord Chancellor's 
lettf^rs ? ” 

“None,” said Nigel Olifaunt, “except cold deeds and 
fair 'words. I have thought for some time, their only 
object was to get rid of me — one yesterday pr essed money 
on me when 1 talked of going abroad, in order that I 
might not want the means of exiling myself.” 

“Right,” said Heriot; “rather than you fled not, 
they would themselves furnish wings for you to fly 
withal.” 

“I wdll to him this instant,” said the incensed youth, 
“and tell him my mind of his baseness.” 

“Under your favour,” said Heriot, detaining him, “ 3 ^ou 
shall not do so. By a quarrel you would become the ruin 
of me your informer; and though I would venture half 
tny shop to do your lordship a service, I think you would 
hardly wish me to come by damage, when it can be of no 
service to you. 

The word shop sounded harshly in the ear of the young 
nobleman, who replied hastily — “Damage, sir?—*so far 
am I from wishing you to incur damage, that I would to 
XIV.— 3 
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Heaven you would cease your fruitless offers of serving 
one whomi there is no chance of ultimately assisting ! ** 

“Leave me alone for that,” said the citizen ; “you have 
now erred as far on the bow-hand. Permit me to take 
this Supplication — I will have it suitably engrossed, and 
take my own time (and it shall be an early one) for 
placing it, with more prudence, I trust, than that used by 
your follower, in the king’s hand — I will almost answer 
for his taking up the matter as you would have him — but 
should he fail to do so, even then I will not give up the 
good cause.” 

“Sir,” said the young nobleman, “your speech is so 
friendly, and my own state so helpless, that I know not 
how to refuse your kind proffer, even while I blush to 
acc^t it at the hands of a stranger.” 

“ We are, I trust, no longer such,” said the goldsmith ; 
“ and for my guerdon, wdien my mediation proves success- 
ful, and your fortunes are re-established, you shall order 
your first cupboard of plate from George Heriot.” 

“You would have a bad paymaster, Master Heriot,” 
said Lord Nigel. 

“ I do not fear that,” replied the goldsmith ; “ and I am 
glad to see you smile, my lord~methinks it makes you 
look still more like the good old lord your father ; and it 
emboldens me, besides, to bring out a small request — that 
you would take a homely dinner with me to-morrow, I 
lodge hard by, in Lombard street. For the cheer, my 
lord, a mess of white broth, a fat capon well larded, a 
dish of beef collops for auld Scotland’s sake, and it may 
be a cup of right old wine, that was barrelled before 
Scotland and England were one nation — Then for com- 
pany, one or two of our own loving countrymen — and 
maybe my housewife may find out a bonny Scots l^s or so.” 

“I would accept your courtesy, Master Heriot,” said 
Nigel, “ but I hear the city ladies of London like to see a 
man gallant — I would not like to let down a Scottish 
nobleman in their ideass, as doubtless you have said the 
best of our poor country, and I rather lack the means 
of bravery for the present.” 

“My lord, your frankness leads me a step farther,” 
said Master George. “ I— I owed your father some monies ; 
— and — nay, if your lordship looks at me so fixedly, 1 
shall never tell my story — and, to speak plainly, for I 
never could carry a lie well through in my life — it is most 
fitting, that, to solicit this matter properly, your lorddiip 
uhould go to Court ‘ in a manner beseeming your quality. 
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I am a goldsmith, and live by lending money as well as 
by selling plate. I am ambitious to put an hundred 
pounds to bo at interest in your hands, till your affairs 
are settled.” 

“And if they are never favourably settled?” said Nigel. 

“Then, my lord,” retunud the citizen, “the miscarriage 
of such a sum will be of little consequence to me, com- 
pared with other subjects of regret.” 

“Master Heriot,” said the Lord Nigel, “ your favour is 
generously offered, and shall be frankly accepted. I must 
presume that you see your way through this business, 
though I hardly do ; for 1 think you would be grieved to 
add any fresh burden to me, by persuading me to incur 
debts which I am not likely to discharge. I will therefore 
take your money, under the hope and trust that you wdll 
enable me to repay you punctually.” 

“ J will convince you, iny lorcl,” siiid tlic goldsmith, 
“tliat I mean to deal with you as a creditor from whom 1 
expect payment ; and therefore, you shall, with your own 
good pleasure, sign an ackiiowledgmeiit for these monies, 
and an obligation to content and repay me.” 

He then took from his girdle his writing materials, 
and, writing a few lines to the purport ho expressed, 

g ulled out a small bag of gold from a side-pouch under 
is cloak, and, observing that it should contain an hundred 
pounds, proceeded to toll out the contents very methodi- 
cally upon the table. Nigel Olifaunt coulci not help 
intimating that this was on unnecessary ceremonial, and 
that he would take the b^ of gold on the word of his 
obliging creditor ; but this was repugnant to the old 
manV forms of transacting business. 

“Bear with me,” he said, “my good lord,— we citizens 
are a wary and thrifty generation ; and I should lose my 
good name for ever witnin the toll of Paul’s, were I to 
grant quittance, or take acknow ledguient, without bring- 
ing the money to actual tale. 1 think it be right now — 
and, body of me,” he said, looking out at the wdiidow^ 
“yonder come my boys with my mule ; for I must West- 
ward Hoe. Put your monies aside, my lord ; it is not 
well to be seen with such goldfinches chirping about one 
in the lodgings of London.^ I think the lock of your 
casket be indifferent good : if not, I can serve you at an 
easy rate with one that has held thousands ; — it was the 
good old Sir Faithful Frugal’s his spendthrift son sold 
the shell when he had eaten tho Kernel— and there is the 
end of a city-fortune.” 
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“ I hope yours will make a better termination, Master 
Heriot,” said the Lord Nigel. 

“I hope it will, my lord,” said the old man, wnth a 
smile ; ‘‘but,” to use honest John Bunyan^s phrase — 

‘ therewithal the water stood in his eyes,* “ it has pleased 
Glod to try me with the loss of two children ; and tor one 
adopted child who lives — ah 1 woe is me I and well-a-day 1 
— But I am patient and thankful ; and for the wealth 
God has sent m^ it shall not want inheritors while there 
are orphan lads in Auld Reekie — I wish you good-morrow, 
my lord.” 

“One orphan has cause to thank you already,” said 
Nigel, as he attended him to the door of his chamber, 
where, resisting further escort, the old citizen nmde his 
escape. 

As, in §oing down staira, he passed the shop where 
dame Christie stood becking,^ ho made civil enquiries 
after her husband. The dame of course regretted his 
absenc^ but he was down, she said, at Deptford, to settle 
with a Dutch ship-master. 

“Our way of business, sir.” she said, “takes him much 
from home, and my husbanu must be the slave of every 
tarry jacket that wants but a pound of oakum.** 

“All business must be minded, dame,” said the gold- 
smith. “Make my remembmnces — George Htsriot of 
Lombard Street’s remembrances — to your goodman. I 
have dealt with him — he is just and punctual — true to 
time and engagements ; — be kind to your noble guest, 
and see he wants nothing. Though it be his pleasure at 
present to lie private and retired, there be those that care 
for him, and I have a charge to see him supplied ; so that 
you may let me know by your husband, my good dame, 
how my lord is^ and whether he w^ants aught.” 

“ And so he is a real lord after all?” saia the good dame. 
“I am sure I always thought he looked like one. But 
why does he not go to Parliament, then ? ” 

“ He will, dame.” answered Heriot, “ to the Parliament 
of Scotland, which is his own country.” 

“ Oh ! he is but a Scots lord, then,” said the good dame ; 
“and that’s the thing makes him ashamed to take the 
titl^ as they say ? ” 

“ Lret him not hear you say so, dame,” replied the citizen. 

“Who, I, sir?” answered she ; “no such matter in my 
thought, sir. Scot or English, he is at anyrate a likely 
man, and a civil man ; and rather than he should want 
^ CurtByii^. (S.) 
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anything, I would wait upon him myself, and come as far 
as Lombard street to wait upon your worship too.” 

“Let your husband come to me, good dame,” said the 
goldsmith, who. with all his experience and worth, was 
somewhat of a lormalist and disciplinarian. “The proverb 
says, ‘ House goes mad when women gacl ; ’ and let his 
lordship s own man wait upon his master in his chamber — 
it is more seemly. God give ye good-morrow.” 

“Good-morrow to your worship,” said the dame, some - 
M’hat coldly ; and, so soon as the adviser was out of 
liearing, w^as ungracious enough to mutter, in contempt 
of his council, “Marry qiiep of your advice, for an old 
Scotch tinsmith, as you are ! JMy husband is as wise, and 
very near as old, as yourself ; and if I please him, it is 
well enough ; and though he is not just so rich just now 
as some folks, yet I hoj)e to see him ride upon his moyle, 
with a foot-cloth, and have his two blue-coats after him, 
as well as they do.” 


CHAPTER V. 

Whcrt fore come ye not to court? 
i \ rta’m 'tis the rarest H{H>rt ; 

'I’liere are Hlks ami Jewels jrHsteninc:, 

I'rattlin.' fools and wise men listenm;^, 
liullies unions brave men Justhn{j^, 

Dejjjfars aniun;;st iiuldes bustling ; 

LovV'breath'd talkeis, minion lis})ers. 

Cutting honest tluoats by wduspers ; 

Wherefore come ju n >t to court ? 

Skelton ewears 'tis glorious sj'ort. 

Skelton Skeltonizeih, 

^ It was not entirely out of parade that the benevolent 
citizen was mounted and attended in that maimer, which, 
as the reader has l>een informed, excited a gentle degree 
of spleen on the part of Dame Christie, which to do her 
justice, vanished in the little soliloquy which we have 
recorded. The good man, besides the natural desire to 
maintain the exterior of a man of worship, was at present 
bound to Whitehall in order to exhibit a piece of valu- 
able workmanship to King Janies, which he deemed his 
Majesty might be pleased to view, or even to purchase. 
He himself was therefore mounted upon his caparisoned 
mule, that he might the better make his way through the 
narrow, dirty, and crowded streets ; and while one of his 
attendants carried under his arm the piece of plate, 
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wrapped up in red baize, the other two gave an eye to its 
safety ; for such was then the state of tlie police of the 
metropolis, that men were often assaulted in the public 
street for the sake of revenge or of plunder ; and those 
who apprehended being beset, usually endeavoured, if 
their estate admitted such expense, to secure themselves 
by the attendance of armed followers. And this custom, 
which was at first limited to the nobility and gentry, 
extended by degrees to those citizens of consideration, 
who, being understood to travel with a charge, as it was 
called, might otherwise have been selected as safe subjects 
of plunder by the street -robber. 

As Master George Heriot paced forth westward with 
this gallant attendance, he paused at the shop-door of his 
countryman and friend, the ancient horologer, and having 
caused Tunstall, who was in attendance, to adjust his 
watch b.y the real time, he desired to speak with his 
master ; in consequence of which summons, the old Time- 
meter came forth trom his den, his face like a bronze bust, 
darkened with dust, and glistening here and there witn 
copper filings, and his senstjs so bemused in the intensity 
of calculation, that gazed on his friend the goldsmith 
for a minute before he seemed perfectly to comprehend 
who he was, and heard him express his invitation to 
David Eamsay, and pretty Mistress Margaret his daughter, 
to dine with him next day at noon, to meet with a noble 
young countryman, without returning any answer. 

“ril make thee speak, with a murrain to thee,” muttered 
Heriot to himself ; and suddenly chan^ng his tone, ho 
said aloud, — “ I pray you, neighbour David, when are 
you and I to have a settlement for the bullion wherewith 
I supplied you to mount yonder hall-clock at Theobald’s : 
and tnat other whirligig that you made for the Duke of 
Buckingham 1 I liave had the Spanish house to satisfy 
for the ingots, and I must needs put you in mind that 
you have been eight months behind-hand.” 

There is something so sharp and aigre,^ in the demand 
of a peremptory dun, that no human tympanum, however 
inaccessible to other tones, can resist the application. 
David Ramsay started at once from his reverie, and 
answered in a pettish tone, “Wow, George, man, what 
needs aw this ain about sax score o’ pounds 1 Aw the 
world kens I can answer aw claims on me, and you prof- 
ferred yourself fair time, till his maist gracious Majesty 
and the noble Duke suld make settled accompts wi’ me ; 

1 lll'iiatured. 
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and ye may ken by your ain experience, tliat I canna 
gang rowting^ like an un mannered Highland stot^ to 
their doors, as ye come to mine.” 

Ileriot laughed, and replied, “Well, David, I see a 
demand of money is like a bucket of water about your 
ears, and makes you a man of the world at once. And 
now, friend, will you tell me, like a Christian man, if you 
will dine with me to-morrow at noon, and bring pretty 
Mistress Margar(‘t, my god daughter, with vou, to n\eet 
with our noble young countryman, the Lora of Glenvar- 
locli ? ” 

“The^ young Lord of Olenvarloch ! ” said the old 
mechanist ; “ wi’ aw ray heart, and ])lit)i() I will be to see 
him again. We have not met those forty years — he was 
twa years before me at the humanity classes — he is a 
sweet youth.” 

“ That was liis father— his father— his father !— you old 
dotard Dot-aud-carry-onc that you are,” answered the 
goldsmith. “ A sweet youth ho would have been by this 
time, had he lived, worthy nobleman ! This is his son, 
the Lord Nigel.” 

“ His son ! ” said Kainsay ; “ Maybe he will want some- 
thing of a chronometer, or w'atch — few gallants care to be 
without them now-a-days.” 

“He may buy half your stock-in-trade, if ever he comes 
to his own, for what I know,” said his friend ; “but. 
Davie, remember your bond, and use me not as you dia 
when my housewife had the sheep’s head and the cock-a- 
Iceky ^ boiling for you as late as two of the clock after- 
noon.” 

“>She had the more credit by her cookery,” answered 
David, now fully awake ; “ a sheep’s-head, over-boiled, 
w’ere poison, according to our saying.” 

“Well,” answered Master George, “but as there will 
be no sheep’s-head to-morrow, it may chance you to spoil 
a dinner which a proverb cannot mend. It may be you 
may foregather with your friend Sir Mungo Malagrowthor, 
for I purpose to ask his worship : so, be sure and bide 
tryste,^ Davie.” 

“That will I— I will bo true as a chronometer,” said 
Kainsay. 

“ I will not trust you, though,” replied Heriot. — “ Hear 
you, Jeukin boy, tell Scots Janet to tell pretty Mistress 
Margaret, my god-child, she must put her father in 
remembrance to put on his best doublet to-morrow, and 

l BttUowiog. 9 Bullock. s Leek soup. * Keep the appointment. 
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to bring him to Lombard street at noon. Tell her they 
are to meet a brave young Scots lord.” 

Jenkin coughed that sort of dry short cough uttered by 
those who are either charged with errands which tliey do 
not like, or hear opinions to which they must not enter a 
dissent. 

“Umph!” repeated Master George —who, as we have 
already noticed, was something of a martinet in domestic 
discipline — “ what does umph mean ? Will you do iniuo 
errand or not, sirrah ? ” 

“Sure, Master George Heriot,” said the apprentice, 
touching his cap, “ I only meant, that Mistress Margaret 
was not likely to forget such an invitation.” 

“ Why, no,” said Master George ; “ she is a dutiful 
girl to her god-father, though I sometimes call her a jill- 
nirt. — And, hark ye, Jenkin, you and your comrade had 
best come with your clubs, to see your master and her 
safely home : but first shut shop, and loose the bull-dog, 
and Jet the porter stay in the fore-sliop till your return. 
I will send two of my knaves with you ; for I hear these 
wild youngsters of the Temple are broken out worse and 
lighter than ever.” 

“ We can keep their steel in order with good handbats,” 
said Jenkin, “and never trouble your servants for the 
matter.” 

“Or, if need be,” said Tunstall, “we have swords as 
>Yell as the Templars.” 

“Fie upon it — fie upon it, young man,” said the citizen ; 
— “An apprentice with a sword I — Marry, Heaven for- 
fend 1 I would as soon see him in a hat and feather.” 

“Well, sir,” said Jenkin — “we will find arms fitting 
to our station, and will defend our master and his 
daughter, if wo should tear up the very stones of the 
pavement.” 

“ There spoke a London ’prentice bold ! ” said the 
citizen; “and, for your comfort, my lads, you shall 
crush a cup of wine to the health of the Fathers of the 
City. I have my eye on both of you — you are thriving 
lads, each in his own way. — God be wi’ you, Davie. For- 
get not to-morrow at noon.” And, so saying, he again 
turned his mule’s head westward, and crossed Temple-Bar 
at that slow and decent amble, which at once became his 
rank and civic importance, and put his pedestrian followers 
to no inconvenience to teep up with him. 

At the Temple gate he again paused, dismounted, and 
sought his way into one of the small bootlis occupied by 
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scriveners in the neighbourhood. A young man, with 
lank smooth hair combed straight to his ears, and then 
cropped short, rose, v ith a cringing reverence, pulled off 
a slouched hat, which he would upon no signal replace oii 
his head, and answered with much demonstration of 
reverence to the goldsmith’s question of, “ How goes busi- 
ness, Andrew?” — “Aw^ the better for your worship’s 
kind countenance and maintenance.” 

“Get a large sheet of paper, man, and make a new pen, 
with a sharp neb,-^ and line hair-stroke. Do not slit the 
quill up too high, it is a wastrife® course in your trade, 
Andrew — they that do not mind corn -pickles never come 
to forpits.* I have known a learned man write a thousand 
pages with one ^uill.”* 

“Ah I sir,” said the lad, w^ho listened to the goldsmith, 
though instructing him in his owii tnulo, with an air of 
veneration and acquiescence, “how sune ony puir creature 
like mysell may rise iu the world, wi’ the instruction of 
such a man as your worship ! ” 

“My instructions are few, Andrew, soon told, and not 
hard to practise. Be honest — be industrious— be frugal — 
and you will soon win wealth and worship. — Here, copy 
me this Supplication in your best and most formal hand. 
I will wait by you till it is done.” 

The youth lifted not liis eye fiorn tlie paper, and laid 
not the pen from his hand, until the task was finished to 
his employer’s satisfaction. The citizen then gave the 
young scrivener an angel ; and bidding him, on his life, 
be secret in all business intrusted to him, again mounted 
his mule, and rode on westward along the Strand. 

It may be worth wliilo to remind our readers, that the 
Temple-Bar which Heriot passed, was not the arched 
screen, or gateway, of the present day ; but an open 
railing or palisade, which, at night, and in times of alarm, 
was closed with a barricade of posts and chains. The 
Strand also, along which ho rode, was not, as now, a 
continued street, although it was beginning already to 
assume that character. It still might he considered as an 
open road, along the south side of which stood various 

1 All. 3 Point. 8 Wasteful. 4 Quarter of a pock measure. 

5 A biblical commentary by Gill, which (if the author’s memory serves him) 
oocupiea between flve and six hundred printed quarto pages, ana must there- 
fore nave fllled more pages of manuscript tluin the number mentioned in the 
text, has this quatrain at the end of the volume— 

** With one good |)en I wrote this book, 

Made of a grey goose quill; 

A pen it was when it I took, 

And a pen I leave it still.** (S.) 
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houses and hotels belonging to the nobility, having 
gardens behind them down to the water-side, with stairs 
to the river, for the convenience of taking boat ; which 
mansions have bequeathed the names ot their lordly 
owners to many of the streets leading from tlie Strand 
to the Thames. The north side of the Strand was also a 
long line of houses, behind which, as in St Martin’s Lane, 
and other points, buildings were rapidly arising ; but 
Covent- Garden was still a garden, in the literal sense of 
the word, or at least but beginning to be studded with 
irregular buildings. All that was passing around, how- 
ever, marked the rapid increase of a capital which had 
long enjoyed peace, wealtli, and a regular government. 
Houses were rising in every direction ; and the shrewd 
eye of our citizen already saw the period not distant, 
which should convert the nearly op(iu highway on which 
he travelled, into a connected and regular street, uniting 
the court and the town with the city of Ijondon. 

He next passed Charing-Cross, which was no longer 
the pleasant solitary village at which the judges were 
wont to breakfa.st on their way to Westminster Hall, but 
began to resemble the artery through which, to use 
Johnson’s expression, “pours the full tide of London 
population.” The buildings were rapidly increasing, 
yet certainly gave not even a faint idea of its present 
appearance. 

At last Whitehall received our traveller, who passed 
under one of the beautiful gates designed by Holbein, 
and composed of tcsselated brick-work, being the same to 
which Moniplies had profanely likened the West-Fort 
of Edinburgh, and entered the ample precincts of the 
palace of Whitehall, now full of all the confusion attend- 
ing improvement. 

it was just at the time when James, — little suspecting 
that he was employed in constructing a palace from the 
window of whicn his only son M^as to pass in order that 
lie might die upon a scaffold before it, — was busied in 
removing the ancient and ruinous buildings of De Burgh, 
Henry Vlll., and Queen Elizabeth, to make way for the 
superb architecture on which Inigo Jones exerted all his 
genius. The King, ignorant of futurity, was now engaged 
in pressing on his w^ork ; and, for that purpose, still 
maintained his royal apartments at Whitehall, amidst the 
rubbish of old buildings^ and the various confusion attend- 
ing the erection of the new pile, which formed at present 
a labyrinth not easily traversed. 
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The goldsmith to tho Royal Household, and who, if 
fame spoke true, oftentimes acted as their banker,— for 
these professions were not as yet separated from each 
other,— was a person of too much importance to receive 
the slightest interruption from sentinel or porter ; and, 
leaving his mule and two of his followers in the outer- 
court, he gently knocked at a postern -gate of the building, 
and was presently admitted, while the most trusty of his 
attendants followed him closely, with the piece of plate 
under his arm. This man also he left behind him in an 
anteroom, — where three or four pages in the royal liverv, 
but untrussed, unbuttoned, and dressed more carelessly 
than the place, and nearness to a King’s person, seemed 
to admit, were playing at dice and draughts, or stretched 
upon benches, and. slumbering with half-shut eyes. A 
corresponding gallery, which opened from the anteroom, 
was occupied by two gontlemen-ushers of the chamber, 
who gave each a smile of recognition as the wealthy gold- 
smith entered. 

No word was spoken on cither side ; but one of the 
ushers looked first to Heriot, and then to a little door 
half -covered by the tapestry, which seemed to say, as 
plain as a Iook could, “Idea your business that way?” 
The citizen nodded ; and the court-attendant, moving on 
tiptoe, and with as much caution as if tho floor had been 
paved with eggs, advanced to the door, opened it gently, 
and spoke a few words in a low tone. The broad Scottish 
accent of King Janies was heard in reply, — “ Admit him 
instanter. Maxwell. Have you hairboured sae lang at 
*the Court, and not learned, that gold and silver are ever 
welcome T' , 

The usher signed to Heriot to advance, and the honest 
citizen was presently introduced into tho cabinet of the 
Sovereign. 

The scene of confusion amid which he found the King 
seated, was no bad picture of the state and quality ox 
James’s own mind.^ There was much that was rich and 
costly in cabinet pictures and valuable ornaments ; but 
they were arranged in a slovenly manner, covered with 
dust, and lost half their value, or at least their efiect, 
fi’om the manner in which they were presented to the 
eye. The table was loaded with huge folio^ amongst 
which lay light books of jest and ribaldry ; and, amongst 
notes of unmercifully long orations, and essays on king- 
craft, were mingled miserable roundels and ballads by the 
Royal Trentice, as he styled himself, in the art of poetry, 
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and schfimes for the general pacification of Europe, with 
a list of the names or the king*s hounds, and remedies 
against canine madness. 

His Majesty ^s dress was of green velvet, quilted so full 
as to be dagger-proof— which gave him the appearance 
of clumsy and ungainly protuoerance ; while its being 
buttoned awry, communicated to his figure an air of dis- 
tortion. Over his green doublet he wore a sad-coloured 
nightgown, out of the pocket of which peeped his hunting- 
horn. His high-crowned grey hat lay on the floor, covered 
with dust, but encircled by a carcanet of large balas rubies ; 
and he wore a blue velvet nightcap, in the front of which 
was placed the plume of a heron, which had been struck 
down bv a favourite hawk in some critical moment of 
the flignt, in remembrance of which the King wore this 
hi^ly honoured feather. 

But such inconsistencies in dress and appointments 
were mere outward types of those which existed in the 
royal character ; rendering it a subject of doubt amongst 
his contemporaries, and bequeathing it as a problem to 
future historians. He was deeply learned, without pos- 
sessing useful knowledge : sagacious in manv individual 
cases, without having real wisdom ; fond oi his power, 
and desirous to maintain and augnmnt it, vet willing to 
resign the direction of that, and of himself, to the most 
unworthy favourites ; a big and bold assertor of his rights 
in words, yet one who tamely saw them trampled on in 
deeds ; a lover of negotiations, in which he was always 
outwitted; and one w^ho feared war, where conquest 
might have been easy. He was fond of his dignity^ while 
he was perpetually degrading it by undue familiarity ; 
capable of much publiclabour, yet often neglecting it for 
the meanest amusement ; a wit, though a pedant ; and a 
scholar, though fond of the conversation of the ignorant and 
uneducated. Even his timidity of temper was not uniform ; 
and there were moments of his life, and those critical, in 
which he showed the spirit of his ancestors. He was 
laborious in trifles, and a trifler where serious labour was 
required ; devout in his sentiments, and yet too often 
profane in his language ; just and beneficent by nature, 
he yet gave way to the iniquities and oppression of others. 
He was penurious respecting money which he had to give 
from his own hand, yet inconsiderately and unboundedly 
profuse of that which he did not see. In a word, those 
good qualities which dis^played themselves in particular 
cases and occasions, were not of a nature suflSiciently firm 
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and comprehensive to regulate his general conduct ; and, 
showing themselves as they occasionally did, only entitled 
James to the character bestowed on him by Sully — that 
he was the wisest fool in Christendom. ^ 

That the fortunes of this monarch might be as little of 
a piece as his character, he, certainly the least able of the 
Stewarts, succeeded peaceably to that kingdom, against 
the power of which nis predecessors had. with so much 
difficulty, defended his native throne ; and, lastly, although 
his reign appeared calculated to ensure to Great Britain 
that lasting tranquillity and internal peace which so 
much suited the King’s disposition, yet, during that very 
reign, were sown those seeds of dissension, which, like the 
teeth of the fabulous dragon, had their harvest in a bloody 
and universal civil warJ 

»Such was the monarch, who, saluting Heriot by the 
name of Jingling Geordie (for it was his well-known 
custom to give nicknames to all those with whom he was 
ill terms of familiarity), enquired what new clatter-traps 
lie had brought with him, to cheat his lawful and native 
Prince out of his siller.*-* 

“God forbid, iny liege,” said the citizen, “that I should 
liave any such disloyal purpose. I did but bring a piece 
of plate to show to your most gracious Majesty, which, 
both for the subject and for the workmanship, I were 
loath to put into the hands of any subject until I knew 
your Majesty’s pleasure anent it.” 

“Body o’ me, man, let’s see it, Heriot ; though, by my 
saul, Steenie’s service o’ plate was sae dear a bargain, I 
had ’maist pawned my word as a Royal King, to keep my 
ain gold and silver in future, and let you, Geordie, Jceep 
yours.” 

“Respecting the Duke of Buckingham’s plate,” said the 
goldsmith, “your Majesty w’as pleased to direct that no 
expense should be spared, and ” 

“ What signifies >^at I desired, man ? when a wise man 
is with fules and bairns, he maun e’en play at the chucks.® 
But you should have had mair sense and consideration 
than to gie Babie Charles and Steenie their ain gate ; 
they waa hae floored the very rooms wi’ silver, and I 
wonder they didna.” 

George lieriot bowed, and said no more. He knew his 
master too well to vindicate himself otherwise than by a 
distant allusion to his order; and James, with whom 

J See Note 4.— King^ Janes. * Money, 

i Clame with small stones played by children. « Own way. 
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econojny was only a transient and momentary twinge of 
conscience, became immediately afterwards desirous to 
see the piece of plnte which the goldsmith proposed to 
exhibit, and dispatched Maxwell to bring it to his presence. 
In the meantime he demanded of the citizen wnence he 
had procured it. 

“From Italy, may it please your Majesty,” replied 
Heiiot. 

“It has naething in it tending to papistrie?” said the 
King, looking graver than his wont. 

“ Surely not, please your Majesty,” said Heriot ; “ I 
were not wise to bring anything to your presence that 
had the mark of the beast.” 

“You would be the mair beast yourself to do so,” said 
the King ; “it is weel kend that I wrestled Dagon in 
my youth, and smote him on the groundsill of his own 
temple ; a gude evidence that I should be in time called, 
however unworthy, the Defender of the Faith. — But here 
comes Maxwell, bending under his burden, like the Golden 
Ass of Apuleius.” 

Heriot hastened to relieve the usher, and to place the 
embossed salver, for such it was, and of extraordinary 
dimensions, in a light favourable for his Majesty’s viewing 
the sculpture. 

“Saul of my body, man,” said the King, “it is a curious 
piece, and, as I think, lit for a King’s chalmer and the 
subject, as you say, Master George, vera adequate and 
beseeming — being, as I see, the judgment of Solomon — a 
prince in whose paths it weel becomes a’ leeving^ monarchs 
to walk with emulation.” 

“But w'hose footsteps,” said Maxwell, “only one of 
them — if a subject may say so much — hath ever over- 
taken.” 

“Haud your tongue for a faui^e f1 oeching loon 1”^ said 
the King, but with a smile on his face that showed the 
Hattery had done its “ Look at the bonny piece of 

workmanship, and haud your clavering* tongue. — And 
whase handiwork may it be, Geordie ? ” 

“It was wrought, sir,” replied the goldsmith, “by the 
famous Florentine, Benvenuto Cellini, and de.sijgned for 
Francis the First of France ; but I hope it will find a 
litter master.” 

“Francis of France!” said the King; “send P)Olomon, 
King of the Jews, to Francis of Fiance I — Body of me, 
man, it would have kytlied® Cellini mad, liad lie never 

J Chaxnbel^. 2 xil living^. ? False flatterirg: rascal. < ChiEvttering. ® Shown. 
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done onything elso out of the gate, Francis !— why, he 
was a iightirig fule, man,— a mere fighting fule, — got 
himsell ta'eu at Pavia, like our ain David at Durham lane 
syne;' — if they could hae sent him Solomon’s wit, and 
love of peace, and godliness, they wad hae dune him a 
better turn. But Solomon should sit in other gate^ 
company than Francis of France.” 

“I trust that such will be his good fortune,” said 
Heriot. 

“It is a curious and very artificial sculpture,” said the 
King, in continuation; “but yet, niethinks, the carnifex, 
or executioner there, is brandishing his gullejs^ ® ower near 
the King’s face, seeing ho is within reacli ot his weapon. 
I think less wisdom tluin Solomon’s wad have taught him 
that there was danger in edge-tools, and that he wad 
have bidden the srnaik^ either sheath his shabble,® or 
stand farther back.” 

G(*orge Heriot endeavoured to alleviate this objection, 
by assuring the King that the vicinity betwixt Solomon 
and the executioner was no:yer in appearance than in 
reality, and that the p(jrspectivo should be allowed for. 

“Gang to the deil wi’ your prospective, man,” said the 
King; ‘Hhere cauna bo a waur prospective for a lawfu’ 
King, wha wishes to reign in luv(‘, and die in peace and 
honour, than to have naked swords hashing in his een, I 
am accounted as brave as niaist folks ; and ye,t I profess 
to yc I could never look on a bare blade without blinking 
and winking. But a’thogither it is a brave piece ; — ana 
what is the price of it, man ?” 

The goldsmith repli(id by observing, that it was not his, 
own property, but that of a distressed countryman. 

“ Whilk you mean to male your excuse for asking the 
double of its worth, I warrant?” answered the King, 
“I keu the tricks of your burrow s-town merchants, 
man.” 

, “ I have no hopes of baffling your Majesty’s sagacity,” 
said Heriot ; “the piece is really what I say, and the price 
a hundred and fifty pounds sterling, if it pleases your 
Majesty to make present payment.” 

“A hundred ana fifty punas, man ! and as mony witches 
and warlocks to raise them 1 ” said the irritated Moixarch. 
“My sauL Jingling Qeordie, ye are minded that your 
purse shall jingle to a bonny tune ! — How am I to tell 
you down a hundred and fifty punds for what will not 
weigh as many merks? and ye ken that my very house* 

1 Loti|f ago. 9 Kind of. 9 Laorge Knife * Moan fellow. 0 OutlasA. 
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hold servitors, and the officers of my mouth, are sax 
months in arrear ! ” 

The goldsmith stood his ground against all this objurga- 
tion, being what he was well accustomed to, and only 
answered, that, if his Majesty liked the piece, and desired 
to possess it, the price could be easily settled. It was 
true that the party required the money, but he, George, 
Heriot, would advance it on his Majesty^s account, if such 
were his pleasure, and w-ait his royal coiiveniency for 
payment^ for that and other matters ; the money, mean- 
while, lying at the ordinary usage. 

“By my honour,” said Janies, “and that is speaking like 
an honest and reasonable tradesman. We maun get 
another subsidy frae the Commons, and that will make ae 
compting of it. Awa wV it Maxwell — awa wi’ it, and let 
it be set where Steenie and Babie Charles shall see it as 
they return from Richmond. — And now that we are secret, 
my good auld friend Geordie, 1 do truly opine, that speak- 
ing of Solomon and ourselves, the haill wisdom in the 
country left Scotland, when 'we took our travels to the 
Southland here.” 

George Heriot was courtier enough to say, that “the 
wise naturally follow the wisest, as stags follow their 
leader.” 

“ Troth I think there is something in what thou sayest,’ 
said James ; “for we ourselves, and those of our court and 
household, as thou thyself, for example, are allowed by 
the English, for as self-opinioned as they are, to pass for 
reasonable good wits ; but the brains of those we have left 
behind are all astir, and run clean hirdie-girdie,^ like sae 
moinr warlocks and witches on the Devil’s Sabbath eV.n.” 

“ I am sorry to hear this, niy liege,” said Heriot. “May 
it please your Grace to say what our countrymen have 
done to deserve such a character 

“They are become frantic, man — clean brain -crazed,” 
answered the King. “I cannot keep them out of the 
Court by all the proclamations that the heralds roar 
themselves hoarse with. Yesterday, nae farther gane, 
just as we were mounted, and about to ride forth, in 
rushed a thorough Edinburgh gutterblood — a ragged 
rascal, every dud upon whose back was bidding good-day 
to the other, with a coat and hat that would have served 
a pease-bogle,® and, without havings or reverence, thrusts 
into our hands, like a sturdy beggar, some Supplication 
about debts owing by Qur gracious mother, and siclike 

1 TopQr.turvy. > * Scarecrow orected among growing pea^e. 
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trash; whereat the horse spangs' on end, and, but for 
our admirable sitting, wherein we have been thought to 
excel niaist sovereign princes, as well as subjects, in 
Europe, I promise you we would have been laid endlang 
; on the causeway.” 

\ “Your Majesty,” said Heriot, “is their common father, 
and therefore they are the bolder to press into your 
gracious presence.” 

\ “I ken I am j^ater patrice well enough,” said James ; 
^but one would think they had a mind to squeeze n\y 
phddings out, that they may divide the inheritance, 
ijd’s death, Geordie, there is not a loon ^ among them can 
driver a Supplication, as it suld be done in the face of 
mujesty.” 

/‘I would T knew the most fitting and beseeming mode 
to do so,” said Heriot, “ were it but to instruct our poor 
countrymen in better fashions.” 

“By my halidome,” said the King, “ ye are a ceevilcezed 
fellow, Geordie, and I carena if I ning awa as much time 
as may teach ye. And, first, see you, sir — ye shall approach 
the presence of majesty thus, — shadowing your eyes with 
your hand, to testify that you are in the presence of the 
Vicegerent of Heaven. — Vera weel, George, that is done 
in a comely manner. — Then, sir, ye sail kneel, and make 
as if ye would kiss the hem of our garment, the latcli of 
our shoe, or such like. — Very weel enacted — whilk we, as 
being willing to be debonair and pleasing towards our 
lieges, prevent thus, — and motion to you to rise whilk, 
having a boon to ask, as yet you obey not, but, gliding 
your hand into your pouch, bring forth your Supplication, 
and place it reverentially in our open palm.” The gold- 
smith, who had complied with great accuracy with all 
the prescribed points of the ceremonial, here completed 
it, to James’s no small astonishment, by placing in his 
hand the petition of the Lord of Glenvarloch. “What 
means this, ye fause loon ? ” said he, reddening and sput- 
tering ; “ hae I been teaching you the manual exercise, 
that ye suld present your piece at our ain royal body? — 
Now, by this light, I had as lief that ye had bended a 
real pistolet against me, and yet this hae ye done in my 
very cabinet, where nought suld enter but at my ain 
pleasure.” 

“I trust, your Majesty,” said Heriot, as he continued 
to kneel, “ will forgive my exercising the lesson you con- 
descended to give me in the behalf of a friend ? ” 

I Springs. ft Bxiscal. 
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“Of a friend ! ” said the King ; “so much the waur— so 
much the waur, I tell you. If it had been something to 
do yoursell good there would have been some sense in it, 
and some chance that you wad not have come back on me 
in a hurry ; but a man may have a hundred friends, and 
petitions tor every ane of them, ilk ano after othcr.^^ / 

“Your Majesty, I trust,” said Heriot, “will judge 
by former experience, and will not suspect me of sucl) 
presumption.^^ 

“I kenna,” said the placable monarch; “the world 
goes daft,^ I think — sed semel insanivimus omnes — thou art 
my old and faithful servant, that is the truth ; and, weiVt 
anything for tliy own behoof, man, thou sliouldst not ask 
twice. But, troth, 8teenie loves me so dearly, that he 
cares not that any one should ask favours of me but him- 
self, — Maxwell ” (for the usher had re-entered after having 
carried off the plate), “get into the ante-chamber wi' 
your lang lugs.^ — In conscience, Geordie, I think as that 
thou hast been mine aiu aula fiduciary, and wert my 
goldsmith when I might say with the Ethnic poet— 
med renidet in dovio lacunar — for, faith, they had pillaged 
my mither’s auld house sae, that heechen bickers,® and 
treen^ trenchers, and latten^ platters, were whiles the 
best at our board, and glad we were of something to nut 
on them, without quarrelling with the njctal of the disnes. 
D’ye mind, for thou wert in rnaist of our complots, how 
we were fain to send sax of the Blue-banders to harry the 
Lady of Loganhquse’s dowcot® and poultry-yard, and 
what an awfu’ phiint the poor dame made against Jock of 
Milch, and the thieves of Aniiandale, wha were as sackless 
of the deed as I am of the sin of murder ? ” 

“It was the better for Jock,” said Heriot ; “ for, if I re- 
member weel, it saved him from a strapping un at Dum- 
fries, which he had weel deserved for other misdeeds.” 

“Ay, man, mind ye that?” said the King ; “but he hatl 
other virtues, for he was a tight huntsman, moreover, 
that Jock of Milch, and could hollow to a hound till all 
the woods rang again. But he came to an Annandale 
end at the last, for Lord Torthorwald run his lance out 
through him, — Cocksnails, man, when I think of these 
wild passages, in my conscience, I am not sure but we 
lived merrier in auld Holy rood in those shifting d«^s, than 
now when we are dwelling at heck and manger. Cantabit 
we had but little to care for.*^ 

1 Mad. 8 Long eart. 3 Dishes oiade of beeohwood. 4 Wooden. 

3 Plated iron or brass. 3 Dovecot. 
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‘‘And if yonr Majesty please to remember,” said the 
\goldsniith, “the awful task we had to gather silver- vessail 
and gold-work enough to make some show before the 
IBpanish Ambassador.^’ 

“Vera true,” said the King, now in a full tide of gossip, 
‘‘and I mind not the name of the right leal lord that 
helped us with every unce he had in his house, that his 
native Prince might have some credit in the eyes of them 
that had the Indies at tlieir beck.” 

“I think, if your Majesty,” said the citizen, “will cast 
your eye on the paper in your hand, you will recollect his 
name.” 

“ Ay ! ” said the King, “ say ye sac, man ? — Lord Glen- 
varloch, that was his name indeed — Justus et tenax pro- 
jiositi — A just man, but trs obstinate as a baited bull He 
stood whiles against us, that Lord Randal Olifaunt of 
Glenvarloch, but ho was a loving and a leal subject in the 
main. But this supplicator maun be his son — Randal has 
been long gone wliere king and lord must go, Geordie, as 
well as the like of you — and what does his son want with 
us?” 

“The settlement,” answered the citizen, “of a large 
debt due by your Majesty’s treasury, for money advanced 
to your Majesty in great state emergency, about the time 
of the Raid of Ruthvon.” 

“I mind the thing weel,” said King James — “Od's 
death, man, I was just out of the clutches of the Master 
of Glamis and his complices, and there was never siller 
mair welcome to a boni Prince, — the mair the shame and 
pity that crowned King should need sic a petty sum. 
But what need he dun us for it, man, like a baxter ^ at 
the breaking?^ We aught ^ him the siller, and will pay 
him wi’ our convenience, or make it otherwise up to 
him, wliilk is enow between prince and subject — We 
are not in meditatione man, to be arrested thus 

peremptodly.” 

“Alas I an it please your M.ajesty,” said the goldsmith, 
shaking his head, “it is the poor young nobleman’s 
extreme necessity, and not his will, that makes him 
importunate ; for he must have money, and that briefly, 
to discharge a debt due to Peregrine Peterson, Conservator 
of the Privileges at Campvere, or his haill hereditary 
barony and estate of Qlenvarlocn will be evicted in virtue 
of an unredeemed wadset.” 

“ How say ye, man— how say ye?” exclaimed the King, 
1 Baker. s Kneading. ^ Owe. 
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impatiently ; the carle of a Conservator, the son of a 
Low-Dutch skipper, evict the auld estate and lordship of 
the house of Olifaunt ? — God’s bread, man, that maun not 
be— we maun suspend the diligence by writ of favour, or 
otherwise.” 

“1 doubt that may hardly be.” answered the citizen, **if 
it please your Majesty ; your learned counsel in the law 
of Scotland advise, that there is no remeid but in paying 
the money.” 

“ Ud’s hsh,” said the King, “ let him keep baud by the 
strong hand against the carle, until we can take some 
order about his affairs.” 

“Alas!” insisted the goldsmith, “if it like your Majesty, 
your own pacific government, and your doing of equal 
justice to all men, has made main force a kittle' line to 
walk by, unless just within the bounds of the Highlands.” 

“ Weet — weel — weel, man,” said the perplexed monarch, 
whose ideas of justice, expedience, and convenience, 
became on such occasions strangely embroiled ; “just it 
is we should pay our debts, that the young man may pay 
his ; and he must be paid, and m verbo regis he shall be 
paid — but how to come by the siller, man, is a difficult 
chapter — ye maun try the city, Geordie.” 

“To say the truth,” answered Heriot, “please your 
gracious Majesty, what betwixt loans and benevolences, 
and subsidies, the city is at this present” ^ 

“ Dinna tell me of what the city is,” said King James ; 
“our Exchequer is as dry as Dean Giles’s discourses on 
the penitentiary psalms — Et nihilo nihil fit — It’s ilP taking 
the breeks^ aff a wild Highlandman* — they that come to 
me for siller, should tell me how to come by it — the city 
ye maun try, Heriot ; and dinna think to be called 
Jingling Geordie for nothing — and in verbo reqis I will 
pay the lad if you get me the loan — I wonnot haggle on 
the terms ; ana, between you and me, Geordie, w^e will 
redeem the brave auld estate of Glenvarloch. — But where- 
fore comes not the young lord to Court, Heriot — is he 
comely — is he presentable in the presence ? ” 

“ No one can be more so,” said George Heriot ; 
«but” 

“Ay, I understand yo,” said his Majesty— “I understand 
ye — Res angusta domi — puir lad — puir lad ! — and his father 
a right true leal Scots heart, though stiff in some opinions. 
Hark ye, Heriot, let the lad have twa hundred pounds to 
fit him out. And, here — here ” — (taking the carcanet of 
1 Precarious. 8 Difficult. 8 Trouaera. ^ Because he wears the kilt. 
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rubies from his old hat) — “ye have had these in pledge 
before for a larger sum, ye auld Levite that ye are. 
Keep them in gage, till 1 gie ye back the siller out of the 
next subsidy.” 

“ If it please your Majesty to give me sucli directions 
in writing,” said the cautious citizen. 

“The deil is in your nicety, George,” said the King; 
“ye are as i)rccoese as a Puritan in form, and a mere 
KuUifidian in the marrow of the matter. May not a 
King^s word serve you for advancing your pitiful twa 
hundred pounds ? ” _ 

“ But not for detaining the crown jewels,” said George 
Heriot. 

And the King, who from long experience was inured to 
dealing with suspicious creditors, wrote an order upon 
George Heriot, his well-bclov^d goldsmith and jeweller, 
for the sum of two hundred pounds, to be paid presently 
to Nigel Olifaunt, Lord of Glenvarloch, to be imputed as 
so much debts due to him by the crown ; and authorizing 
the retention of a carcanet of balas ruuies, with a great 
diamond, as described in a Catalogue of his Majesty's 
Jewels, to remain in possession of the said George Heriot, 
advancer of tin* said sum. and so forth, until he was law- 
fully contented and ])aia tlu'rc of. By another rescript, 
his Alajesty gave the said George Heriot directions to deal 
with some of the monied men, upon equitaljle terms, for 
a sum of money for his Majesty s present use, not to be 
under 60, (XK) inerks, but as much more as could con- 
veniently be procured. 

“And has he ony lair,^ this Lord Nigel of ours?” said 
the King. 

George Heriot could not exactly answer this question ; 
but believed “the young lord had studied abroad.” 

“He shall have our own advice,” said the King, “how 
to carry on his studies to maist advantage ; and it may be 
we will have him come to Court, and study with Steenie, 
and Babie Charles. And, now wo think on’t, away — away, 
George — for tlie bairns will be coming hame presently, 
and we would not as yet they kend of this matter we have 
been treating anent. Pro^tera O Geoidie. Clap 

your mule between your houghs, and god-den with you. ^ 

Thus ended the confereiice betwixt the gentle King 
Jamie and his benevolent jeweller and goldsmith. 

1 Lwirning. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

O, I do know him— ’tis the mouldy lemon 
Which our court wits will wet our lips withal. 

When they would sauce their honied conversation 
With somew'hat 6hari)er flavour. — Marry, sir, 

That virtue’s wellnign left him— all the juice 
That was so sharp and poignant, is squeezed out ; 

While the poor rind, although as sour as ever. 

Must season soon the draff we give our gninters. 

For two-legged things are weary on’t. 

The Chamberlain— A Comedy, 

The good company invited by the hospitable citizen 
assembled at his house in Lombard -street at tlie “ hollow 
and hungry hour ’’ of noon, to partake of that meal which 
divides the day ; being about the time when modem per- 
sons of fashion, turning themselves upon their pillow, 
begin to think, not without a great many doubU and 
much hesitation, that they will by and by commence it. 
Thither came the young Nigel, arrayed plainly, but in a 
dress, nevertheless, more suitalde to his affe and quality 
than he had formerly worn, accompanied by his servant 
Moniplies, whose outside also was considerably improved. 
His solemn and stern features glared forth from under a 
blue velvet bonnet, fantastically placed sideways on his 
head— he had a sound and tough coat of English blue 
broad-cloth, which, unlike his former vestment, would 
have stood the tug of all the apprentices in Fleet-street. 
The buckler and broadsword he wore as the arms of his 
condition, and a neat silver badge, bearing his lord’s arms, 
announced that he was an appendage of aristocracy. Ho 
sat down in the good citizen’s buttery, not a little pleased 
to find his attendance upon the table in the hall was 
likely to be rewarded with his share of a meal such as he 
had seldom partaken of. 

Mr David Ramsay, that profound and ingenious me- 
chanic, was safely conducted to Lombard-street, according 
to promise, well washed, brushed, and cleaned, from the 
soot of the furnace ana the forge. His daughter, who 
came with him, was about twenty years old, very pretty, 
very demure, yet with lively blacK eyes, that ever ana 
anon contradicted the expression of sobriety, to which 
silence, reserve, a plain velvet hood, and a cambric ruff, 
had condemned Mistress Marget, as the daughter of a 
xjuiet citizen. 

There were also two citizens and merchants of London, 
men ample in cloak, and many-linked golden chain, well 
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to pafts in the world, and experienced in their craft of 
merchandise, but who require no particular description. 
There was an elderly clergyman also, in his gown and 
cassock, a decent venercable man, partaking in his manners 
of the plainness of the citizens amongst whom he had his 
cure. 

These may be dismissed with brief notice ; but not so 
Sir Mungo Malagrowther, of Girnigo Castle, who claims a 
little more attention, as an original character of the time 
in which he flourished. 

That good knight knocked at Master Heriot^s door just 
as the clock began to strike twelve, and was seated in his 
chair ere the last stroke had chimed. This gave the 
knight an excellent opportunity of making sarcastic ob- 
servations on all who came later than himself, not to 
mention a few rubs at the expense of those who bad been 
so superfluous as to appear earlier. 

Having little or no property save his bare designa- 
tion, Sir Mungo had been early attached to Court in the 
capacity of wnipping-boy, as the ofiico was then called, 
to King James the Sixth, and. with his Majesty, trained 
to all polite learning by his celebrated preceptor, George 
Buchanan. The oflice of whipping-boy doomed its unfor- 
tunate occupant to undergo all the corporeal punishment 
which the Lord’s Anointed, whose proper person was of 
course sacred, might chance to incur, in the course of 
travelling through his grammar and prosody. Under the 
stern rule, inch^ed, of George Buchanan, who did not 
approve ot the vicarious mode of punishrnenL Janies bore 
the penance of his own faults, and Mungo Malagrowther 
enjoyed a sinecure ; but James’s other pedagogue, Master 
Patrick Young, went more ceremoniously to work, and 
appalled the very soul of the youthful King by the flog- 
gings which he bestowed on the whipping-boy, when the 
royal task was not suitably performed. And be it told to 
Sir Mungo’s praise, that there were points about him in 
the highest respect suited to his onicial situation. Ho 
had ^ven in youth a naturally irregular and grotesque 
set of features^ which, when distorted by fear, pain, and 
anger, looked like one of the wdiimsical races wnich pre- 
sent themselves in a Gothic cornice. His voice also was 
high-pitched and querulous, so that, when smarting under 
Master Peter Young’s unsparing inflictions, the expression 
of hh grotesque physiognomy, and the superhuman yells 
which he uttered, were well suited to produce all the 
eflbcts on the Monarch who deserved the lash, that could 
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possibly be produced by seeing another and an innocent 
individual suffering for his delict. 

Sir Mungo Malagrowther, for such he became, thus got 
an early tooting at Court, which another would have 
improved and maintained. But, when he grew too big to 
be whipped, he had no other means of rendering himself 
acceptable. A bitter, caustic, and backbiting humour, a 
malicious wit, and an envy of others more prosperous 
than the possessor of such amiable qualities, have not, 
indeed, always been found obstacles to a courtier^s rise : 
but then they must be amalgamated with a degree or 
selfish cunning and prudence, of which Sir Mungo nad no 
share. His satire ran riot, his envy could not conceal 
itself, and it was not long after his majority till he had as 
many guarrels upon his hands as would have required a 
cat’s nine lives to answer. In one of these rencontres he 
received, perhaps we should say fortunately, a wound, 
which served him as an excuse for answering no invi- 
tations of the kind in future. Sir Bullion Battray, of 
Banagullion, cut off, in mortal combat, three of the fingers 
of his right hand, so that Sir Mungo never could hold 
sword again. At a later period, having written some 
satirical verses upon the Lady Cockpen, he received so 
severe a chastisement from some persons employed for 
the purpose, that he was found half dead on the spot 
where they had thus dealt with him, and one of his thighs 
having been broken, and ill set, gave him a hitch in his 
gait, with which he hobbled to his grave. Tlio lameness 
of his leg and hand, besides that they added considerably 
to the grotesque appearance of this original, procured 
him in future a personal immunity from the more dan- 
gerous consequences of his own humour; andhegraduaUy 
grew old in the service of the Court, in safety or life and 
limb, though without either making friends, or attaining 
preferment. Sonictimes, indeed, the King was amusea 
with his caustic sallies, but he had never art enough to 
improve the favourable opportunity ; and his enemies 
Twho were, for that matter, the whole Court) always 
round means to throw him out of favour again. The 
celebrated Archie Armstrong offered Sir Mungo, in his 
generosity, a skirt of his own fool’s coat, proposing thereby 
to communicate to him the privileges and immunities of 
a professed jester — “For,” said the man of motley, “Sir 
Mungo, as he goes on just now, gets no more for a good 
jest than just the King’s pardon for having made it.” 

Even in London, the golden shower which fell around 
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him, did not moisten the blighted fortunes of Sir Mungo 
Malagrowtlier, He grew old, deaf, and peevish — lost 
even the spirit which had formerly animated his strictures 
— and was barely endured by James, who, though himself 
nearly as far stricken in years, retained, to an unusual 
and even an absurd degree, the desire to be surrounded 
by young people. 

Sir Mungo, thus fallen into the yellow leaf of years and 
fortune, showed his emaciated form and faded embroidery 
at Court as seldom as his duty permitted ; and spent liis 
time in indulging his food for satire in the public walks, 
and in the aisles of Saint Paul’s, which were then tlie 
general resort of newsmongers and characters of all de- 
scriptions, associating himself chiefly with such of his 
countrymen as he accounted of inferior hirth and rank to 
himself. In this manner, hating and contemning com- 
merce, and those w’ho pilrsued it, he nevertheless lived a 
good deal among the Scottish artists and merchants who 
had followed the Court to London. To these he could 
show his cynicism without much offence ; for some sub- 
mitted to his jeers and ill-humour in deference to his 
birth and kiiiglitliood, which in those days conferred high 
privileges— -and others, of more sense, i^itied and endured 
the old man, unhappy alike in his fortunes and his 
temper. 

Amongst the latter was George Heriot, who, though 
his habits and education induced him to carry aristocralical 
feelings to a degree which would now be thought extrava- 
gant, had too mu eh spirit and good sense to permit him- 
self to be inti’uded upon to an unauthorised excess, or 
used with the sliglitest improper freedom, by suen a 
person as Sir Mungo, to whom ne was, nevertheless, not 
only respectfully civil, but essentially kind, and even 
generous. 

Accordingly, this appeared from the manner in which 
Sir Mungo Malagrowtlier conducted himself upon enter- 
ing the apartment. He paid his respects to Master 
Heriot, and a decent, elderly, somewhat severe-looking 
female, in a coif, who, by the name of Aunt Judith, did 
tlie honours of his house and table, with little or no por- 
tion of the supercilious acidity, which his singular physi- 
ognomy assumed when he made his bow successively to 
I)avid Ramsay and the two sober citizens. He thrust 
himself into the conversation of the latter, to observe ho 
iiacl heard in Paubs, that the bankrupt concern of Pin- 
divide, a great merchant, — who, as he expressed it, had 
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given the crows a pudding, and on whom he knew, from 
the same authority, each of the honest citizens had some 
unsettled claim, — was like to prove a total loss — “stock 
and block, ship and cargo, keel and rigging, all lost, now 
and for ever.” 

The two citizens grinned at each other ; but, too prudent 
to make their private affairs the subject of public discus- 
sion, drew their heads together, and evaded farther con- 
versation bv speaking in a whisper. 

The old Scots knight next attacked the watchmaker 
with the same disrespectful familiarity. — “Davie,” he said, 
— “Davie, ye donnard^ auld idiot, have ye no gane ma(l 
yet, with applying your mathematical science, as ye call 
it, to the Book of Apocalypse 1 I exp(‘cted to nave heard 
ye make out the sign of the beast, a>s clear as a tout on a 
bawbee ^ whistle.” 

“ Why, Sir Mungo,” said the mechanist, after making an 
effort to recall to his recollection wJiat jujuI been said to 
him, and by whom, “it may be, that ye are nearer the 
mark than ye are yourseli aware of; for, taking the 
ten horns o’ the beast, you may easily estimate by your 
digitals ” — 

“ My digits I you d — d auld, rusty, good-for-nothing 
timepiece I ” exclaimed Sir Mungo, while, betwixt jest 
and earnest, he laid on his hilt his hand, or rather his 
claw (for Sir Bullion’s broadsword had abridged it into 
that form), — “ D’ye mean to upbraid me with my mutila- 
tion ? ” 

Master Heriot inf^-rfered. “I cannot persuade our 
friend David,” he said, “that scriptural prophecies are 
intended to remain in obscurity, until their unexjiected 
accomplishment shall make, as in former days, that ful- 
fillod which was written. But you must not exert your 
knightly valour on him for all that.” 

“By my saul, and it would be throwing it away,” said 
Sir Mungo, laughing. “I would as soon set out^ with 
hound and horn, to hunt a sturdied ^ sheep ; for he is in a 
doze again, and up to the chin in numerals, quotients, and 
dividends. — Mistress Margaret, my pretty honey/’ for 
the beguity of the young citizen maae even Sir Mungo 
Malagrowtiier’s grim features relax themselves a little, 
“ is your father always as entertaining as be seems just 
now J ” 

Mistress Margaret simpered, bridled, looked to either 
side, then straight before her; and, having assumed all 

^ stupid. 3 Halfpenny. 3 Afflicted with Kturdyt a kind of dieettee 
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the ail's of bashful embarrassment and timidity which 
were necessary, as she thought, to cover a certain shrewd 
readiness which really belonged to her character, at length 
replied, “ That indeecf her father was very thoughtful, but 
she had heard, that he took the habit of mind from her 
grandfather.” 

“Your grandfather!” said Sir Mungo, — after doubting 
if he had heard her aright. — “ Said she her grandfather i 
The lassie is distraught I — I ken nae wench on this side of 
Ternple-Bar that is derived from so distant a relation.” 

“She has got a godfather, however, Sir Mungo,” said 
George Heriot, again interfering ; “and I hope you will 
allow him interest enougli with you, to request you will 
not put his pretty godchild to so deep a blush.” 

“The better — the better,” said Sir Mungo. “It is a 
credit to her, that, bred and born within the sound of 
Bow-bell, she can blush for anything ; and, by my saul. 
Master George,” he continued, chucking the irritated and 
reluctant damsel under the chin, “she is bonny.enough to 
make amends for her lack of ancestry — at least in such a 
region as Cheapside, where, d’ye mind me, the kettle can- 
not call the porridge-pot” 

The damsel blushed, but not so angrily as before. 
Master George Heriot hastened to interrupt the conclu- 
sion of Sir Mungo’s homely proverb, by introducing him 
personally to Lord Nigel, 

Sir Mungo could not at first understand wnat his host 
said. — “ Bread of Heaven, wha say ye, man ? ” 

Upon the name of Nigel Olifaunt, Ix>rd Glenvarloch, 
being again hollowed into his ear, he drew up, and, re- 
garding his entertainer with some austerity, rebuked him 
for not making persons of quality acquainted with each 
other, that they might exchange courtesies before they 
mingled with other folks. He then made as handsome 
and courtly a congee to his new acciuaintance as a man 
maimed in foot and hand could do; and, observing he had 
known my lord, his father, bid him welcome to London, 
and honea he should see him at Court. 

Nigel in a instant comprehended, as well from Sir 
Mungo’s manner, as from a strict compression of their 
entertainer’s lips, which intimated the suppression of a 
desire to laugh, that he was dealing with an original of 
no ordinary description, and accordingly returned his 
courtcssy with suitable punctiliousness. Sir Mungo, in 
the meanwhile, gazed on nim with much earnestness ; and, 
as the contemplation of natural advantages was as odious 
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to him as that of wealth, or other adventitious bene6ts, 
he had no sooner completely perused the handsome form 
and good features of the young lord, than, like one of the 
comforters of the Man of Uz, he drew close up to him, to 
enlarge on the former grandeur of the Lords of Qlen- 
varloch, and the regret with which he had heard, that 
their representative was not likely to possess the domains 
of his ancestry. Anon he enlarged upon the beauties of 
the principal mansion of Qleiivarloch — the commanding 
site of the old castle — the noble expanse of the lake, 
stocked w'ith wild-fowl for hawking — the commanding 
screen of forest, terminating in a mountain-ridge abound- 
ing with deer — and all the other advantages of that fine 
and ancient barony, till Nigel, in spite of every effort to 
the contmry, was unwillingly obliged to sigh. 

Sir Mungo, skilful in discerning when the withers of 
those he conversed with w^ere wrung, observed that his 
new acquaintance winced, and w^ould willingly have 
pressed the discussion : but the cook’s impatient knock 
upon the dresser with the haft^ of his dudgeon-knife, now 
gave a signal loud enough to be heard from thf3 top of the 
house to the bottom, summoning, at the same time, the 
serving-men to place the dinner upon the table, ana the 
guests to partake of it. 

Sir Mungo, who was an admirer of good cheer, — a taste 
which, by the way, might have some weight in reconciling 
his dignity to these city visits, — was tolled off by the 
sound, and left Nigel ana the other guests in peace, until 
his anxiety to arrange himself in his due place of pre- 
eminence at the genial board w^as duly gratified. Here, 
seated on the left hand of Aunt Judith, he beheld Nigel 
occupy the station of yet higher honour on the rigYit, 
dividing that matron from pretty Mistress Margaret: 
but he saw this wdth the more patience, that there stood 
betwixt him and the young lord a superb larded capon. 

^ The dinner proceeded according to the form of the 
times. All was excellent of the kind^ and, besides the 
Scottish cheer promised, the board displayed beef and 
pudding, the statutory dainties of Old England. A smjxll 
cupboard of plate, very choicely and beautifully wrought^ 
did not escape the compliments of some of the company, 
and an oblique sneer from Sir Mungo, as intimating the 
owner’s excellence in his own mechanical craft. 

“I am not ashamed of the w^orkmanship. Sir Mungo,” 
said the honest citizen. “ They say, a good cook knows 
1 Haadlo. 
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liow to lick his own fingers ; and, inethinks, it were un- 
seemly that I, who have furnished half the cupV)oards in 
bz-oad Britain, should have niy own covered with paltry 
pewter” 

The blessing of the clergyman now left the guests at 
liberty to attaclc what was placed before them ; and the 
meal went forward with great decorum, until Aunt 
Judith, in farther recommendation of the canon, assured 
her company, that it was of a celebrated breed of poultry, 
which she had herself brought from Scotland. 

“Then, like some of his countrymen, madam,” said the 
pitiless Sir Mungo, not without a glance towards his 
landloi’d, “ lie has been well larded in England.” 

“ There are some others of his countrymen,” answered 
Master Heriot, “to whom all the lard in England has not 
been able to render that good office.” 

Sir Mungo sneered and reddened, the rest of the com- 
pany laughed ; and the satiidst, who had his reasons for 
not coming to extremity with Master George, was silent 
for the rest of the dinner. 

Tlie dishes were exchanged for confections, and wine 
of the highest quality and flavour ; and Nigel saw the 
entertainments of the wealthiest burgomasters, wdiich he 
had witnessed abroad, fairly outshone by the hospitality 
of a London citizen. Yet there was nothing ostentatious, 
or which seemed inconsistent with the degree of an opu- 
lent burgher. 

While the collation proceeded, Nigel, according to the 
good-breeding of the time, addressed his discourse princi- 
pally to Mrs J uditli ; whom he found to be a woman of a 
strong Scottish understanding, more inclined towards 
the Puritans than was her brother George (for in that 
relation she stood to him, though he always called her 
aunt), attached to him in the strongest degree, and sedu- 
lously attentive to all his comforts. As the conversation 
of this good dame was neither lively nor fascinating, the 
young lord naturally addressed himself next to the old 
horologer’s vei’v pretty daughter, who sat upon his left 
hand. From her, however, there was no extracting any 
reply beyond the measure of a monosyllable ; and when 
the young gallant had said the best ana most complaisant 
things which his courtesy supplied, the smile that mantled 
upon her pretty mouth was so slight and evanescent, as 
scarce to be discernible. 

Nigel was beginning to tire of his company, for the old 
citizens were speaking with his host of commercial matters 
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in language to him totally unintelligible, when Sir Mungo 
Malagrowther suddenly summoned their attention. 

That amiable personage had for some time withdrawn 
from the company into the recess of a projecting window, 
so formed and placed, as to command a view of the door 
of’ the house, and of the street. This situation was pro- 
bably preferred by kSir Mungo on account of the number 
of obiects which the streets of a metropolis usually offer, 
of a kind congenial to the thoughts ot a splenetic man, 
Wliat he had hitherto seen passing there, was probably of 
little consequence ; but now a trampling of horse was 
heard without, and the knight suddenly exclaimed,— “ By 
my faith, Master George, you had better go look to shop ; 
for here comes Knighton, the Duke of Buckingham’s 
groom, and two fellows after him, as if he were my Lord 
Duke himself.” 

My cash-keeper is l)elow,” said Heriot, without dis- 
turbing himself, “and he will let me know if his Grace’s 
commands require my immediate attention,” 

“Umph !— cash -keeper?” muttered Sir Mungo to him- 
self ; “ he w'ould have had an easy office when I first kciid 
ye. — But,” said he, si)eaking aloud, “ will you not come to 
the window, at least ? for Knighton has trundled a piece 
of silver-plate into your house— ha! ha! ha!— trundled 
it uix)n its edge, as a callan’ ^ would drive a hoop. I can- 
not help laughing — ha ! ha ! ha ! — at the fellow’s impu- 
dence.” 

“I believe you could not help laughing,” said George 
Heriot, rising up and leaving the room, “if your best 
friend lay dying.’’ 

“Bitter that, my lord — ha?” said Sir Mungo, addressing 
Nigel. “ Our friend is not a goldsmith for nothing — he 
hath no leaden wit. But I will go down, and see what 
comes on’t.” 

Heriot, as he descended the stairs, met his cash-keeper 
coming up, with some concern in his face. — “ Why, how 
now, Roberts,” said the goldsmith, “ what means all this, 
man?” 

“It is Kni^ton, Master Heriot, from the court — 
£[nighton, the Duke’s man. He brought back the salver 
you carried to Whitehall, flung it into the entrance as if 
it had been an old pewter platter, and bade me tell you 
the King would have none of your trumpery" 

“Ay, indeed !” said George Heriot — “None of my trum- 
pery !— -Come hither into the compting-room, Roberts. — 

i Boy. 
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f'ir Mungo/' he added, bowing to the knight, who had 
joined, and was preparing to follow them, “I pray your 
forgiveness for an instant.” 

Ill virtue of tliis prohibition, Sir Mungo, who, as well 
as the rest of the company, had overheard what passed 
betwixt George Heiiot and his cash-keeper, saw himself 
condemned to wait in the outer business-room, where he 
would have endeavoured to slake his eager curiosity by 
questioning Knighton ; but that emissary of greatness, 
after having added to the uncivil message of his master 
some rudeness of his own, had again scampered westward, 
with his satellites at his heels. 

In the meanwhile, tlie name of the Duke of Bucking- 
ham, the omnipotent favourite both of the King and the 
Prince of Wales, had struck some anxiety into the party 
which remained in the great parlour. He w’as more feared 
than beloved, and, if hot absolutely of a tyrannical dis- 
position, was accounted haughty, violent, and vindictive. 
It pressed on NigeFs lieart, that he himself, though he 
could not concei\'e how, nor why, might be the original 
cause of the resentnuutt of the Duke against his bene- 
factor. The others made their comments in w^hispers, 
until the sounds njached Bamsay, who had not heard a 
word of wdiat had previously passed, but, plunged in those 
studies with wdiieh he connected every otlier incident and 
event, took up only the catchword, and replied, — “The 
Duke — the Duke of Buckingham — George Villiers — ay — I 
have spoken with Lam be about him.” 

“Our Lord and our Lady ! Now how can you say so, 
father ?” said his daughter, who had shrewdness enough 
to see that her father w^as toucliing upon dangerous 
ground. 

“Why, ay, child,” answered Bamsay ; “the stars do but 
incline, they cannot compel. But well you \vot, it is 
commonly said of his Grvace, by those who have the skill 
to cast nativities, that there 'was a notable conjunction of 
Mars and Saturn— the apparent or true time of whicli, 
reducing the calculations of Eichstadius made for the 
latitude of Oranienburgh to that of London, gives seven 
hours, fifty-five minutes, and forty-one seconds” 

“ Hold your peace, old soothsayer.” said Heriot. w^ho at 
that instant entered the room wdtn a calm ana steady 
countenance ; “your calculations are true and undeniable 
when they regard brass and wdre, and mechanical force ; 
but future events are at the pleasure of Him who bears 
the hearts of kings in his hands,” 
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“Ay, but, George,” ansvtrered the watcliniakcr. “there 
was a concurrence of signs at this geiitlcman^s birth, 
which showed his course would be a strange one. Long 
has it been said of him, he was born at the very meeting 
of night and day, and under crossing and contending 
influences that may affect both us and him. 

* Full moon and biRh sea, 

Great man shalt thou be ; 

Ked daw ninp, stormy sk.v, 

IJloody death shalt thou die/ 

“ It is not good to speak of such things,” said Ileilot, 
“especially of the great; stone walls ha\'c ears, and a 
bird of tlie air shall carry the ntatier.” 

Several of the guests seemed to bo of their host’s opinion. 
The two merchants took brief leave, as if undtT conscious- 
ness that something was wrong. Afistross Margaret, her 
body-guard of ’prentices being in readiness, jducked her 
father bv the sletwe, and, re.^eujng him from a brown 
study (whether referring to the wheels of Time, or to that 
of Fortune, is uncertain), wished good-night to her friend 
Mrs Judith, and received h(*r godfather’s blessing, who, at 
the same time, put upon her slender finger a ring of much 
taste and some value ; for he seldom suffered her to leave 
him without some token of his affect ion. Thus honourably 
dismissed, and accompanied by her escort, she set forth on 
her return to Fleet-street. 

Sir Mungo had bid adieu to Master ITeriot as he came 
out from tlie back conii)ting-rooni, but such was the 
interest which he took iii tlie aflairs of his friend, that, 
when Master George went up stairs, he could not help 
walking into that sanctum sanctorum, to see how Master 
Roberts was employ I'd. The Knight found tlie cash-keeper 
busy in making extracts from those huge brass-clasped 
leathern-bound maiiuscript folios, which are the pride 
and trust of dealers, and the dread of customers whose 
year of grace is out. The good knight leant his elbows 
on the desk, and said to the functionary in a condoling 
tone of voice, — “What ! you have lost a good customer, 1 
f(*ar, Master Roberts, and are busied in making out his 
bill of charges ? ” 

Now, it chanced that Roberts, like Sir Mungo himself, 
was a little deaf, and, like Sir Mungo, knew also how 
to make the most of it ; so that he answered at cross 
purposes, — “I humbly crave your pardon, Sir Mungo, for 
not having sent in your bill of charge sooner, but my 
master bade me not disturb you. I will bring the items 
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toj^ether in a moTOent.** So saying, ho began to turn over 
the l^ves of his book of fate, murmuring, ^'Bepairing aue 
silver seal — new clasp to his chain of office—ane over-^lt 
brooch to his hat, Doing a Saint Andrew’s cross, vath 
thistles — a copper gilt pair of spurs, — this to Daniel 
Driver, we not dealing in the article.” 

He would have proceeded ; but Sir Mungo, not prepared 
to endure the recital of the catalogue of his own petty 
debts, and still less willing to satisfy them on the spot, 
wished the book-keeper, cavalierly, good-night, and left 
the house without farther ceremony. The clerk looked 
atter him with a civil city sneer, and immediately resumed 
the more serious labours which Sir Mungo’s intrusion had 
interrupted.^ 


CHAPTER VII. 

Thinn needful we have thought on ; but the thing 
Of all most needful -that which Scripture terms. 

As if alone it merited regard, 

The ONX thing needful— that's yet unoonsider*d. 

The CharnhwltUn, 

Whbn the rest of the company had taken their departure 
from Master Heriot’s house, tne young Lord of Gflenvar- 
loch also offered to take le«i\e ; but his host detained him 
for a few minutes, until all were gone excepting the 
clergyman. 

My lord,” then said the worthy citizen, “ we have had 
our permitted hour of honest and hospitable pastime, and 
now I would fain delay you for another and graver 
purpose, as it is our custom, when we have the benefit of 
good Mr Windsor’s company, that he reads the prayers of 
the church for the evening before we separate. Your 
excellent father, my lord, would not have departed before 
family worship— I hope the same from your lordship.” 

“With pleasure, sir,” answered Nigel ; “and you add in 
the invitation an additional obligation to those with 
which you have lockded me. When young men forget 
what is their duty, they owe deep thanks to the friend 
who will remind them of it.” 

While they talked together in this manner, the serving** 
men had removed the folding-tables, brought forward a 
portable reading-desk, and placed chairs and hassocks for 
their masteri their mistress, and the noble stranger* 
1 Sm Kote Sir Mungo Mabgfowthw. 
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Another low chair, or rather a sort of stool, was placed 
close beside that of Master Heriot ; and though tlie 
circumstance was trivial, Nigel was induced to notice it. 
because^ when about to occupy that seat, he was prevented 
by a sign from the old gentleman, and motioned to 
another of somewhat more elevation. The clergyman took 
his station behind the reading-desk. The domestics, a 
numerous family both of clerks and servants, including 
Moni plies, attended with great gravity, and were accom- 
modated with benches. 

The household were all seated, and, externally at least, 
composed to devout attention, when a low knock was 
heard at the door of the apartment ; Mrs Judith looked 
anxiously at her brother, as if desiring to know his 
pleasure. He nodded liis head gravely, and looked to the 
door. Mrs Judith immediately crossed the chamber, 
opened the door, and led into the apartment a beautiful 
creature, whose sudden and singular apjiearance might 
have made her almost pass for an apparition. She was 
deadly pale — there was not the least shade of vital red to 
enliven features, which were exquisitely formed, and 
might, but for that circumstance, have been termed 
transcendently beautiful. Her long black hair fell down 
over her shoulders and down her hack, combed smoothly 
and regularly, but without the least appearance of decora- 
tion or ornaqient, which looked very singular at a peiiod 
when head-gear, as it was called, of one sort or other, was 
generally used by all ranks. Her dross was of pure 
white, of the simplest fashion, and hiding all her person 
excepting the throat, face, and hands. Her form was 
rather beneath than above the middle size, but so justly 
proportioned and elegantly made, that the spectator's 
attention was entirely withdrawn from her size. In con- 
tradiction of the extreme plainness of all the rest of her 
attire, she wore a necklace which a duchess might have 
envied, so large and lustrous were the brilliants of which 
it was composed ; and around her wgast a zone of rubies 
of scarce interior value. 

When this singular figure entered the apartment, she 
cast her eyes on Nigel, and paused, as if uncertain whether 
to advance or retreat. The glance which she took of him 
seemed to be one rather of uncertainty and hesitation, 
than of bashfulness or timidity. Aunt Judith took her 
by the hand, and led her slowly forward — her dark eyes, 
however, continued to be fixed on Nigel, with an expres- 
sion of melancholy by which he felt strangely affected. 
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Even when she was seated on the vacant stool, wliich was 
placed there probably for her accommodation, she again 
looked on him more tlian once with the sante pensive, 
lingering, and anxious expression, but without either 
shyness or embarrassuiont, not even so much as to call 
the slightest degree of complexion into her cheek. 

So soon as this singular female had taken up the 
prayer-book, which was laid upon her cusliion, she 
seemed immersed in devotional duty ; and although Nigel’s 
attention to the service was so much disturbed bv this 
extraordinary apparition, that lie looked towaras her 
repeatedly in the course of the service, he could never 
observe that her eyes or her thoughts strayed so much as 
a single moment from the task in w liich she was eiigaged. 
Nigel himself was less attentive, for the appearance of this 
lady seemed so extraordinary, that, strictly as he had been 
bred up by his father to pay the most reverential attention 
during performance of divine service, his thoughts in 
spite of nimself were disturbed by her presence, and he 
earnestly wished the prayers were ended, that his curiosity 
might obtain souio gratification. When the service was 
concluded, and each had remained, according to the 
decent and edifying practice of the church, concentrated 
in mental devotion for a short space, the mysterious 
visitant arose ere any otlier person stirred ; and Nigel 
remarked that none ox the domestics left their places, or 
even moved, until she had lirst kneeled on one knee to 
Heriot, who seemed to bless licr w ith liis hand laid on her 
head, and a melancholy solemnity of look and action. 
She then bended her body, but w ithout kneeling, to Mrs 
Judith, and having performed these two acts of reverence, 
she left the room ; yet just in the act of her departure, 
she once more turned her ptmet rating eyes on Nigel with 
a fixed look, which conjpelled him to turn his own aside. 
When he looked towards her again, he saw only the skirt 
of her white mantle as she left the apartment. 

The domestics then rose and dispersed themselves — 
wine, and fruii, and spices, were oifered to Lord N^el 
and to the clergyman, and the latter took his leave. The 
young lord would fain have accompanied him, in hope to 
get some explanation of the apparition which he had 
beheld, but he was stopped by his host, who requested to 
speak with him in his compting-room. 

hope, my lord,” said me citizen, “that your prepara- 
tions for attending Court are in such forwardness that 
you can go thither the day after torinorrow. It is, 
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perhaps, the last day, for some time, that his Majesty 
will hold open court for all who have pretensions by 
birth, rank, or office, to attend upon him. On the 
subsequent day he goes to Theobafd^s, v here lie is so 
much occupied with hunting and other pleasures, that he 
cares not to be intruded on.” 

“I shall be in all outward readiness to pay my duty,” 
said the young nobleman, “yet I have little heart to do 
it. Ihe friends from I ought to have found encourage- 
ment and protection, have proved cold and false — I 
certainly will not trouble them for their countenance on 
this occasion— and yet I must confess my childish un- 
willingness to enter quite alone ui>on so new a scene.” 

“It is bold of a mechanic like me to make such an offer 
to a nobleman,” said Heriot ; “but I musrt attend at 
Court to-morrow. I can accompany you as far as the 
presence-chamber, from my piivilege as being of the 
Household. I can facilitate your entrance, should you 
find difficulty, and 1 can point out the proper manner 
and time of approaching the King. But I do not know.” 
he added, smiling, “whether these little advantages will 
not be over-balanced by the incongruity of a nobleman 
receiving them from the hands of an old smith.” 

“From the hands rather of the only friend I have found 
in London." said Nigel, offering Ins hand. 

“ Nay, it you think of the matter in that way,” replied 
the honest citizen, “there is no more to be said — will 
come for you to-morrow, with a barge proper to the 
occasion. — But remember, my good young lord, that I do 
not, like some men of my degree, wish to take oppor- 
tunity to step beyond it and associate with my superiors 
in rank, ancf therefore do not fear to mortify my pre- 
sumption, by suffering me to keep my distance in the 
presence, and w here it is fitting for both of us to separate ; 
and for what remains, most truly happy shall I be in 
proving of service to the son of my ancient patron.” 

The style of conversation led so far from the point 
which had interested the young nobleman's curiosity, that 
there was no returning to it that night. He therefore 
exchanged thanks ana greeting with George HerioL and 
took his leave, promising to be equipped and in readiness 
to embark with him on the second successive morning at 
ten o'clock. 

The generation of linkboys, celebrated by Ck)unt Anthony 
Hamilton, as peculiar to London, had already, in the reign 
of James I., begun their functions, and the service of one 
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of them with his smoky torch, had been secured to light 
the young Scottish lord and liis follower to their lodgings, 
which, though better acquainted than formerly with the 
city, they might iu the dark have run some danger of 
missing. This gave the ingenious Mr Moiiiplies an 
opportunity of gathering close up to his master, after he 
had gone thron^i the f(»rm of slipping his left arm into 
the handles of his buckler, and loosening his broadsword 
ill the sheath, that lie might be ready for whatever should 
befall. 

“ Jf it were not for the wine and the good cheer which 
we have had in yonder old man s house, my lord,” said 
this sapient follower, “and that I ken him by report to 
be a just living man in many respects, and a real Edin- 
burgh gutterblood,^ I should have been wtdl pleased .*to 
have seen how his feet were shaped, and whether he had 
not a cloven cloot under the braw roses and cordovan 
shoon of his.” 

**Why, you rascal,” answered Nigel, “you have been too 
kindly treiited, and now that you hav(*. Ill led your ravenous 
stomach, you are railing on the good gentleiiiau that re- 
lieved 3^ou.” 

“ Under favour, no, my lordj”£aid Moniplies, — “I would 
only like to see something mair about him. 1 have eaten 
his meat, it is true — more shame that the like of him 
should have meat to give, when your lordship and me 
could scarce have gotten, on our own account, brose^ and 
a liear bannock 1 have drunk his wine, too.” 

“I see you have,” replied his master, “a great deal more 
than you should have done.” 

“Under your patience, my lord,” said Moniplies, “you 
are pleased to say that, because I crushed a quart v ith 
that jolly boy Jenkin, as the^^ call the ’prentice boy, and 
that was out of mere acknowledgment for Jiis former kind- 
ness — I own that I, moreover, sung the good old song of 
Elsie Marley, so as they never heard it chanted in their 
lives” 

And withal (as John Bunyan says) as they went on 
tlieir way he sung— 

** O, do ye ken Elsie Marley, honey — 

I'he wife that sells the barley, honey ? 

For Elsie Marley's grown sae fine, 

She wiiiiia tet up to feed the swine. — 

0, do ye ken*’ 

Here, in mid career was the songster interrupted by the 

l One meanly horn, * Mefd and hot water. * Tliick cake of barley -meal. 
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Btern ^rijpe of his master who threatened to baton him to 
death if he brought the city-watch upon them by his ill- 
timed melody. 

‘‘I crave pardon, my lord — I humbly crave pardon- 
only when 1 think of that Jen Win, as they call him, I 
can hardly help humming — * O, do ye ken * — But I crave 
your honour’s pardon, and will be totally dumb, if you 
command me so ” 

‘*No, sirrah!” sjiid Nigel, “talk on, for I well know 
you would say and suffer more under pretence of holding 
your peace, than wdieu vou get an unbridled license. 
How is it, then ? What have you to say against Master 
Heriot?” 

It seems more than probable, that in permitting this 
license, the young lord hoped his attendant would stumble 
upon the subject of the young lady who had appeared at 
prayers in a manner so mysterious. But whether this 
was the case, or whether he merely desired that Moninlies 
should utter, in a subdued and under tone of voice, tno^ 
spirits which might otherwise have vented themselves in 
obstreperous song, it is certain he permitted his attendant 
to proceed with his story in his own way. 

“And therefore,” said the orator, availing him.self of his 
immunity, “I would like to ken what sort of a carle this 
Maister Heriot is. He hath supplied your lordship with 
wealth of gold, as I can understand ; and if he has, I 
make it for certain he hath had his aiu end in it, accord- 
ing to the fashion of the world. Now, had your lordship 
your own good lands at your guiding, doubtless this 
person, with most of his craft — goldsmiths they call them- 
selves — I say usurers — wad be glad to exchange so manv 
pounds of African dust, by whilk I understand gold, 
against so many fair acres, and hundreds of acres, of 
broad Scottish land.” 

“But you know 
“at least none that 
can at present become obliged for — I think you need not 
have reminded me of that.” 

“ True, ihy lord, most true ; and, as your lordship says, 
open to the meanest capacity, without any unnecessary 
expositions. Now, therefore, my lord, unless Maister 
George Heriot has somethii^ mair to allege as a motive 
for his liberality, vera different from the possession of 
your estate— and moreover, as he eould gain little by the 
capture of your body, wherefore should it not be yonr 
soul that he is in pursuit of 


I have no land,” said the young lord, 
can be aflfected by any debt which I 
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“My soul, you rascal!’* said the^young lord; “what 
good should my soul do him ? ” 

“ What do I ken about that?” said Moniplies ; “they go 
about roaring and seeking whom they may devour — 
doubtless, they like the food that they rage so much about 
—and, my lord, they say,” added Moniplies, drawing up 
still closer to his piaster’s side, “ they say that Master 
Heriot has ono spirit in his house already.” 

“How, or what do you mean,” said Nigel ; “I will break 
your head, you drunken knave, if you palter with me any 
longer.” 

“Drunken?” answered his trusty adherent, “and is this 
the story ? — why, how could I hut drink your lordship’s 
health on my bare knees, when Master JeriKin began it to 
nie ? — hang them that would not — I would have cut the 
impudent knave’s hams with my broadsword, that should 
make scruple of it, and so have made him kneel when he 
should have found it difficult to rise again. But toucjbiing 
the spirit,” he proceeded, finding that his mfister made no 
answer to his valorous tirade, “your lordship has seen her 
with your own eyes.” 

“I saw no spirit,” said Qlonvarloch, but yet breathing 
thick as one who expects some singular disclosure, “ what 
mean you by a spirit.” 

“ You saw a young lady come into prayers, that spoke not 
a word to any one. only made becks and bows to the old 
gentleman and lady of the house — ^ken ye wha she is ?” 

“No, indeed,” answered Nigel ; “some relation of the 
family, I suppose.” 

“Deil a bit — deil a bit,” answered Moniplies, hastily, 
“not a blood-drop’s kin to them, if she had a drop oi 
blood in her body — I tell you but what all human beings 
allege to be truth, that dwell wfithin hue and cry of 
Lombard-street — that lady, or quean, or whatever you 
choose to call her, has been dc?ul in the body these many 
a year, though she haunts them, as we have seen, even at 
their very devotions,” 

“ You will allow her to be a good spirit at least,” said 
Nigel Olifaunt, “since she chooses such a time to visit 
her friends?” 

“ For that I kenna, my lord,** answered the superstitious 
follower; “I ken no spirit tjiat would have faced tho 
right down hammer-blow of Mess John Knox, whom my 
father stood by in his' very warst days, batipg a chance 
time when the Court, which my lather supplied with 
butcher-meat, was against him. But yon divine has 
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another airt from powerful Master Rollock, and Mesa 
David Black of North Leith, and sic like. — Alack-a-dajr ! 
wha can ken, if it please your lordship, whether sic 
prayers as the Southron read out of their auld blethering 
black mess-book there, may not be as powerful to invite 
fiends, as a right red-het prayer warm frae the heart, may 
be powerful to drive them away, even as the Evil Spirit 
was driven by the smell of the fisn’s liver from the bridal - 
chamber of Sara, the daughter of Raguel ? As to whilk 
story, nevertheless, I make scruple to say whether it be 
truth or not. better men than I am having doubted on 
that matter.” 

*‘Well, well, well,” said his master, impatiently, “wo 
are now near home, and I have permitted you to speak of 
this matter for once, that we may liave an end of your 
prying folly, and your idiotical superstitions, for ever, 
ror whom do you, or your absurd authors or informers, 
take this lady?” 

“I can say naething preccesely as to that,” answered 
Moniplies; “certain it is her body died and was laid in 
the grave many a day since, notwithstanding she still 
wanders on earth, and chiefly amongst Maister Heriot’a 
family, though she hath been seen in other places by 
them that well knew her. But who she is. 1 will not 
warrant to say, or how she becomes attached like a High- 
land Brownie, to some peculiar family. They say she has 
a row of apartments of her own, anteroom, parlour, and 
bedroom ; but deil a bed she sleeps in but her own cofiiii, 
and the walls, doors, and windows, are so chinked up, as 
to prevent the least blink of daylight from entering ; and 
then she dwells by torchlight” 

“To what purpose if she bo a spirit?” said Nigel 
Olifaunt. 

“How can I tell your lordship?” answered his attendant. 
“I thank God, I know nothing of her likings or mis- 
likings — only her coffin is there ; and I leave your lord- 
ship to guess what a live person has to do with a coffin. 
As little as a ghost with a lantern, I trow.” 

“What reason,” repeated Nigel, “can a creature, so 
young and so beautiful, have already habitually to con- 
template her bed of last long rest ? ” 

“In troth^ I kenna, my lord,” answered Moniplies; 
“ but there is the coffin, as they told me who have seen 
it ; It is made of heben-wood, with silver nails, and lined 
all through with' three-piled damask, might servo a 
princess to rest in.” 
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‘^Singular/’ said Nigel, whose brain, like that of 
inost active young spirits, was easily caught by the 
singular and the romantic; “does she not eat witn the 
family!” 

“ Who !-~she ! ” — exclaimed Moniplies, as if surprised at 
the question ; “ they would need a lang spoon would sup 
with her, I trow. Always there is something put for her 
into the Tower, as they call it, whilk is a whigmaleery of 
a whirling-box, that turns round half on the tae side o* 
the wa^, half on the tother ” 

“I have seen the contrivance in foreign nunneries,” 
said the Lord of Glenvarloch. “And is it thus she 
receives her food ! ” 

“They tell me something is put in ilka day, for fashion^s 
sake,” replied the attendant ; “ but it’s no to be supposed 
she would consume ,it, ony niair than the images of Bel 
and the Dragon consumed the dainty vivers that were 
placed before them. There are stout yeomen and chamber- 
queans in the house, enow to play the part of Lick-it-up-a’, 
as well as the threescore and ten priest| of Bel, besides 
their wives and children.” 

“And she is never seen in the family but when the 
hour of prayer arrives ? ” said the master. 

“Never, that 1 hear of,” i-eplied the servant. 

“It is singular,” said Nigel Olifaunt, musing. “Were 
it not for the ornaments which she wears, and still more 
for her attendance upon the service of the Protestant 
Church, I should know what to think, and should believe 
her either a Catholic votaress, who, for some cogent reason, 
was allowed to make her cell liere in London, or some 
unhappy Popish devotee, who was in the course of under- 
going a dreadful penance. As it is, I know not what to 
deem of it.” 

His reverie was interrupted by the linkboy knocking 
at the door of honest John Christie, whose wife came 
forth with “quips, and becks, and wreathed smiles,” to 
welcome her honoured guest on Ins return to his apart- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 


Ay I mark the matron well—and langh not, Haxty^ 

At her oW ateople-hat and velvet guard— 

I’ve call’d her like the ear of Dionysius ; 

I mean that ear-form'd vault, built o’er his dungeon* 

To catch the groans and discontented murmurs 
Of his poor bondsmen— Ev’n so doth Martha 
Drink up. for her own purpose, all that passes* 

Or is supposed to pass, in this wide city— 

She can retail it too, if that her profit 
Shall call on her to do so ; and retail it 
For your advantage^ so that you can make 
Your profit Jump with hers. 

The Ccnutpiracy. 


We must now introduce to the reader’s acquaintance 
another character, busy and important far beyond her 
ostensible situation in society — in a word. Dame Ursula 
Suddlechop, wife of Benjamin Buddlecnop, the most 
repowned barber in all Fleet-street. This dame had her 
own particular merits, the principal part of which was 
(if her own report could be trusted) an infinite desire to 
be of service % her follow-creatures. Leavinc to her 


thin half-starved partner the boast of having the most 
dexterous snap with his fingers of any shaver in Londom 
and the care of a shop whiero starved apprentices flayed 
the faces of those who were boobies enough to trust them, 
the^ dame drove a separate and more lucrative trade, 
which yet had so many odd turns and windings, that it 
seemed in many respects to contradict itself. 

Its highest and most important duties were of a very 
secret and confidential nature, and Dame Ursula Suddle- 
chop was never known to betray any transaction intrusted 
to her, unless she had either been indifi'erently paid for 
her service, or that some one found it convenient to give 
her a double douceur to make her disgorge the secret; 
and these contingencies hapjiened in so few cases, that 
her character for trustiness remained as unimpeached 
as tliat for honesty and benevolence. 

In fact, she was a most admirable matron, and could be 
useful to the impassioned and the frail in the rise, progress, 
and consequences of their passion. She could contrive an 
interview for lovers who could show proper reasons for 
meeting privately j she could relieve the frail fair one of 
the burden of a guilty passion, and perhaps establish the 
hopeful offspring .of unlicensed love as tne heir of some 
family whose love was lawful, but where an heir had not 
followed the union. More than this she could do, and had 
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been concerned in deeper and dearer secrets: She had 
been a pupil of Mrs Turner, and learned from her the 
secret of making the yellow starch, and, it may be, two or 
three other secrets of more consequence, though perhaps 
none that went to the criminal extent of those whereof 
her mistress was accused. But all that was deep and 
dark in her real character, was covered by the show of 
outward mirth and good-humour, the hearty laugh and 
buxom lest with which the dame knew well how to con- 
ciliate tno elder part of her neighbours, and the many 
petty arts by which she could recommend herself to the 
younger, those especially of her own sex. 

Dame Ursula was, in app<»arance, scarce past fort^, 
and her full, but not overgrown form, and still comefy 
features, although her person was plumped out, and her 
face soniewhat coloured by good cheer, had a joyous 
expression of gaiety and good-humour, which set off the 
remains of beauty iu tho wane. Marriages, births, and 
christenings, were seldom thought to be performed with 
sufficient ceremony, for a considerable distance round her 
abode, unless Dame TTi sley, as they called ^ler, was present. 
She could contrive all sorts of pastimes, games, and jests, 
which might amuse the large companies which the hospi- 
tidity of our ancestors assembled together on such occa- 
sions, so that her presence was literally considered as 
indispensable in tho families of all citizens of ordinary 
rank, at such joyous periods. 8o much also was she 
supposed to know of life and its labyrinths, that she was 
the willing confidant of half the loving couples in the 
vicinity, most of whom used to communicate their secrets 
to, ana receive their counsel from, Dame Ursley. The 
rich rewarded her services with rings, owches, or gold 
pieces, which she liked still better ; and she very gener- 
ously gave her assistance to the poor, on tho same mixed 
principles as young practitioners in medicine assist them, 
partly from compassion, aqd partly to keep her hand in 
use. 

Dame Ursley’s reputation in the city was the greater 
that her practice had extended beyond Temple-Bar, and 
that she had acquaintances, nay, patrons and patronesses, 
among the quality, whose rank, as their members '^ere 
much fewer, and tne prospect of approaching the courtly 
sphere much more dimpult bore a degree of consequence 
unknown to the present qay, when the toe of the citizen 
presses so close on the courtier*s heel. Dame tJrsley 
maintained her intercourse with this superior rank 
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customers, partly by driving a small trade in perfumes, 
essences, pomade^ head -gears from France, dishes or 
ornaments from China, then already beginning to be 
fashionable; not to mention drugs of various descriptions, 
chiefly for the use of the ladies, and partly by other 
services, more or less connected with the esoteric branches 
of her profession heretofore alluded to. 

Possessing such and so many various modes of thriving. 
Dame Ursley was nevertheless so poor, that she might 
probably have mended her own circumstances, as well as 
fcei husband’s, if she had renounced them all, and set 
herself quietly down to the care of her own household, 
and to assist fienjamin in the concerns of his trade. But 
Ursula was luxurious and genial in her habits, and could 
no more liave endured the stinted economy of Beniamin’s 
board, than she could have reconciled herself to the bald 
chat of his conversation. 

It was on the evening of the day on which Lord Nigel 
Olifaunt dined with the wealthy goldsmith, that wo must 
introduce Ursula Suddlechop upon the stage. She had 
that morning made a long tour to Westminster, was 
fatigued, and had assumed a certain large elbow-chair, 
rendered smooth by frequent use, placed on one side or 
her chimney, in which there was lit a small but bright 
fire. Here she observed, betwixt sleeping and waking, 
the simmenng of a pot of well -spiced ale, on the brown 
surface of which bobbed a small crab-a])plc, sufiiciontly 
roasted, while, a little mulatto girl watcheu, still more 
attentively, the process of dressing a veal sweetbread, in 
a silver stewpan which occupied th(i other side of the 
chimney. With these viands, doubtless, Dame Ursula 
proposed concluding the well-spent day, of which she 
reckoned the labour over, and the rest at her own com- 
mand. Hhe was deceived, however ; for just as the ale, 
or, to speak technically, the lamb’s- wool, was fitted for 
drinking, and the little dingy maiden intimated that 
the sweetbread was ready to be eaten, the thin cracked 
voice of Benjamin was heard from the bottom of the 
stairs. 

*‘Why, Dame Ursley — why, wife, I say — ^why, dame — 
why, love, you are wanted more than a strop for a blunt 
razor — why, dame ” 

would some one would draw a razor across thy wind- 
pipe, thou bawling ass 1 ” said the dame to herself in the 
first moment of irntation against her clamorous help* 
mate ; and then call^ aloud, — Why, what is tlie matter. 
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Master Suddlechop ? I am just going to slip into bed ; I 
have been daggled to and fro the whole day. 

“Nay, swectTieart, it is not me,” said the patient Ben- 
jamin, “but the Scots laundry-maid from neighbour 
llamsay^s, who must speak with you incontinent.” 

At the word sweetrieart. Dame Ursley cast a wistful 
look at the mess which was stewed to a second in the 
stewpan, and then replied with a sigh, — “Bid Scots Jenny 
come up, Master Suddlechop. I ^all be very happy to 
hear what she has to say ; ” then added in a lower tone, 
“ and I hope she will go to the devil in the flame of a tar- 
barrel, like many a Scots witch before her ! ” 

The Scots laundress entered accordingly, and having 
heard nothing of the last kind wish of Dame Suddlechop, 
made her reverence with considerable respect, and said, 
her young mistress had returned home unwell, and wished 
to see her neighbour, Dame Ursley, directly. 

“And why will it not do to-morrow, Jenny, my good 
woman?” said Dame Ursley ; “for I have been as far as 
Wiiitehall to-day already, and I am well-nigh worn off 
my feet, my good woman.” 

“ Aweel ! ” answered Jenny, with great composure, “and 
if that sae be sae, I maun take the langer tramp my sell, 
and maun gao down the waterside for auld Mother Bed- 
cap, at the ilungerford Stairs, that deals in comforting 
young creatures, e’en as you do yoursell, hinny ; for ane 
o* ye the bairn maun see before she sleeps, and that^s a* 
that I ken on’t.” 

So saying, the old emissary, without farther entreaty, 
turned oii lier heel, and was about to retree.t, when Dame 
Ursley exclaimed, — “No, no— if the sweet child, your 
mistress, has any necessary occasion for good advice and 
kind tendance, you need not go to Mother Eedcap, Janet. 
She may do very well for skippers’ mves, chandlers’ 
daughters, and such like ; but nobody shall wait on pretty 
Mistress Margaret, the daughter of his most Sacred 
M^esty’s horoioger, excepting and saving myself. And 
so I will but take my chopins and my cloak, and put on 
my mufller, and cross the street to neighbour Ramsay’s in 
an instant. But tell me yourself, good Jenny, are you 
not something tired of your young lady’s frolics and 
change of mind twenty times a-day ? ” 

“In troth, not I,” said the patient drudge, “unless it 
may be when she is a w^ee fashions^ about washing 
her laces ; but I have been her keeper since she was 

1 Troublesome. 
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a bairn, neighbour Suddlecbop, and that makes a differ- 
ence.” 

“ Ay,” said Dame Ursley, still busied putting on ad- 
ditionsu defences against the night air; “and you know 
for certain that she has two hundred pounds a-year in 
good land at her own free disposal V* 

“Left by her gmndniother, Heaven rest^ her soul!” 
8£^id the Scotswoman } “and to a daintier lassie she could 
hot have bequeathed it.” 

“ Very true, very true, mistress ; for, with all her little 
whims, I have always said Mistress Margaret Ramsay 
was the prettiest girl in the ward ; and, Jenny, I warrant 
the poor child has had no supper?” 

Jenny could not say but it was the case, “for, her 
fuaster \mng out, the twa ’prentice lads had gone out 
after shutting shop, to fetch them home, and she and the 
other maid had gone out to Sandy MacGiven’s, to see a 
friend frae Scotland.” 

“As was very natural, Mrs Janet,” said Dame Ursley, 
who found her interest in assenting to all sorts of pro- 
positions from slU sorts of persons. 

“And so the fire went out, too,” — said Jenny. 

“ Which was the most natural of the whole,” said Dame 
Suddlechop : “and so, to cut the matter short, Jenny, Fll 
over the little bit of supper that I was going to eat. 
For dinner I have tasted none, and it may be my young 
pretty Mistress Marget will eat a morsel with me ; for it 

S mere emptines^ Mistress Jenny, that often puts these 
uciea of illness into young folk’s heads.” So saying, she 
put the silver posset-cup with the ale into Jenny’s hands, 
and assuming neir mantle with the alacrity of one deter- 
mined to sacrifice inclination to duty, she hid the stew- 
pan under its folds, and commanded Wilsa, the little 
mulatto girh to light them across the street. 

“Whither away, so late?” said the barber, whom they 
passed seated with his starveling boys round a mess of 
stock-fish and parsnips, in the shop below. 

“If I were to tell you, Gaffer,” said the dame, with most 
contemptuous coolness, “ I do not think you could do my 
Orrand, so I will e’en keep it to myself.” Benjamin was 
too much accustomed to his wife^s independent mode of 
conduct, to pursue his enquiry farther ; nor did the datne 
tarry for farther question, but marched out at the door, 
Idling the eldest of the boys “to sit up till her return, 
and look to the house the wnilst.” 

. 3?he night was dark and rainy, and although the dis- 
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tance betwixt the two shops was short, it allowed Dame 
Ursley leisure enough, while she strode along with high- 
tucked petticoats, to embitter it by the following grum- 
bling reflections — “I wonder what I have done, that I 
must needs trudge at every old beldam’s bidding, and 
every young minx’s maggot I I have been marched from 
Temple-Bar to Whitechapel, on the matter of a pinmakev’s 
wife having pricked her fingers — marry, her husband that 
made the weapon might have salved the wound. — ^And 
hero is this fantastic apa pretty Mistress Marget, for- 
sooth — such a beauty as 1 could make of a Dutch doll, 
and as fantastic, ana humorous, and conceited, as if she 
were a duchess. I have seen her in the same day as 
changeful as a marmozet, and as stubborn as a mule. I 
shoula like to know whether her little conceited noddle, 
or her father’s old crazy calculating jolter-pate, breeds 
most whimsies. But then there’s that two hundred pounds 
a-year in dirty land, and the hither is held a close chuff, 
though a fanciful — ne is our landlord besides, and she has 
begged a late day from him for our rent ; so, God help 
me, I must be comfortable — besides, the little capricious 
devil is my only key to get at Master George Heriot’s 
secret, and it concerns my character to find that out ; and 
so, andiamoB. as the lingua franca hath it.” 

Thus pondering, she moved forward with hasty strides 
until she arrived at the watchmaker’s habitation. The 
attendant admitted them by means of a pass-key. On- 
ward glided Dame Ursula, now in glimmer and now in 
gloom, not like the lovely Lady Cristabelle through Gothic 
sculpture and ancient armour, but creeping and stumbling 
amongst relics of old machines, and models of new inven- 
tions in various branches of mechanics, with which wrecks 
of useless ingenuity, either in a broken or half-finished 
shape, the apartment of the fanciful though ingenious 
mechanist was continually lumbered. 

At length they attained, by a very narrow staircase, 
pretty Mistress Margaret’s apartment, where she, the 
cynosure of the eyes of every bold young bachelor in 
Fleet-street, sat in a posture which hovered between the 
discontented and the disconsolate. For her pretty back 
and shoulders were rounded into a curve, her round and 
dimpled chin reposed in the hollow of her little palm, 
while the fingers were folded over her mouth ; her elbow 
rested on a table, and her eyes seemed fixed upon the 
dying charcoal, which was expiring in a small grata 
She scarce turned her head when Dame Ursula entered 
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and when tho presence of that estimable matron was 
more precise! announced in words by the old Scots- 
woman, Mistress Margaret, without changing her posture, 
muttered some sort of answer that was wholly unintel- 
ligible. 

Go your ways down to the kitchen with Wilsa, good 
Mistress Jenny,” said Dame Ursula, who was used to all 
sorts of freaks on the part of her patients or clients, 
whichever they might be termed ; “ put the stewpan ana 
the porringer by the fireside, and go down below — I 
must speak to my pretty love, Mistress Margaret, by 
myself — and there is not a bachelor betwixt this and bow 
but will envy me the privilege.” 

The attendants retired as directed, and Dame Ursula, 
having availed herself of the embers of charcoal, to place 
her stewpan to the best advantage, drew herself as close 
as she could to her patient, and began in a low, soothing, 
and confidential tone of voice, to enquire w-hat ailed her 
pret^ flower of neighbours. 

‘‘Nothing, dame,” said Margaret, somewhat pettishly, 
and changing her posture so as rather to turn her back 
upon the kind enquirer. 

“ Nothing, lady-bird ! ” answered Dame Suddlechop ; 
“and do you use to send for your friends out of bed at 
this hour for nothing?” 

“It was not I who sent for you, dame,” replied the 
malecontent maiden. 

“And who was it, then ?” said Ursula ; “for if I had not 
been sent for, 1 had not been here at this time of night, I 
promise you ! ” 

“ It was the old Scotch fool Jenny, who did it out of 
her own head, I suppose,” said Margaret ; “ for slie hfis 
been stunning me these two hours about you and Mother 
Redcap.” 

“Me and Mother Redcap ! ” said Dame Ursula, “an old 
fool indeed, that couples folk up so. — But come, come, my 
sweet little neighbour, Jenny is no such fool after all ; she 
knows young folks want more and better advice than 
her own, and she knows, too, where to find it for them : 
so you must take heart of grace, my pretty maidem ana 
tell me what you are moping abou^ and tnen let Dame 
Ursula alone tor finding out a cure.” 

“Nay, an ye be so wise, Mother Ursula,” replied the 
girl, “you may guess what I ail without my telling 
you.” 

“Ay, ay, child,” answered the complaisant matron, “no 
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one can play better than I at the good old game of What 
is iny thought like ? Now Til warrant that little head of 
yours is running on a new head-tire, a foot higher than 
those our city dames wear — or you are all for a trip to 
Islington or Ware, and your father is cross and will not 
consent — or ” 

“Or you are an old fool, Dame Suddlechop,” said 
Margaret, peevishly, “and must needs trouble yourself 
about matters you know nothing of.” 

“Fool as much as you will, mistress,” said Dame Ursula, 
offended in her turn, “but not so very many years older 
than yourself, mistress.” 

“Oh ! we are angry, are we?” said the beauty ; “and 
pray, Madam Ursula, how come you, that are not so 
many years older than me, to talk about such nonsense 
to me, who am so many years younger, and who yet 
have too much sense to care about head-gears and 
Islington ? ” 

^ “Well, well, young mistress,” said the sage counsellor, 
rising, “I nerceive I can be of no use here ; and incthinks, 
since you Know your own matters so much better than 
other people do, you might dispense with disturbing folks 
at midniglit to ask their advice.” 

“Why, now you are angry, mother,” said Margaret, 
detaining her ; “this comes of your coming out at even- 
tide witnout eating your supper — 1 never heard you 
utter a cross word after you had finished your little 
nmrsel. — Here, Janet, a trencher and salt for Dame 
Ursula ; — and what have you in that porringer, dame 
Filthy clammy ale, as I would live— Janet fling it 
out of the window, or keep it for my father’s morning 
draught ; and she snail bring you the pottle of sack that 
was set ready for him — good man, lie will never find out 
the difference, for ale will wash down his dusty calculations 
quite as well as wine.” 

“ Truly, sweetheart, I am of your opinion,” said Dame 
Ursula, whoso temporary displeasure vanished at once 
before these preparations for good cheer ; and so, settling 
herself on the great easy-chair, with a three-legged table 
before her, she began to dispatch, with good appetite, 
the little delicate dish which she had prepared for nerself. 
She did not, however^ fail in the duties of civility, and 
earnestly, but in vain, pressed Mistress Margaret to 
partake her dainties. The damsel declined the invitation. 

“At least pledge me in a glass of sack,” said Dame 
Ursula ; “I have heard my grandam say, that before the 
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^spellers came in, the old Catholic father confessors and 
Sheir penitents always had a cup of sack together before 
confession ; and you are my penitent,” 

“I shall drink no sack, I am sure,” said Margaret; ^‘and 
I told you before, that if you cannot find out what ails 
me, I shall never have the heart to tell it,” 

So saying, she turned away from Dame Ursula once 
more, and resumed her musing posture, with lier hand on 
her elbow, and her back, at least one shoulder, turned 
towards her confidant. 

"Nay, then,” said Dame Ursula, "I must exert my skill 
in good earnest. — You must give me this pretty hand, and 
I will tell you by palmistry, as well as any gipsy of them 
all, what root it is you halt upon.” 

"As if I halted on any toot at all,” said Ma^aret, 
something scornfully, but yielding her left hand to Ursula^ 
and continuing at the same time ner averted position. 

"I see brave lines here,” said Ursula, “and not ill to 
read neither — pleasure and wealth, and merry nights and 
late mornings to my Beauty, ana such an equipage as 
shall shake Whitehall. 0, have I touched you there t — 
and smile you now, my pretty one ?---for why should not 
he be Lora Mayor, and go to court in his gilded carooh, as 
others have done before him ? ” 

“ Lord Mayor ? pshaw I ” replied Margaret. 

“And why pshaw at my Lord Mayor, sweetheart? or 
perhaps you pshaw at my prophecy ; but there is a cross 
in every on8\ line of life as well as in yours, darling. 
And what though T see a ^prentice^s flat cap in this pretty 
palm, yet there is a sparkling black eye under it, hath not 
Its match in the Ward of Farringdon- Wit bout.” 

“ Whom do you mean, dame ? '^said Margaret, coldly. 

“Whom sliould I mean,” said Dame Ursula, “but the 
prince of Jprentices, and king of good company, Jeukin 

“Out, woman — Jenkin Vincent?— -a clown — a Cockney!” 
exclaimed the indignant damsel. 

“Ay, sets the wind in that quarter. Beauty I” quoth the 
dame ; “ why, it has changed something since we spoke 
together las^ for then I would have sworn it blew fairer 
for poor Jin Via ; and the poor lad dotes on you too^ and 
would rather see your eyes than the first glimpse of the sun 
on the great holyday on May-day.” 

“I would my eyes had the power of the sun to blind his, 
then,” said Margaret, “ to teach the drudge his place.” 

“Nay/* said Dame Ursula, “there w some who say 
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that Frank Tunstall is as proper a lad as Jin Vin, and of 
surety he is third cousin to a knighthood, and come of a 
good house ; and so mayhap you may be for northward 
ho ! ” 

** Maybe I may,” — answered Margaret, “but not with 
my father’s ’prentice — I thank you, i)ame Ursula.” 

“ Nay, then, the devil may guess your thoughts for me,” 
said Dame Ursula ; “ this comes of trying to shoe a filly 
that is eternally wincing and shifting ground ! ” 

“Hear me, then,” said Margaret, “and mind what I say. 
— This day I dined abroad ” 

“I can tell you where,” answered her counsellor, — 
“with your i^oafather the rich goldsmith— ay, you see 1 
know something — nay, I could tell you, an 1 would, with 
whom, too.” 

“ Indeed 1 ” said Margaret, turning suddenly round 
with an accent of strong surprise, and colouring up to 
the eyes. 

“ With old Sir Mungo Malagrowther,” said the oracular 
dame, — “he was trimmed in my Benjamin’s shop in his 
way to the city.” 

“Pshaw ! the frightful old mouldy skeleton 1 ” said the 
damsel. 

“Indeed you say true, my dear,” replied the confidant, 
— “it is a shame to him to be out of Saint Pancras’s 
chamebhouse, for I know no olher place he is fit for, the 
foubmouthed old railer. He siiid to my husband” 

“Somewhat which signifies nothing to our purpose, I 
dare say,” interrupted Margaret. “ 1 irnist speak, then. — 
There ained with us a nobleman ” 

“A nobleman 1 the maiden’s mad ! ” said Dame Ursula. 

“There dined with us, 1 say,” continued Margaret, with- 
out regarding the interruption, “ a noblenian — a Scottish 
noblexpan.” 

“Now Our Lady keep her ! ” said the confidant, “she is 
Quite frantic ! — heard ever any one of a watcnmaker’s 
daughter falling in love with a nobleman — and a Scots 
nobleman, to make the matter complete, who are all as 
proud as Lucifer, and as po(»r as Job f— A Scots nobleman, 
quotha? I had as lief you told me of a Jew pedlar. I 
would have you think how all this is to end, pretty one, 
before you jump in tlxe dark.” 

“That is nothing to you, Ursula— it is your as^stance,' 
said Mistress Margaret, “ and not your advice, that I am 
desirous to have, and you know I can make it worth your 
while,*^ 
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“O, it is not for the sake of lucre, Mistress Margaret,” 
answered the obliging dame ; “ but truly I would have 
you listen to some advice — ^bethink you of your own 
condition.” 

“ My father’s calling is mechanical,” said Margaret, “but 
our blood is not so. I have heard my father say that we 
are descended, at a distance indeed, from the great Earls 
of Dalwolsey.”^ 

“Ay, ay,” said Dame Ursula ; “even so— I never knew 
a Scot of you but was descended, as ye call it, from some 
great house or other ; and a piteous descent it often is — 
and as for the distance .you speak of, it is so great as to 
put you out of sight of each other. Yet do not toss your 
pretty head so scornfully, but tell me the name of this 
lordly northern gallant, and we will try what can be done 
in the matter.” 

“It is Lord Glenvarloch, whom they call Lord Nijjel 
Olifaunt,” said Margaret, in a low voice, and turning 
away to hide her blushes. 

“Marry, Heaven forfend!” exclaimed Dame Suddle- 
chop ; “this is the very devil, and something worse !” 

“How mean you?” said the damsel, surprised at the 
vivacity of her exclamation. 

“Why, know ye not,” said the dame, “what powerful 
enemies he has at Court ? know ye not — But blisters on 
my tongue, it runs too fast for my wit — enough to say, 
that you had better make your bridahbed under a falling 
house than think of young Glenvarloch.” 

“ He is unfortunate, then ? ” said Margaret ; “ I knew it 
— I divined it — there was sorrow in his voice when he 
Sfiid even what was gay— there was a touch of misfortune 
in his melancholy smile— he had not thus clung to my 
thoughts had I seen him in all the mid-day glare of 
prosperity.” 

‘‘ilomances have cracked her brain ! ” said Dame Ursula ; 
“ she is a castaway girl— utterly distraught— loves a Scots 
lord — and likes him the better for being unfortunate! 
Well, mistress, I am sorry this is a matter I cannot aid 
you in— it goes against my conscience, and it is an affair 
above my condition and beyond my management but I 
will keep your counsel.” 


I The head of the ancient and dlstinsruisbed house of Ramsay, and to whom, 
as their chief, the individuals of that name look as their origin and source of 
gentry, Allan Ramsay, the pastoral poet, in the same manner, makes 


Dalhousie of an auld descent, 

My chief, my stoop, my ornament.** (S.) 
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“You will not be so base as to desert me, after having 
drawn mv secret from me?” said Margaret, indignantly ; 
“ if you do, I know how to have my revenge ; and if you 
do not, I will reward you well. Remember the house your 
husband dwells in is my father’s property.” 

“I remember it but too well, Mistress Margaret,” said 
Ursula, after a luoment’s reflection, “and I would serve 
you in anything in my condition ; but to meddle with 
such high matters— I shall never forget poor Mistress 
Turner,^ my honoured patroness, peace he with her ! — she 
had the ill-luck to meddle in the matter of Somerset and 
Overbury, and so the groat Earl and his lady slipt their 
necks out of the collar, and left her and some half-dozen 
others to suffer in their stead. I shall never forget the sight 
of her standing on the scaflbld with the rufl* round her 
pretty neck, ail done up with the yellow starch which I 
had so often helped her to make, and that w as so soon to 

f ive place to a rough henii>en cord. Such a sight, sweet- 
eart, will make one loath to meddle with mattei's that 
are too hot or heavy for their handling.” 

“ Out, you fool ! ^ answered Mistress Margaret ; “am I 
one to speak to vou about such criminal practices as that 
wretch died for f All I desire of you is, to get me precise 
knowledge of wdiat affair brings this young nobleman to 
Court.” 

“And when you have his secret” said Ursula, “what 
wdll it avail you, sweetheart ?— and yet I would do your 
errand, if you could do as much for me.” 

“ And what is it you would have of me ! ” said Mistress 
Margaret. 

“ What you have been angry with me for asking before,” 
answered Dame Ursula. “I w^ant to have some light 
about the story of your godfathers ghost, that is only 
seen at prayers.” 

“Not for the world.” said Mistress Margaret, “will I be 
a spy on my kind godfather’s secrets— -No, Ursula — that I 
will never pry into, wliicli he desires to keep hidden. 
But thou knowest that I have a fortune of iny own, which 
must at no distant day come under my own management 
— ^think of some other recompense.” 

“Ay, that I well know,” said the counsellor— “ it is that 
two hundred per year, with your father’s indulgence, that 
makes you so wilful, sweetheart.” 

“It may be so,”— said Margaret Ramsay ; “meanwhile, 
do you serve me truly, and here is a nng of value in 

1 See Note 6.—Mr9 Aaue Turner. 
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pledge, that when my fortune is in my own hand, I will 
redeem the token with fifty broad pieces of gold.” 

“Fifty broad pieces of gold ! ” repeated the dame ; “and 
this ring, which is a right fair one, in token you fail not 
of your word ! — Well, sweetheart, if I must put my throat 
in peril, I am sure I cannot risk it for a friend more 
generous than you j and I would not think of more than 
the pleasure of serving you, only Benjamin gets more idle 
eve^ day, and our family” 

“ Say no more of it,” said Margaret ; “ we understand 
each other. And now, tell me what you know of this 
young man’s affairs, which made you so unwilling to 
meddle with them ? ” 

“ Of that I can say no great matter, as yet,” answered 
Pame Ursula; “only I know, the most powerful among 
his own countrymen are against him, and also the most 
powerful at the Court here. But I will learn more of it ; 
lor it will be a dim print that I will not read for your 
sake, pretty Mistress Margaret. Know you where this 
gallant dwells?” 

“I heard by accident,” said Margaret, as if ashamed of 
the minute particularity of her memory upon such an 
occasion, — “he lodges, I tliink—at one Christie’s — if I 
mistake not— at Paul's Wharf— a ship-chandler’s.” 

“ A proper lodging for a young baron! — Well, but cheer 
you up. Mistress Margaret — If lie has come up a cater- 
pillar, like some of his countrymen, he may cast his 
slough like them, and come out a butterfly.— So 1 drink 
good-night, and sweet dreams to you, in another parting 
cup of sack ; and you shall hear tidings of me within 
four-and-twenty hours. And. once more, I comniend 
you to your pillow, my pearl of pearls, and Marguerite of 
Marguerites ! ” 

So saying, she kissed the reluctant cheek of her young 
friend, or patroness, and took her departure with the 
light and stealthy pace of one accustomed accomnjodftte 
her footsteps to the purposes of dispatch and secrecy. 

Margaret Bamsay looked after her for time, in 
anxious silence. “ 1 did ill,” she at leng^th murmpi^, to 
let her wring this out of me ; but she is uftfuL ooldi ftnd 
serviceable — and I think faithful— or, if not, she will be 
true at least to her interest, and that I can comn^nd. J 
would I had not spoken, however— I have begun a noj^less 
work. For what has be said to me, to warrant my 
meddling in his fortunes? — Nothing but words of the 
most orainary import— mere table-talk^ and terms of 
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course. Yet who knows -she said, and then broke off, 
looking at the glass the while ; which, as it reflected back 
a face of great beauty, probably suggested to her mind 
a more favourable conclusion of the sentence than she 
cared to trust her tongue withaL 


CHAPTER IX 

So pitiful a thing is suitor’s state ! 

Most miserable man, whom wicUed fate 
Bath brought to Court t<» sue, lor Jla>t 1 vrist, 

Tliat few have found, aiul inan.^ a one liath miss'd f 
f'ull little knowest thou, that hast not tried. 

What hell it is, in sucing long to bhle : 

To lose good days that might be betkr spent ; 

To waste long nights in jansne discontent ; 

To speed to-day, to be j»ut hack to-morrow ; 

To feed on hope, to pine \\ilh fear and sot row ; 

To have thy Prince’s grace, yet want her Peers’ ; 

To have thy asking, yet wait many years ; 

To fret thy soul with crosses and with cares — 

To eat thy heart through comfortless despairs 
To fawn, to crouch, to wait, to ride, to run, 

To 8i>end, to give, to want, to be undone. 

• if other Huhberd’a Tale. 

On the morning of the day on which George Heriot had 
prepared to escort the young Lord of Gloiivarloch to the 
Court at Whitehall, it may bo reasonably supposed, that 
the young man. whose fortunes were likely to dejamd on 
this cast, felt himself more than usually anxious. He 
rose early, made his toilet with uncommon caie, and, 
being enabled, by the generosity of his more plel>eian 
countryman, to set out a very handsome person to the' 
best advantage, he obtained a moinentary approbation 
from himself as he glanced at the mirror, and a loud and 
distinct plaudit from his landlady, who declared at once, 
that, in her judgment, ho would take the wind out of the 
sail of every gallant in the presence— so much had she 
been able to eiiricli her discourse w ith the metaphors of 
those with whom her husband dealt. 

At the appointed liour, the barge of [Master George 
Heriot arrived, handsomely manned and aj^j^ointed, having 
a tilt, with his own cipher, and the arms of his company, 
painted thereupon. 

The young lord of Glenvarloch received the friend, who 
had evmcedTsuch disinterested attachment, with the kind 
courtesy which well became him. 

Heriot then made him acquainted with the 
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bounty of his Sovereign ; which he paid over to his 
young friend, declining what he liad himself formerly 
advanced to him. Nigel felt all the gratitude which the 
citizen's disinterested meudship had deserved, and was 
not wanting in expressing it suitably. 

Yet, as the young and high-born nobleman embarked to 
go to the presence of his iMnce, under tlie patronage of 
one whose best, or most distinguished qualification, was 
his being an eminent member of the Goldsmiths* Incor- 
poration, he felt a little piimrised, if not abashed, at liis 
own situation ; and Richie Moniplies, as lie stepped over 
the gangway to take his place forward in the boat, could 
not help muttering, — “It was a changed day betwixt 
Master Heriot and liis honest father in the ICrsemes ; — 
but, doubtless, there was a difierence between clinking on 
gold and silver, and clattering upon jiewter.” 

On they glided, by the assistance of the oars of four 
stout watermen, along the Thames, which then served for 
the principal high-road betwixt London and Westminster ; 
for few ventured on horseback through the narrow and 
crowded streets of the city, and coaches were then a 
luxury reserved only for the higher nobility, and to which 
no citizen, whatever was his wealth, presumed to aspire. 
The beauty of the banks, especially on the northern side, 
where the gardens of the nobility descended from their 
hotels, in many places, down to the waters edge, was 
pointed out to Nigel W his kind conductor, ana was 
pointed out in vain. Tlie mind of the young Lord of 
Glenvarloch was filled with anticipations, not the most 
pleasant, concerning the manner in whicn he was likely^ 
to be received by that monarch, in whose behalf his 
family had been nearly reduced to ruin ; and he 'was, with 
the usual mental anxiety of those in such a situation, 
framing imaginary questions from the King, and over- 
toiling his spirit in devising answers to them. 

His conductor saw the labour of Nigel's mind, and 
avoided increasing it by farther conversation ; so that, 
when he had explained to him briefly the ceremonies 
observed at Court on such occasions of presentation, the 
rest of their voyage was performed in silence. 

They landed at Whitehall Stairs, and entered the 
Palace after announcing their names, — the guai-ds paying 
to Lord Glenvarloch the respect and honours due to his 
rank. 

The young man's heart beat high and thick within him 
as he came into , the royal apartments. His education 
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abroad, conducted, as it had been, on a narrow and limited 
scala had given him but imperfect ideas of the grandeur 
of a Court ; and the philosophical reflections which taught 
him to set ceremonial and exterior splendour at defiance, 
proved, like other maxims of mere pliilosophy, ineffectual, 
at the moment they were weighed against the impression 
naturally made on the mind of an inexperienced youth, 
by the unusual magnificence of the scene. The splendicl 
apartments through which they passed, the rich apparel 
or the grooms, guards, and domestics in waiting, and the 
cerenionial attending th(‘ir passage through the long suite 
of apartments, had somotliing in it, trifling and common- 
place as it might appear to practised courtiers, embarrass- 
ing, and even alarming, to one, who went through these 
forma for the first time, and who was doubtful wat sort 
of reception was to accompany his first ajipearance before 
his Sovereign. 

Heriot, in anxious attention to save his young friend 
from any momentary awkwardness, had taken care to 
give the necessary password to the wai'ders, grooms of 
the chambers, ushers, or by wbatever name they were 
designated ; so they passed on without interruption. 

In this manner they pjissed several anterooms, filled 
chiefly with guards, attendants of the Court, and their 
acquaintances, male and female, who, dressed in their best 
apparel, and with eyes rounded by eager curiosity to nuake 
the most of their opportunity, stood, with beseeming 
modesty, ranked against the wall, in a manner which 
indicated that they were spectators, not performers, in 
the courtly exhibition. 

Through these exterior apartments Lord Glenvarloch 
and his city friend advanced into a large and splendid with- 
drawing-room, communicating witli the presence-chamber, 
into which anteroom were admitted those only, who, from 
birth, their posts in the state or household, or oy the par 
ticular grant of the King, had right to attend the Court, 
as men entitled to pay their respects to their Sovereign. 

Amid this favoured and selected company, Nigel 
observed Sir Mungo Malagrowther, who, avoided and 
discountenanced by those who knew how low he stood in 
Court interest and favour, was but too happy in the 
opportunity of hooking himself upon a person of Lord 
Glenvarloch’s rank, who was, as yet, so inexperienced as 
to feel it diflicult to shake off an intruder. 

The knight forthwith fmmed his grim features to a 
ghastly smile, and, after a preliminary and patronising 
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nod to George Heriot, accompanied with an aristocratic 
wave of the hand, which intimated at once superiority 
and protection, he laid aside altogether the honest citizex^, 
to whom he owed many a dinner, to attach himself ex- 
clusively to the young lord, although he suspected he 
might be occasionally in the predicament of needing one 
as much as himself. And even the notice of this original, 
singular and unamiable as he was, was not entirely 
indifferent to Lord Glenvarloch, since the absolute and 
somewhat constrained silence or his good friend Heriot, 
which left him nt liberty to retire painfully to his own 
agitating reflections, was now relieved ; while on the other 
hand, he could not help feeling interest in the sharp and 
sarcastic information poured upon him by an observant, 
though discontented courtier, to whom a patient auditor, 
and ne a man of title and rank, was as much a prize, a$ 
his acute and commiinicalive aispositioii rendered him 
an entertaining comiianion to Nigel Olifaunt. Heriot, 
in the meantime, neglected by Sir Mungo, and avoiding 
every attempt by which the grateful politeness of Lord 
Glenvarloch strove to bring iiirn into the conversation, 
stood by, with a kind of half smile on his countenance ; 
but whether excited by Sir Mungo’s wit, or arising at his 
expense, did not exactly appear. 

In the meantime, the trio occupied a nook of the ante- 
room, next to the door of the presence-chamber, which 
was not yet thrown open, when Maxwell, with his rod of 
office, came bustling into the apartment, where most men^ 
excepting those of high rank, made way for him. He 
stopped beside the partv in which we are interested, 
looked for a moment at the young Scots nobleman; then 
made a slight obeisance to Heriot, and lastly, addrei^ing 
Sir Mungo Malagrowther, began a hurried complaint to 
him of the misbehaviour of the gentlemen-pensioners and 
warders, who suffered all sort of citizens, suitor^ an4 
scriveners, to sneak into the outer apartments, without 
either resect or decency. — “ The English.*^ he said, "were 
scandaliz^, for such a thing durst not he attempted in 
the Queen’s days. Jn her time, there was then the court- 
yard for the mobility, and the apartments for the nobility ; 
and it reflects on your place, Sir Mungo," he add^, 
"belonging to the household as you do, that such ttiings 
should not l>e better ordered.” 

Here Sir Muilgo, afflicted, as was frequently the case 
on such occasions, with one of his usual fits ot deafness, 
answered, "It was no wonder the mobility used freedom^ 
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when those whom they saw in office were so little better 
in blood and havings than themselves.” 

“You are right, sir^—cjuite right,” said Maxwell, putting 
his hand on the tarnished embroidery on the old knight’s 
sleeve^— “ when such fellows ^ee men in office dressed in 
cast-on suits, like paltry stage players, it is no wonder 
the Court is thronged with intruders.” 

“Were you lauding the taste of my embroidery, Maister 
Maxwell f” answerea the knight, who apparently inter- 
preted the dejjuty -chamberlain’s meaning rather rrom his 
action than his words , — “ it is of an ancient and liberal 
pattern, having been made by your mother’s father, auld 
James Stitchell, a master-fashioner of honest repute, in 
Merlin’s Wynd, whom 1 made a point to employ, as I am 
now happy to remember, seeing your father thought fit 
to intermarry wulh sic a person’s ciaughler.” ^ 

Maxwell looked stern ; Imt, conscious there was nothing 
to be got of Sir Mungo in the way of an)ends, and that 
prosecuting the quarrel with such au adversary would 
only render him ridiculous, and make public a mis-alliance 
of which he had no reason to bo proud, he covered his 
resentment with a sneer ; and, expressing his regret that 
Sir Mungo was become too deaf to understand or attend 
to what was said to him, walked on, and planted himself 
be.side the folding-doors of the presence-chamber, at which 
he was to perform the duty of deputy-chamberlain, or 
usher, so soon as they should he opened. 

“The door of the presence is about to open,” said the 
goldsmith, in a whisper, to his young friend ; “my condition 
permits me to go no farther with you. Fail not to present 
yourself boldly, according to your birth, and offer your 
Supplication ; which the ning will not refuse to accept, 
and, as I hone, to consider favourably.” 

As he spoxe, the door of the presence-chamber opened 
accordingly, and, as is usual on such occasions, the courtiers 
began to advance towards it, and to enter in a slow, but 
continuous and uninterrupted stream. 

As Nigel presented himself in his turn at the entrance, 
and mentioned his name and title, Maxwell seemed to 
hesitat0. “ You are not known to any one,” he said. “ It 
is my duty to suffer po one to pass to the presence, my 
lord, whose face is unknown to me, unless upon the word 
of a responsible person.” 

“ I came with Master George Heriot,” said Nigel, in some 
embarrassment at this unexpected interruption, 

1 See Note 5.-~Sir Muogo Malo^owther. 
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“Master lleriot’s name will pass current for much 
gold and silver, my lord,” replied Maxwell, with a civil 
sneer, “ but not for birth and rank. I am compelled by 
iiiy olhce to be peremptory. — The entrance is impeded— I 
am much concerned to say it —your lordship must stand, 
back.” 

“What is the matter?” snid an old Scottish noble- 
man, who had been speaking with George Heriot, after 
he had separated from Nigel, and who now came forward, 
observing the altercation betwixt the latter and Maxwell. 

“It is only Master Deputy-Chamberlain Maxwell,” said 
Sir Mungo ^lalagrowther, “expressing his joy to see 
Lord Glenvarlocli at Court, whose father gave him his 
office — at least I think he is speaking to that purport — 
for your lordsliip kens my imperfection.” A subdued 
laugh, such as the situation ]iormitted, passed round 
amongst those who heard this specimen or Sir Mungo’s 
sarcastic temper. But the old nobleman stepped still 
more forward, saying, — “What! — the son of my gallant 
old opponent, Ochtred Olifaunt ? — I will introduce him to 
the presence myself.” 

8o saying, ho took Nigel by the arm, without farther 
ceremony, and was about to lead him forw'ard, when 
!Max well, still keeping his rod across the door, said, but with 
hesitation and embarrassiiH'iit, — “My lord, this gentle- 
man is not known, and 1 have orders to be scrupulous.” 

“ Tutti-taiti, man,” said the old lord, “ I will be answer- 
able he is his father’s son, from the cut of his eyebrow — 
and thou, Maxwell, kiiewest his father well enough to 
have spared thy scruples. Let us pass, man.” So say- 
ing, lie put aside the deputy-chamberlain’s rod, and 
entered the presence-room, still holding the young noble- 
man by the arm. 

“ Why, I must know you, man,” he said ; “ I must know 
you. I knew your father well, man, and T have broke a 
lance and crossed a blade witli him ; and it is to my credit 
that I am living to brag^ of it. lie was king’s-man, 
and I was queen’s-man, during the Douglas wars — 
young fellows both, that feared neither fire nor steel ; and 
we liad some old feudal quarrels besides, that had come 
down from father to son, with our seal-rings, two-handed 
broadswords, and plate-coats, and the crests on our 
burgonets.” 

“Too loud, my Lord of Huntinglen,” whispered a gentle- 
man of the chamber. — “The King !— the King ! ” 

1 Boast. 
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The old Earl (for such he proved) took the hint, and 
was silent ; and James, advancing from a side-door, re- 
ceived in succession the compliments of strangers, while 
a little ffroup of favourite courtiers, or officers of the 
household, stood around him, to whom he addressed him- 
self from time to time. Some more pains had been be- 
stowed on his toilet than upon the occasion when we first 
presented the monarch to our readers ; but there was a 
natural awkwardness about his figure which prevented 
his clothes from sitting handsomely, and the prudence or 
timidity of his disposition had made him adopt the 
custom already noticed, of wearing a dress so thickly 
quilted as might withstand the stroke of a dagger, which 
added an ungainly stiffness to his whole appearance, con- 
trasting oddly with the frivolous, ungraceful, and fidgeting 
motions with which he. accompanied his conversation. 
And yet, though the King’s deportment was very un- 
dignified, he had a manner so kind, familiar, and good- 
humoured, was so little apt to veil over or conceal his 
own foibles, and had so much indulgence and sympathy 
for those of others, that his address, joined to his learning, 
and a certain proportion of shrewd mother-wit, failed not 
to make a favourable impression on those who approached 
his person. 

When the Earl of Huiitinglen had presented Nigel to 
his Sovereign, a ceremony which the pood peer took upon 
himself, the King received the young lord very graciously, 
and observed to his introducer, that he “was fain to see 
them twa stand side by side ; for I trow, my Lord Hunt- 
inglenj” continued he, “your ancestors, ay, and e’en your 
lordship’s self and this lad’s father, have stood front to 
front at the sword’s point, and that is a worse posture.” 

“Until your Majesty,” said Lord Hiintinglen, “made 
liOrd Ochtred and me cross palms, upon the memorable 
day when your Majesty feasted all the nobles that were 
at feud together, and made them join hands in your 
presence ” 

“I mind it weel,” said the King ; “I mind it weel — it 
was a blessed day, being the nineteen of September, of 
all days in the year— and it was a blithe sport to see how 
some of the carles girned' as they clapped loofs‘^ together. 
By my saul, I thought some of them, mair especial the 
Hieland chiels, wad have broken out in our own presence ; 
but we caused them to march hand in hand to the Cross, 
ourselves leading the way, and there drink a blithe cup oi 

1 Fellows scowled. - Crossed palms. 
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kindness with ilk other, to the stanching of feud, and 
perpetuation of amity. Auld John Anderson was Provost 
that year — the carle grat' for joy, and the Bailies and 
Councillors danced bareheaded in our presence like five- 
year-auld colts, for very triumph.” 

“It was indeed a happy day,” said Lord Huntinglen, 
“and will not be forgotten in the history of your Majesty’s 
reign.” 

“I would not that it were, my lord,” replied the Monarch 
— “I would not that it were pretermitted s our annals. 
Ay, ay — Beati pact^ct. My English lieges here may weel 
make much of me. for I would have them to know, they 
have gotten the only peaceable man that ever came of my 
family. If James with the Fiery Face had come amongst 
you,” he said, looking round him, “or my great grandsire 
of Flodden memory ! ” 

“ We should have sent him back to the north again,” 
whispered one English nobleman. 

“At least,” said another, in the same inaudible tone, 
“we should have had a matt to our sovereign, though he 
were but a Scotsman.” 

“And now, my young springald,” said the King to 
Lord Glenvarlocn, “where nave you been spending your 
calf -time ? ” 

“At Leyden, of late, may it please your Majesty,” 
answered Lord Nigel. 

“ Aha ! a scholar,” said the King ; “ and, by my saul, a 
modest and ingenuous youth, that hath not forgotten how 
to blush, like most of our travelled Monsieurs. We will 
treat him conformably.” 

Then drawing himself up, coughing slightly, and looking 
around him with the conscious importance of superior 
learning, while all the courtiers who understood, or under- 
stood not, Latin, pressed eagerly forward to listen^ the 
sapient monarch prosecuted his enquires as follows : — 

“Hem ! hem ! Salve his.q'mterque salve, Glenvartock^s 
noster / Nuperumne ah Irngduno Batav(yniM BHUinniam 
rediisti ? ” 

The young nobleman replied, bowing low — 

“/mo, Rex augustissime — biennium/ere apvdLugdunmses 
morattis 

James proceeded — 

Biennium dids? hene, bene, opiume factum 
wmdie, qmd dicunt, — intetligisti, Demine Glmvq/rUKhitMis f 


1 Fellow wept. 


ft stripling. 
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Nigel replied by a reverent bow, and the King, turning 
to those behind him, said — 

“ Adolescens quidem ingenui vultus ingermique j)vdori$^^ 
Then resumed his learned queries. “ Ei quid Jwdie 
Lugdunemes loquuntur — Vosstus verier niliilne novi scripsitf 
— nihil certe, ^od doleo, tgvis recenter ediditP 

“ Yalei quidem VoBdus^ Rex henevoley* replied Nigel, 
senex yeneratusimus annum agit, ni fallor septuagesimumP 

“ Virumy mehereUy vix tam grandoivum credulerimj^ replied 
the Monarch, Vorstim iste? — Amiinii improhv st«j- 

ccBsor ceque ac sectator — Heroine adhucy ut mm Homeft'o 
lomnaTy Zw6s iarl Kal iirl depKCJtf ? ” 

Nigel, by good fortune, remembered that Vorstius, the 
divine last mentioned in Ins ^Majesty’s queries about the 
state of Dutch literature, had been engaged in a personal 
controversy with James, in which the King had taken so 
deep an interest, as at length to hint in his public corre- 
spondence with the United States, that they would do 
well to apply the secular arm to stop the progress of 
heresy by violent meaj'.ures against the rrofessor’s person 
— a demand which their Mighty Mightinesses’ principles 
of universal toleration induced them to elude, though 
with some difficulty. Knowing all this. Lord Glenvarlodi, 
though a courtier of only nve minutes’ standing, had 
address enough to reply — 

^ Vivum quidemy hetud diu est, hominem videbam — vigere 
autem quis dicat qui sub /ulminibus eloquenfice tucPy Rex 
Tna^Cy jamdudum pronusjacety et prosfratns?^^ ^ 

This last tribute to his polemical powers completed 
James’s happiness, which the triumph of exhibiting his 
erudition had already raised to a considerable height. 

He rubbed his hands, snapped his lingers, fidgeted, 
chuckled, exclaimed — ^^Euge/ belle I optime and turn- 
ing to the Bishops of Exeter and Oxford, who stood behind 
him, ho said,--‘^ Ye see, my lords, no bad specimen of our 
Scottish Latinity, with which language we would all our 
subjects of England were as well embued as this, and 
other youths of honourable birth in our auld kingdom ; 
also, we keep the genuine and Eoraan pronunciation, 
like other learned nations on the continent, sae that we 
hold communing with any scholar in the universe, who 
can but speak the Latin tongue ; whereas ye, our learned 

1 Lest any lady or ffenUemaa abooUl anvpeot there is aught of mystery con- 
cealed under the sentences printed tn Italios, they will be pleased to under- 
stand tbat Utoy contain only a few obmmonplaoe Latin phrases, relating to the 
state of letters in HpiUaiid, which neither deserve, nor would endure a literal 
translation. (S.) 
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subjects of England, have introduced into your univer- 
sities, otherwise most learnec^ a fashion of pronouncing like 
unto the ‘‘nijppit foot and olippit foot” of the bride in the 
fairy tale, whiik manner of speech (take it not amiss that 
I be round with you) can be understood by no nation on 
earth saving yourselves: whereby Latin, quoad Anglos^ 
ceaseth to be communis lingua^ the general drayman or 
interpreter, between all the wise men of the earth ” 

The Bishop of Exeter bowed, as in acquiescence to the 
royal censure ; but lie of Oxfom stood upright, as mind- 
ful over what subiects his see extended, and as being 
equally willing to oecome food for fagots in defence of 
the Latinity of the university, as for any article of his 
r^lmous creed. 

Tne King, without awaiting an answer from either 
prelate, proceeded to question Lord Nigel, but in the ver- 
nacular tongue, — “ Weel, n»y likely Alumnus of the Muses, 
and what make you so far from the north 1 ” 

*^To pay my homage to your Majesty,” said the young 
nobleman, kn^ling on one knee, “and to lay before you, 
he added, “this my humble and dutiful Supplication.” 

The presenting of a pistol would certainly have startled 
King James more, but could (setting apart the friglit) 
haraly have been more impleasing to his indolent dis- 
position. 

“And is it even so, man ?” said he ; “and can no single 
man, were it but for the mrity of the case, ever come up 
frae Scotland, excepting ex on set puimose, to 

see what he can make out of his loving Sovereign f It is 
but three days syue^ that we had weelnigh lost our life, 
and put three kingdoms into dule-weeds,^ from the over 
haste of a clumsy-handed peasant, to thrust a packet into 
pur hand, and now we are beset oy the like impediment 
in our very Court. To our Secretary with that gear, my 
lord — ^to our Secretary with that gear.” 

“I have already offered my humble Supplication to 
your Majesty^s Secretary of State,” said Lord Qlenvarloch 
—“but it seems” 

“That he would not receive it, I warrant!” said the 
King, interrupting him; “by my saul, oUr Secretary 
kens^ that point or king'craft, call^ refusing better than 
we do, and will look at nothing but what hejikes himscll 
— think I wad make a better Secretary to him than he 
to me.— Weel, my Iqrd, you are welcome to London ; and, 
as ye seem an acul^ and learned youth,* 1 advise ye to 
I hqs s Mosniiiig. » Ksowf 
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turn your neb ^ northward as sooii as ye Kke, and settle 
yoursell for a while at Haint Andrews, and wo will be 
right glad to hoar that you prosper in your studies, — 
Jncumhiie remis fwliUrP 

While the King spoke thus, he held the petition of the 
youn^ lord carelessly, like one who only delayed till the 
Kupplicant^s back was turned, to throw it away, or at 
least lay it aside to be -no more looked at. The petitioner, 
wlio read this in his cold and indifferent looks, and in the 
manner in which he twisted and crumpled together the 
paper, arose with a bitter sf'nse of anger and disappoint- 
nient, made a profound obeisance, and was about to retires 
hastily. But Lord Huntinglen, who stood by him, cheeked 
his intention by an almost imperceptible touch upon the 
skirt of his cloak, and Nigel, taking the hint, retreated 
only a few steps from the royal presence, and then made 
a pause. In the meantime, Lord Huntinglen kneeled 
before James, in his turn, and said — “May it please your 
Majesty to remember, that upon one certain occasion you 
did promise to grant me a boon every year of your sacred 
lifers ^ 

“I mind it weel, man,” answered James, “I mind it 
weel, and good reason why — it was when you unclasped 
the fause traitor lluthvens fangs from about our royal 
throat, and drove your dirk into nim like a true subject. 
We did then, as you remind us (whilk was unnecessary), 
being partly beside ourselves with joy at our liberation, 
promise we would grant you a free boon every year ; 
whilk promise, on our coming to menseful ^ possession of 
■our royal faculties, we did confirm, restrictive always and 
conditionaliter^ that your lordships demand should be 
such as we, in our royal discretion, should think reasonable.” 

“ Even so. gracious Sovereign,” said the old Earl, “ and 
may I yet farther crave to know if I have ever exceeded 
the bounds of your royal benevolence ?” 

“By my word, man, nol” said the Kingj “I cannot 
remember you have asked much for yourself if it be not a 
dog, or a hawk, or a buck out of our park at Theobald^s, 
or such like. But to what serves this preface 1 ” 

“To the boon which I am now to ask of your Grace,” 
mid Lord Huntinglen; “which is, that your Majesty 
would be pleased, on the instant, to look at the placet of 
Lord Glenvarlgoh, and do tipott it what your own just and 
royal nature shall think meet and just, without reference 
to your Secretary or any other of your Oounoll” 

1 Nose. > See Note HunUttateiu 9 Dibcrcut. 

XIV. — 5 
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By my saul» my lord, this is strange,” said the King j 
*' ye are pleading for the son of your enemy ! ” 

“Of one who was my enemy till your Majesty made 
him my friend,” answered Lord Huntinglen. 

“ Weel spoken, my lord !” said the King ; “and with a 
true Christian spirit. And, respecting the Supplication 
of this young man, I partly guess where the matter lies ; 
and in plain troth I had promised to George Heriot to be 
good to the lad — But then, here the shoe pinches. Steenie 
and Baby Charles cannot abide him — neither can your 
own son, my lord ; and so, methinks, he had better go 
down to Scotland before he comes to ill luck by them.” 

“ My son, an it please your Majesty, so far as he is 
ooncerned, shall not direct my doings,” said the Earl, 
“nor any wild-headed young man of them all.” 

“ Why, neither shall they mine,” replied the Monarch ; 
“by my father’s saul, none of them all shall nlay Rex 
with me — I will do what I wiR, and what I aught, like a 
free King.” 

“Your Majesty will then grant me my boon?” said the 
Lord Huntinglen. 

“Ay, marry will 1 — marry will I,” said the King 5 “but 
follow me this way, man, where we may be more private.” 

He led Lord Huntinglen with rather a hurried step 
through the courtiers, ail of whom gazed earnestly on this 
unwonted scene, as is the fashion of all courts on similar 
occasions. The King passed into a little cabinet, and 
bade, in the first moment, Lord Huntinglen lock or bar 
the door ; but countermanded his direction in the next, 
saying,— “No, no, no — bread o’ life, man, 1 am a free 
King — will do what I will and what I should — I am jvMus 
et tenax propositi^ man — nevertheless, keep by the door, 
Lord Huntinglen, in case Bteeuie should come in with his 
mad humour.” 

“ 0 my poor roaster I ” groaned the Earl of Huntinglen. 
“When you were in your own cold country, you had 
warmer blood in your veins.” 

The King hastily looked over the petition or memorial, 
every now and then glancing his eye towards the door, 
and then sinking it hastily on the paper, ashamed that 
Lord Huntinglen, whom he respected, should suspect him 
of timidity. 

“ To grant the truth,” he said, after he hod finished his 
hasty perusal, “ this is a hard case ; and bapler than it 
was represented to me, though I had some inkling of it 
before* And so the lad only wants payment of the siller 
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due from us, in order to reclaim his paternal estate 1 But 
then, Huntinglen, the lad will have other debts— and why- 
burden hinisell with sae mony acres of barren woodland? 
let the land gang, man, let the land gang ; Steenie has 
the promise of it from our Scottish Chancellor — it is the 
best hunting-ground in Scotland — and Baby Charles and 
Steenie want to kill a buck there this next year — they 
maun hao the land — they maun hae the land ; and our 
debt shall be paid to the young man plack ^ and bawbee,* 
and he may have the spending of it at our Court ; or if he 
has such an eard^ hunger, wouns ! man, we’ll stuff his 
stomach with English land, which is worth twice as much, 
ay, ten times as much, as these accursed hills and houghs,^ 
and mosses and muirs, that he is sae keen after.” 

All this while the poor King ambled up and down the 
apartment in a piteous state of uncertainty, which was 
made more ridiculous by his shambling circular mode of 
managing his legs, and his ungainly fashion on such 
occasions of fiddling with the bunches of ribbons which 
fastened the lower part of his dress. 

Lord Huntinglen listened with great composure, and 
answered, ‘‘An it please your Majesty, there was an 
answer yielded by Naboth when Ahab coveted his vine- 
yard—* The Lord forbid that I should give the inheritance 
of iw fathers unto thee.’ ” 

“ Ey, mv lord — ey, my lord ! ” ejaculated James, while 
all the colour mounted both to his cheek and nose ; “ I 
hope ye mean not to teach mo divinity? Ye need not 
fear, iny lord, that I will shun to do justice to every man ; 
and, since your lordship will give me no help to take up 
this in a more peaceful manner — whilk, methinks, would 
be better for the young man, as I said before, — why — 
since it maun be so — ^’sdeath, 1 am a free King, man, and 
he shall have his money and redeem his land, and make a 
kirk and a miln of it, an he will.” So saying, he hastily 
wrote an order on the Scottish Exchequer for the sum in 
question, and then added, “ How they are to pay it, I see 
not; but I warrant he will find money on the order 
among the goldsmiths, who can find it for every one but 
me.— And now you see, my Lord of Huntinglen, that I am 
neither an untrue man, to deny you the boon whilk I 
became bound for, nor an Ahab, to covet Naboth’s vine- 
yard ; nor a mere nose-of-wax, to bo twisted this way 
and that, by favourites and counsellors at their pleasure. 
I think you will grant now that I am none of those ? ” 

1 Small of aD Xogliih peany. s Halfpenny. 3 Earth. < Glens. 
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“You are my own native and noble Prince,” said Hunt- 
inglen, as he knelt to kiss the royal hand — “just and 
generous, whenever you listen to the workings of your 
own heart.” 

“ Av, ay,” said the King, laughing good-naturedly, as ho 
raisea nis faithful servant from the ground, “ that is what 
ye all say when I do anything to please ye. There — there, 
take the sign-manual, and away with you and this young 
fellow. I wonder Steenie and Baby Charles have not 
broken in on us before now.” 

Lord Huntingleii hastened from the cabinet, foreseeing 
a scene at which he was unwilling to be present, but 
which sometimes occurred when James rousea himself so 
far as to exert his own free will, of which he boasted so 
much, in spite of that of his iniperions favourite Steenie, 
as he called the Duke of Buckingham, from a supposed 
resemblance betwixt Ins very handsome countenance, and 
that w'ith which the Italian artists represented the proto- 
martyr Stephen. In fact, the hau^ty favourite, who 
had the unusual good fortune to stand as high in the 
opinion of the heir-apparent as of the existing monarch, 
had considerably diminished in his respect towards the 
latter : and it was apparent, to the more slircwd courtiers, 
that James endured his domination rather from habit, 
timidity, and a dread of encountering his stormy passions, 
than from any heartfelt continuation of regard towards 
him, whose greatness had been the w ork of his own hands. 
To save himself the pain of seeing what was likely to 
take place on the J^uke’s return, and to prosei ve the 
King from the additional humiliation which the presence 
of such a witness must have occasioned, the Earl left the 
cabinet as speedily as possible, having first carefully 
pocketed the important sign -manual. 

No sooner had he entered the presence-room, than he 
hastily sought Lord Gleuvarloch, who had withdrawn 
into the embrasure of one of the windows, from the 
general gaze of men w ho seemed disposed only to afford 
him the notice which arises from surprise and curiosity, 
and, taking him by the arm, without speaking, led him 
out of the presence-chamber into the first anteroom. 
Here they found the worthy goldsmith, who approached 
them with looks of curiosity, w^hich w^ere checked by the 
old lord, who said hastily,™ “All is w^ell.—Is your barge 
in waiting?” Heriot answered in the affinnative. “Then,” 
said Lord Huntinglen, “you shall give me a cast in it, as 
J;he watermen say, and I, in recjuital, will give you both 
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your dinner ; for we must have some conversation to* 
gether.’^ 

They both followed the Earl without speaking, and 
were in the second anteroom when the important annun- 
ciation of the ushers, and the hasty murmur with which 
all made ample way as the company repeated to each 
other, — “The Duke — the Duke!” made them aware of 
the approach of the omnipotent favourite. 

He entered, that unhappy minion of court favour, 
sumptuously dressed in the picturesque attire which will 
live for ever on the canvass of Vandyke, and which marks 
so well the proud age, when aristocracy, though under- 
mined and nodding to its fall, still, by external show and 
profuse expense, endeavoured to assert its paramount 
superiority over the inferior ci ders. The handsome and 
commanding countenance, stately form, and graceful 
action and manners of the Duke of lluctingham, made 
him become that picturesque dress beyond any man of 
his time. At present, however, his countenance seemed 
discomposed, his dress a little more disordered than became 
the place, his ste]) hasty, and his voice imjierative. 

All marked the angry spot upon his brow, and bore 
back so suddenly to make way for him, that the Earl of 
Huntinglen, wlio afiected i\o extraordinary haste on the 
occasion, with his companions, who could not, if they 
would, have decently left him, remained as it were by 
themselves in the middle of the room, and in the very 
path of the angry favourite. He touched his cap sternly 
as he looked on Huntinglen, but unboiineted to Heriot, 
and sunk his beaver, with its shadowy plume, as low as 
t he floor, with a profound air of mock respect. In return- 
ing his greeting, which he did simply and unaffectedly, 
the citizen only said,— “Too much courtesy, my lord duke, 
is often the revau'se of kindness.” 

“1 grieve you should think so, Master Heriot,” answered 
the Duke ; “ 1 only meant, by my liomage, to claim your 
protection, sir — your patronage. You are become, I 
understand, a solicitor of suits — a promoter — an under- 
taker — a fautor of court suitors of merit and quality, who 
chance to be penniless. I trust your bags will bear you 
out in your new boast.” 

“ They will bear me the farther, my lord duke,” answered 
the goldsmith, “ that my boast is but small.” 

“ 0, you do yourself less than justice, my good Master 
Heriot,” continued the Duke, in the same tone of irony ; 
“you have a marvellous court-faction, to be the son of an 
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Edinburgh tinker* Have the goodness to prefer me to 
the knowledge of the high-born nobleman who is honoured 
and advantaged by your patronage.” 

^That shall be my task,” said Lord Huntinglen, 'with 
emphasis. “My lord duke, I desire you to know Nigel 
Olifaunt, Lord Glenvarloch, representative of one of the 
most ancient and powerful baronial houses in Scotland. — 
l4ord Glenvarloch, I present you to his Grace the Duke of 
Buckingham, representative of Sir George Villiers, Knight, 
of Broolkesby, in the county of Leicester.” 

The Duke coloured still more high as he bowed to Lord 
Glenvarloch scornfully, a courtesy which the other returned 
haughtily, and with restrained indignation. “We know 
each other, then,” said the Duke, after a moment’s pause ; 
and as if he had seen something in the young nobleman 
which merited more serious notice than the bitter raillery 
with which he had commenced — “ we know each other — 
and you know me, my lord, for your enemy.” ^ 

“1 thank you for your plainness, my lord duke^” replied 
Nigel ; “an open enemy is better than a hollow friend.” 

“For you, my Lord Huntinglen,” said the Duke, “me- 
thinks you have hut now overstfjpped the limits of tho 
indulgence permitted to you, as the father of the Prince’s 
friend, and my own.” 

“By my w^ord, my lord duke,” replied the Earl, “it is 
easy for any one to outstep boundaries, of the existence of 
'wdiich he was not aware. It is neither to secure my pro- 
tection nor approbation, that my sou keeps such exalted 
company.” 

“ 0, my lord, we know you, and indulge you,” said the 
Duke ; “you are one of those who presume for a life-long 
upon the merit of one good action. 

“ In faith, my lord, and if it bo so,” said the old Earl, 
“I have at least the advantage of such as presume more 
than I do, without having done any action of merit what- 
ever. But I mean not to quarrel with you, my lord— we 
can neither be friends nor enemies—you have your path, 
and I have mine.” 

Buckingham only replied by throwing on his bonnet, 
and shaking its lofty plume with a careless and scornful 
toss of the head. They parted thus : the Duke walking on- 
wards through the apartments, ana the others leaving the 
palace and repairing to Whitehall .stairs, where they 
embarked on board the barge of the citizen. 

^ S8« Not* a— Buckingham. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Bid not thy fortune troll upon the wheels 
Of yonder dancing cubes of mottled bone ; 

And drown it not, like Egypt’s royal harlot. 

Dissolving her rich tjcarl in the brimm’d wino-cup. 

These are the arts, Lothario, which shrink acres 
Into brief yards — bring sterling )X)und8 to fartViings, 

Credit to infamy ; and the poor gull, 

Who might have lived an honour’d, easy life, 

To ruin, and an muregarded grave. 

The Changet. 

When they were fairly embarked on the Thames, the 
Earl took from his pocket the Supplication, and, pointing 
out to George Heriot the royal warrant indorsed thereon, 
asked him, if it were in due and regular form? The 
worthy citizen hastily read it over, thrust forth his hand 
as if to congratulate the Lord Glenvarloch, then checked 
himsi'lf, pulled out his barnacles (a present from old 
David Ramsay), and again perused the warrant with the 
most business-like and critical attention. “ It is strictly 
correct and formal,” he said, looking to the Earl of 
Huntinglen ; “and I sincerely rejoice at it.” 

“ i doubt nothing of its formality,” said the Earl ; 'Hhe 
King understands business well, and, if he does not 
practise it often, it is only because indolence obscures 
parts which are naturally well qualified for the discharge 
of affairs. But wdiat is next to be done for our young 
friend. Master Heriot? You know how I am circum- 
stanced. IScottish lords living at the English Court have 
seldom command of money ; yet, unless a sum can be 
presently raised on this warrant, matters standing as you 
nastily hinted to me, the mortgage, wadset, or whatever 
it is called, will be foreclosed.” 

“It is true,” said Heriot, in some embarrassmeht ; 
“there is a large sum wanted in redemption — yet, if it is 
not raised, there will be an expiry of the legal, as our 
lawyers call it, and the estate w ill be evicted.” 

“My noble — my worthy friends, who have taken up my 
cause so undeservedly, so unexpectedly,” said Nigel, “do 
not let mo be a bui’clen on your kindness. Y^ou have 
already done too mucli where nothing was merited.” 

“ Peace, man, peace,” said Lord Huntinglen, “ and let 
old Heriot and i puzzle this scent out. He is about to 
open — hark to him 1 ” 

“My lord,” said the citizen, “the Duke of Buckingham 
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sneers at our city money-bags ; yet they can sometimes 
open to prop a falling and a noble house. 

“We know they can,” said Lord Huntinglen — “mind 
not Buckingham, ne is a Peg-a-Ramsay — and now for the 
remedy.” 

“I partly hinted to Lord Glenvarloch already,” said 
Heriot, “ that the redemption money might be advanced 
upon such a warrant as the present, and I will engage my 
credit that it can. But then, in order to secure the lendf‘r, 
he must come in the shoes of the creditor to whom he 
advances payment.” 

** Come in his shoes ! ” replied the Earl ; “ Why, what 
have boots or shoes to do with this matter, my good 
friend?” 

“ It is a law phrase, my lord. My experience has made 
me pick up a few of them,” said Heriot. 

“Ay, and of better things along with them, Master 
George,” replied Lord Huntinglen ; “ but what means 
it?” 

“ Simply this,” resumed the citizen ; “ that the lender 
of this money will transact witli the holder of the 
mortgage, or wadset, over the estate of Glenvarloch, and 
obtain from him such a conveyance to his right as shall 
leave the lands pledged for the debt, in case the warrant 
upon the Scottish Exchequer should prove unproductive. 
I fear, in this uncertainty of public credit, that without 
some such counter security, it will be very ailiicultto find 
so large a sum.” 

“ Ho la ! ” said the Earl of Huntinglen, “ halt there ! a 
thought strikes me. — What if the new creditor should 
admire the estate as a hunting-field, as much as my Loitl 
Grace of Buckingham seems to do, and should wish to 
kill a buck there in the summer season ? It seems to me, 
that on your plan, Master George, our new friend will bo 
as well entitled to block Lord Glenvarloch out of his 
inheritance as the present holder of the mortgage.” 

The citizen laughed. “I will engage,” he said, “that 
the keenest sportsman to whom I may apply on this 
occasion, shall not have a tho^ht beyond the Lord 
Mayor's Easter-hunt, in Epping-Iorest. But your lord- 
ship's caution is reasonable. The creditor must be bound 
to allow Lord Glenvarloch sufficient time to redeem his 
estate by means, of the royal warrant, and must wave in 
his favour the right of instant foreclosure, which mav be. 
I should think, the more easily managed, as the right oi 
redemption must be exercised in his own name.” 
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“But where shall we find a person in London fit to 
draw the necessary writings?” said the Earl. “If my old 
friend Sir John Skene of Halyards had lived, we should 
have had his advice ; but time presses, and” 

“I know,” said Heriot, “an orphan lad, a scrivener, 
that dwells by Temple-Bar ; he can draw deeds both after 
the English and Scottish fashion, and I have trusted him 
often in matters of weight and of importance. I will 
send one of my serving-men for him, and the mutual 
deeds may be executed in your lordship’s presence ; for, 
as things stand, there should be no delay.” His lordship 
readily assented ; and, as they now landed upon the 
])rivate stairs leacling down to the river from the gardens 
of the handsome hotel which he inhabited, the messenger 
was dispatched without loss of time. 

Nigel, who had sat almost stupified while these zealous 
friends volunteered for him in arranging the measures by 
which his fortune was to bo disembarrassed, now made 
another eager attempt to force upon them his broken 
expressions of thanks and gratitude. But he was again 
silenced by Lord Huiitinglen, who declared he would not 
hear a word on that topic, and proposed instead, that 
they should take a turn in the pleached alley, or sit upon 
the stone bench which overlooked the Thames, until his 
son’s arrival should give the signal for dinner. 

“ I desire to introduce Dalgarno and Lord Glenvarloch 
to each other,” he said, “as two who will be near neigh- 
bours, and I trust will bo more kind ones than tlieir 
fathers were formerly. There is but three Scots pailes 
betwixt the castles, and the turrets of the one are visible 
from the battlements of the other.” 

The old Earl was silent for a moment, and appeared to 
muse upon the recollections which the vicinity of the 
castles had summoned up. 

“Does Lord Dalgarno follow the Court to Newmarket 
next week?” said Heriot, by way of removing the con- 
versation. 

“ He proposes so, I think,” answered Lord Huntinglen, 
relapsed into his reverie for a minute or two, and then 
addressed Nigel somewhat abruptly — 

“ My young friend, when you attain possession of your 
inheritance, as I hope you soon will, I trust you will not 
add one to the idle followers of the Court, but reside on 
your patrimonial estate, cherish your ancient tenants, 
relieve and assist your poor kinsmen, protect the poor 
against subaltern oppression, and do what our fathers 
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used to do, with fewer lights and with less means than 
we have.” 

“And yet the advice to keep the country,” said Heriot, 
“conies from an ancient and constant ornamont of the 
Court.” 

“ From an old courtier, indeed,” said the Earl, “ and the 
first of my family that could so write himself — my grey 
beard falls on a cambric ruff, and a silken doublet — my 
father’s descended upon a buff coat and a breastplate, I 
would not that those days of battle returned ; but 1 should 
love well to make the oaks of my old forest of Dalgarno 
ring once more with halloo, and horn, and hound, and to 
have the old stone-arched hall return the hearty shout of 
my vassals and tenants, as the bicker and the quaigh 
walked their rounds amongst them. 1 should like to see 
the broad Tay once more before I die — not even the 
Thames can match it, in my mind.” 

“ Surely, my lord,” said the citizen, “ all this might be 
easily done — it costs but a moment’s resolution, and the 
journey of some brief days, and you will be where you 
desire to be — what is there to prevent you ? ” 

“Habits, Master George, habits,” replied the Earl, 
“which to young men are like threads of silk, so lightly 
are they worn, so soon broken ; but which hang on our 
old limbs as if time had stitifened them into gyves of iron. 
To go to Scotland for a brief space were but labour in 
vain ; and when I think of abiding there, 1 cannot bring 
myself to leave my old Master, to whom I fancy myself 
sometimes useful, and whose weal and woe I have shared 
for 80 many years. But Dalgarno shall be a Scottish 
noble.” 

“Has he visited the North ?” said Heriot. 

“He was there last year, and made such a report of 
the country, that the Prince has expressed a longing to 
see it.” 

“Lord Dalgarno is in high grace with his Highness, 
and the Duke of Buckingham ?” observed the goldsmith. 

“He is so,” answered the Earl,~“I pray it may be for 
the advantage of them all. The Prince is just and equitable 
in his sentiments, though cold and stately in his manners, 
and very obstinate in his most trifling purposes ; and the 
Duke, noble an 4 gallant, and generous ana open, is fiery, 
ambitious, and impetuous. Dalgarno has none of these 
faults, and such as he may have of his own, may per- 
chance be corrected by the society in which he moves. — 
See, here he comes.” 
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Lord Dalgarno accordingly advanced from the farther 
end of the alley to the bench on which his father and his 
guests were seated, so that Nigel had full leisure to 
peruse his countenance and figure. He was dressed 
point-device, and almost to extremity, in the splendid 
fashion of the time, which suited well with his age, 
probably about hve-and-twenty, with a noble form ana 
fine countenance, in which last could easily be traced the 
manly features of his father, but softened by a more 
habitual air of assiduous courtesy than the stubborn old 
Earl had ever coiid<‘scended to assume towards the world 
in general. In other respects, his address was gallant, 
free, and unencumbered either by pride or ceremony — far 
remote certainly from the charge either of haughty cold- 
ness or forward impetuosity ; and so far his father had 
justly freed him from the marked faults which he ascribed 
to the manners of the Prince and his favourite Buck- 
ingham. 

While the old Earl presented his young acquaintance 
Lord Gleuvarloch to his son, as one whom he would have 
him love and honour, Nigel marked the countenance of 
Lord Dalgarno closely, to see if he could detect aught of 
that secret dislike which the King had, in one of his 
broken expostulations, seemed to intimate, as arising 
from a clashing of interests betwixt his new friend and 
the great Buckingham. But nothing of this was visible ; 
on the contrary, Lord Dalgarno reoeivc^d his ne\v acquaint- 
ance with the open frankness and courtesy which makes 
conquest at once, when addressed to the feelings of an 
ingenuous young man. 

It need liardly lie told that his open and friendly address 
met equally ready and clieerful acceptation from Nigel 
Olifaunt, For many months, and while a youth not much 
above two-and-twenty, he had been restrained by circum- 
stances from the conversation of his equals. When, on 
his father’s sudden death, he left the Low Countries for 
Scotland, he had found himself involved, to all appearance 
inextricably, with the details of the law, all of which 
threatened to end in the alienation of the patrimony 
which should support his hereditary rank. His term of 
sincere mourning, joined to injured pride, and the swelling 
of the heart under unexpected and undeserved misfortune, 
together with the uncertainty attending the issue of his 
aRairs, had induced the young Lord of Glenvarloch to 
live, while in Scotland, in a very private and reserved 
manner. How he had passed his time in London, the 
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r<^ader is acquainted with. But this melancholy and 
secluded course of life was neither agreeable to his age 
nor to his temper, which was genial and sociable. He 
hailed, therefore, with sincere pleasure, the approaches 
which a young man of his own ago and rank made 
towards him ; and when he had exchanged with Lord 
Dolgarno some of those words and signals by which, as 
surdy as by those of freemasonry, young people recognise 
a mutual wish to be agreeable to each other, it seemed 
as if the two noblemen had been acquainted for some 
time. 

Just as this tacit intercourse had been established, one 
of Lord Huntinglen’s attendants oanie down the alley, 
marshalling onwards a man dressed in black buckram, who 
followed him with tolerable speed, considering that, accord- 
ing to his sense of reverence and propriety, he kept his 
body bent and parallel to the horizon from tlie moment 
that he came in sight of the company to which he was 
about to be presented. 

“ Who is this, you cuckoldy knjive,” said the old Lord, 
who had retained the keen appetite and imjiatience of a 
Scottish Baron even during a long alienation from his 
native country ; ‘^and why does John Cook, wdth a murrain 
to him, keep back dinner 1 ” 

“I believe we are ourselves responsible for this person’s 
intrusion,” said George Heriot; “this is the scrivener 
whom we desired to see. — Look up, man, and see us in 
the face as an honest man should, instead of bearing thy 
noddle ^ charged against us thus, like a battering-ram.” 

The scrivener did look up accordingly, with the action 
of an automaton which suddenly obeys the impulse of a 

g ressed spring. But, strange to tell, not even the haste 

e had made to attend his patron’s mandate, a business, 
as Master Heriot’s message expressed, of vreight and 
importance — nay, not even the state of depression in 
which, out of sheer humility doubtless, he had his head 
stooped to the earth, from the moment he had trod tho 
demesnes of the Earl of Huntinglen, had called any colour 
into his countenance. The drops stood on his brow from 
haste and toil, but his cheek was still pale and tallow - 
coloured as before ; nay. what seemed stranger, his very 
hair, when he raised his head, hung down on either cheek 
as straight and sleek and undisturbed as it was when we 
first introduced him to our readers, seated at his quiet 
and humble desk. 
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Lord Dalgarno could not forbear a stifled laugh at the 
ridiculous and puritanical figure which presented itself 
like a starved anatomy to the company, and whispered at 
the same time into Lord Glenvarloch’s ear — 

** T>»e devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon,l 
Where got'st thou that goose-look ? '* 

Nigel was too little acquainted with the English stage, 
to understand a quotation which had already grown 
matter of common allusion in London. Lord Dalgarno 
saw that he was not understood, and continued, ‘^That 
fellow, by his visage, should either be a saint, or a most 
hypocritical rogue—and such is my excellent opinion of 
human nature, that I always suspect the worst. But 
they seem deep in business. Will you take a turn with 
me in the garden, my lord, or will you remain a member of 
the serious conclave ? ” 

“With you, my lord, most willingly,” said Nigel ; and 
they were turning away accordingly, when George Heriot, 
with the formality belonging to his station, observed, 
that, “as their business concerned Lord Glenvarloch, he 
had better remain, to make himself master of it, and 
witness to it.” 

“My presence is utterly needless, my good lord : — and 
my best friend, Master Heriot,” said the young nobleman. 
“1 shall understand nothing the better for cumbering you 
with my ignorance in these matters ; and can only say at 
end, as I now say at the beginning, that I dare not take 
the helm out or the hand of the kind pilots who have 
already guided my course within sight of a fair and 
unhoped-for haven. Whatever you recommend to me as 
fitting, I shall sign and seal ; and the import of the deeds 
I shall better learn by a brief explanation from Master 
Heriot, if he will bestow so much trouble in my behalf, 
than by a thousand learned words and law terms from 
this person of skill.” 

“lie is right,” said Lord Huntinglcn ; “our young 
friend is right, in confiding these matters to you and 
me, Master George Heriot — he has not misplaced his 
confidence.” 

Master George Heriot cast a long look after the two 
young noblemen, who had now walked down the alley 
arm-in-arm, and at length said, “He hath not, indeed, 
misplaced his confidence, as your lordship well and truly 
gays — ^but, nevertheless, he is not in the right path ; for 

1 Rapcal. 
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it behoT^ every man to become acquainted with his own 
affairs, so soon as he hatli any that are worth attending 
to:' 

When he had made this observation, they applied them- 
selves, with the scrivener, to look into various papers, 
and to direct in what manner writings should be drawn, 
which might at once afford sufficient security to those 
who wei^ to advance the money, and at the same time 
preserve the right of the young nobleman to redeem the 
family estate, provided he should obtain the means o£ 
doing so, by the expected reimbursement from the Scottish 
Exchequer, or otnerwise. It is lu^edless to enter into 
those details. But it is not unimportant to mention, as 
an illustration of character, that Heriot went into the 
most minute legal details with a precision which showed 
that experience had made him master even of the intri- 
cacies of Scottish conveyancing ; and that the Earl of 
Huntinglen, though far less acquainted with technical 
detail, suffered no step of the business to pass over, until 
he had attained a general but distinct ideii of its import 
and its propriety. 

They seemed to be admirably seconded in their benevo- 
lent intentions towards the young Lord Glenvarloch, by 
the skill and eager zeal of the scrivener, whom Heiiot had 
introduced to this piece of business, tne most important 
which Andrew had ever transacted in his life, and the 
particulars of which were moreover agitated in his pre- 
sence between an actual Earl, and one whose wealth and 
character might entitle him to be alderman of his ward, 
if not to be lord mayor, in his turn. 

While they were thus in eager conversation on business, 
the good Earl even forgettiiig the calls of his appetite, 
and the delay of dinner, in his anxiety to see that the 
scrivener received proper instructions, and that all was 
rightly weighed ana considered, before dismissing him to 
engross the necessary deeds, the two young men walked 
together on the terrace which overhung the river, and 
talked on the topics which Lord Dalgarno, the elder, and 
the more experienced, thought most likely to interest his 
new friend. 

These naturally regarded the pleasures attending a 
court life j and Lord Dalgarno expressed much surprise 
at understanding that Nigel proposed an instant return 
to Scotland. 

“You are jesting with me,^^ he said. “All the Court 
rings— it is needless to mince it— with the extraordinary 
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success of your suit — against the highest interest, it is 
said, now influencing tlie horizon at Whitehall. Men 
think of you -talk of you — fix their eyes on you-— ask 
each other, who is this young Scottish lord, who has 
stepped so far in a single day ? They augur, in whispers 
to each other, how high and how far you may push your 
fortune — and all that you design to make of it, is, to 
return to Scotland, eat raw oatmeal cakes, baked upon a 
peat-fire, have your hand shaken by every loon of a blue- 
bonnet who chooses to dub you cousin, though your 
relationship comes by Noah ; drink Scots twopenny ale, 
eat half -starved red -deer venison, when you can kill it, 
ride, upon a galloway, and be called my right honourable 
and maist worthy lord 1 ” 

“ There is no great gaiety in the prospect before me, I 
confess,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “even if your father and 
good Master Heriot should succeed in putting my aflairs 
on some footing of plausible hope. Ana yet 1 trust to do 
something for iny vfissals, as my ancestors before me, 
and to teach my children, as I have myself been taught, 
to make some personal sacrilices, if they be necessary, in 
order to maintain with dignity the situation in which 
they are placed by Providence.” 

Lord Dalgarrio, after having once or twice stifled his 
laughter during this speech, at length broke out into a 
fit of mirth, so hearty and so resistless, that, angry as he 
was, the call of sympathy swent Nigel along with him, 
and, despite of himself, he could not forbear to join in a 
burst of laughter, which he thought not only causeless, 
but almost impertinent. 

He soon recollected himself, however; and said, in a 
tone qualified to allay Lord Dalgarno^s extreme mirth, 
‘*This is all well, my lord ; but how arn I to understand 
your merriment'/” Lord Dalgarno only answered him 
with redoubled peals of laughter, and at length held by 
Lord Glenvarloch ’s cloak, as if to prevent his falling down 
on the ground, in the extremity of his convulsion. 

At length, while Nigel stood half abashed, half angry, 
at becoming thus the subject of his new acquaintance's 
ridicule, and was only restrained from expressing his 
resentment against the son, by a sense of the obligations 
he owed the father, Lord Dalgarno recovered himself, 
and spoke in a half-broken voice, his eyes still running 
with tears. “I crave your pardon, my dear Lord Glen- 
varloch— 'ten thousand times do I crave your pardon. 
But that last picture of rural dignity, accompanied by 
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your grave and angry surprise at my laughing at what 
would have made any court-bred hound laugh, that had 
but so much as bayed the moon once from the court-yard 
at Whitehall, totally overcame me. Why, my liefest and 
dearest lord, you, a young and handsome fellow, with 
high birth, a title, and the name of an estate, so well 
received by the King at your first starting, as makes your 
further progress scarce matter of doubt, if you know how 
to improve it — for the King has already said you are a 
‘ braw ^ lad, and well studied in the more humane letters * 
— you, too, whom all the women, and the very marked 
))eauties of the court, desire to see. because you came 
from Leyden, were born in Scotlana, and have gained a 
hard-contested suit in England — you, I say, with a person 
like a prince, an eye of fire, and a wit as quick, to think 
of throwing your cards on the table when the game is in 
your very hand, running back to the frozen north, and 
marrying — let me see — a tall, stalking, blue-eyed, fair- 
skinned, bony wench, with eighteen quarters in her 
scutclieon, a sort of Lot’s wife, newly descended from her 
pedestal, and with her to shut yourself up in your tapes- 
tried chamber ! Uh, gad ! — Swouns, I shall never survive 
the idea ! ” 

It is seldom that youth, however high-minded, is able, 
from mere strength of character and principle, to support 
itself against the force of ridicule. Half angry, naif 
mortified, and, to say truth, half ashamed of his more 
manly and better purpose, Nigel was unable, and flattered 
himself it was unnecessary, to play the part of a rigid 
moral patriot, in presence of a young man whose current 
fluency of language, as well as his experience in the 
highest circles of society, gave him, in spite of Nigel’s 
better and firmer thoughts, a temporary ascendency over 
him. He sought, therefore, to compromise the matter, 
and avoid farther debate, by frankly owning, that, if to 
return to his own country were not his choice, it was at 
least a matter of necessity. “ His affairs,” he said, “ were 
unsettled, his income precarious.” 

“And where is he whose affairs are settled, or whose 
income is less than precarious, that is to be found in 
attendance on the Court?” said Lord Dalgamo ; “all are 
either losing or winning. Those who have wealth, come 
hither to get rid of it, while the happy gallants who, like 
you and JL, dear Glenvarloch, have little or none, have 
every chance to be sharers in their spoils.” 

l itiandsome. 
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“I have no ambition of that sort/’ said Nigel, “and if I 
had, I must tell you plainly, Lora Dalgarno, I have not 
the means to do so. 1 can scarce as yet call the suit I 
wear my own ; I owe it, and I do not blush to say so, to 
the friendship of yonder gjood man.” 

“1 will not laugh again, if I can help it,” said Lord 
Dalgarno. “But, Lord ! that you should have gone to a 
wealthy goldsmith for your habit — why, I could have 
brought you to an honest, confiding tailor, who should 
liave furnished you with half-a-dozen, merely for love of 
the little word ‘ lord,’ wliich you place before your name ; 
— and then your goldsmith, if he be really a friendly 
goldsmith, should nave equipped you with such a purse 
of fair rose nobles as would nave bought you thrice as 
maiw suits, or done better things for you.” 

“I do^ not understand these fashions, my lord,” said 
Nigel, his displeasure mastering his shame : “ were I to 
attend the Court of my Sovereign, it should be when I 
could maintain, without shifting or borrowing, the dress 
and retinue which my rank requires.” 

“Which my rank requires!” said Lord Dalgarno, re- 
peating his last words ; “ that, now, is as good as if my 
father had spoke it. I fancy you would love to move to 
Court with him, followed by a round score of old blue- 
bottles, with white heads and red noses, with bucklers 
and broadswords, which their hands, trembling betwixt 
age and strong waters, can njake no use of — as many 
huge silver badges on their arms, to show whose fools they 
are, as would furnish forth a court cupboard of plate — 
rogues fit for nothing but to fill our antechambers with 
the flavour of onions and genie vre — pah 1 ” 

“The poor knaves!” said Lord Glenvarloch; “they 
have served your father, it may be, in the wars. What 
would become of them were he to turn tliem off?” 

“Why, let them go to the hospital” said Dalgarno, “or 
to the bridge-end, to sell switches. The King is a better 
man than my father, and you see those who have served 
in his wars do so every day ; or, when their blue coats 
were well worn out, they would make rare scarecrows. 
Here is a fellow, now, comes down the walk ; the stoutest 
raven dared not come wdthin a yard of tliat copper nose. 
I tell you, there is more service, as you will soon see, in 
my valet of the chamber, and such a lither lad as my page 
Lutin, than there is in a score of these old memorials of 
the Douglas wars,^ where they cut each other’s throats 

1 The cruel civil wars waged by the Scottish barons during the minority of 
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for the chance of finding twelve pennies Scots on the 
person of the slain. Marry, my lord, to make amends, 
^ey will eat mouldy victuals, and drink stale ale, as 
if their bellies were puncheons. — But the dinner bell is 
going to sound — hark, it is clearing its rusty throat, with 
a preliminary jowl. That is anotlier clamorous relic of 
antiquity, that, were I master, should soon be at the 
bottom of the Thames. How the foul fiend can it 
interest the peasants and mechanics in the Strand, to 
know that the Earl of Hiiutinglcn is sitting down to 
dinner ? But my father looks our way — we must not be 
late for the grace, or we shall l)e in d/s-grace, if you will 
forgive a quibble which would have made his Majesty 
laugh. You will find us all of a piece, and, having been 
accustomed to eat in saucers abroad, I am ashamed you 
should witness our larded capons, our mountains of beef, 
and oceans of brewis, as large as Highland hills and lochs ; 
but you shall see better cneer to-morrow. Where lodge 
you ? I will call for you. 1 must be your guide through 
the peopled desert, to certain enchantkl lands, which you 
will scarce discover without chart and pilot. Where lodge 
you 1 ” 

“I will meet you in Paurs,” said Nigel, a good deal 
embarrassed, at any hour you please to name.” 

“0, you would be private,” said the young lord ; “Nay. 
fear not me — 1 will be no intruder. But we have attainea 
this huge larder of flesh, fowl, and fish. 1 marvel the 
oaken boards groan not under it.” 

They had indeed arrived in the dining-parlour of the 
mansion, where the table was superabundantly loaded, 
and where the number of attendants, to a certain extent, 
vindicated the sarcasms of the young nobleman. The 
chaplain, and Sir Mungo Malagrowther, were of the party. 
The latter complimented Lord Glenvarloch upon the im- 
pression he had made at Court. “One would have thought 
ve had brought the apple of discord in your pouch, my 
lord, or that you were the very firebrand of whilk Althea 
was delivered, and that she had lain-in in a barrel of gun- 
powder ; for the King, and the Prince, and the Duke, 
nave been by the lugs ^ about ye, and so nave many more, 
that kendna before this blessed day that there waa such 
a man living on the face of the earth.” 


JSimaf VI., had this name from the gttre made in them by the celebrated 
4si»es Douglaa Earl of Morton. Both sides executed tbeir prisoners without 
ibercy or favour. (S.) 


t Ears. 
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“Mind your victuals, Sir Mungo, said the Earl ; “they 
get cold while you talk.” 

“ Troth, and that needsna,^ ray lord,” said the knight ; 
“your lordship’s dinners seldom scald one’s raouth—the 
serving-men are turning auld, like oursells, ray lord, and 
it is far between the kitchen and the ha’.” 

With this little explosion of his spleen. Sir Mungo 
remained satisfied, until the dishes were removed, when, 
fixing his eyes on the brave new doublet of Lord DaJgarno, 
he complimented him on liis economy, pretending to re- 
cognise it as the same which his father had worn in 
Edinburgh in the Bpaiii&h ambassador’s time. Lord 
Dalgarno, too much a man of the world to be moved by 
anything from such a qiiai-ter, proceeded to crack some 
nuts with great deliberation, as he replied, that the 
doublet was in some sort his father’s, as it was likely to 
cost him fifty pounds some day soon. Sir Mungo forth- 
with proceedea in his own w^ay to convey this agreeable 
intelligence to the Earl, observing, that his son was a 
better maker of bargains than his lordsliip, for he had 
bought a doublet as rich as that his lordship wore when 
the Spanish ambassador was at Kolyrood, and it had cost 
him but fifty pounds Scots ; — “ that was no fool’s bargain, 
my lord.” 

“Pounds sterling, if you please, Sir Mungo,” answered 
the Earl calmly ; and a fool’s bargain it is, in all the 
tenses, Dalgarno was a fool when he bought — 1 will be 
a fool when I pay — and you, Sir Mungo, craving your 
pardon, are a fool in jmisentiy for speaking of what 
concerns you not.” 

So saying, the Earl addressed himself to the serious busi- 
ness of the table, and sent the wine around with a pro- 
fusion which increased the hilarity, but rather threatened 
the temperance, of the company, until their joviality was 
interrupted by the annunciation that the scrivener had 
engrossed such deeds as required to be presently executed. 

George Heriot rose from the table, observing that wine- 
cups and legal documents w’ere unseemly neighbours. 
The Earl asked the scrivener, if they had laid a trencher 
and set a cup for him in the buttery 1 and received the 
respectful answ er, that Heaven forbid he should be such 
an ungracious beast as to eat or drink until his lordship’s 
pleasure w'as performed. 

“ Thou shalt eat before thou goest,” said Lord Hunt- 
inglen; “and I will have thee try, moreover, whether a 

^ NMd not 
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cup of sack cannot bring some colour into these cheeks of 
thine. It were a shame to my household, thou shouldst 
glide out into the Strand after such a spectre-fashion as 
thou now wearest. — Look to it, Dalgarno, for the lionour 
of our roof is concerned.” 

Lord Dalgarno gave directions that the man should be 
attended to. Lord Glenvarloch and the citizen, in the 
meanwhile, signed and interchanged, and thus closed a 
transaction, of which the principal party concerned 
understood little, save that it was under the management 
of a zealous and faithful friend, who undertook, that the 
money should be forthcoming, and the estate released from 
forfeiture, by payment of the stipulated sum for which 
it stood pledged, and that at the term of Lambmas, and at 
the hour of noon, and beside the tomb of the Regent Earl of 
Murray, in the High Kirk of Saint Giles, at Edinburgh, 
being the day and place assigned for such redemption.^ 

When this business was transacted, the old Earl would 
fain have renewed his carouse ; but the citizen, alleging 
the importance of the deeds ho had about him, and the 
business he had to transact betimes the next morning, 
not only refused to return to table, but carried with him 
to his barge Lord Glenvarloch, who might, perhaps, have 
been otherwise found more tractable. 

When they were seated in the boat, and fairly once 
more afloat on the river, George Heriot looked back 
seriously on the mansion they had left — “ There live,” he 
said, “ the old fashion and the new. The father is like a 
noble old broadsword ; but harmed with rust, from neglect 
and inactivity ; the son is your modern rapier, well- 
mounted, fairly gilt, and fashioned to the taste of the 
time — and it is time must evince if the metal be as good 
as the show. God grant it prove so, says an old friend to 
the family.” 

Nothing of consequence passed betwixt them, until 
Lord Glenvarloch, landing at Pauls Wharf, took leave of 
his friend the citizen, and retired to his own apartment ; 
where his attendant, Richie, not a little elevated with 
the events of the day, and with the hospitality of Lord 
Huntinglen’s housekeejung, gave a most splendid account 
of them to the buxom Dame Nelly, who rejoiced to hear 
that the sun at length was shining upon what Richie 
called “ the right side of the hedge,” 

1 As each covenant‘*in those days of accuracy had a special place nominator! 
for execution, the tom!) of the Kcjuiont Ei.rl of Murray in Saint Giles’s Church 
was frequently assigned for the purpose. (S.) 
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CHAPTER XL 


You are not for the manner nor the times. 

They have their vices now most like to virtues ; 
You cannot know tliem apart by any difference, 
Tliey wear the same clothes, eat the same meat — 
Sleep i‘ the self-same beds^ ride in those coaches, 
Or, very like, four horses in a coach, 

As tlie best men and women. 


Bek Jonsok. 


On the following morning, while Nigel, his breakfast 
finislied, was thinking how he should employ the day, 
there was a little bustle^ upon the stairs which attracted 
his attention, and presently entered Dame Nelly, blushing 
like scarlet, and scarce able to biing out — “A young 
nobleman, sir — no ope less,” she added, drawing her hand 
slightly over her lips, “would be so saucy — a young 
nobleman, sir, to wait on you ! ” 

And she was followed into the little cabin by Lord 
Dalgarno, gay, easy, disembarrassed, and apparently as 
mu^ pleased to rejoin his new acquaintance as if he had 
found him in the apartments of a palace. Nigel, on the 
contrary (for youth is slave to such circumstances), was 
discountenanced and mortified at being surprised by so 
splendid a gallant in a chamber, which, at the moment 
tne elegant and high-dressed cavalier appeared in it, 
seemed to its inhabitant, yet lower, narrower, darker, 
and meaner, than it had ever shown before. He would 
have made some apology for the situation, but Lord 
Dalgarno cut him short — 

“Not a word of it,” he said, “not a single word — I 
know why you nde at anchor here — but 1 can keep 
counsel — so pretty a hostess w'ould recommend worse 
quarters.” 

“On niy word — on my honour,” said Lord Glenvar- 
loch 

“Nay, nay, make no words of the matter,” said Lord 
Dalgarno ; “ I am no tell-tale, nor shall I cross your 
walk ; there is game enough in the forest, thank Heaven, 
and I can strike a doe for myself.” 

All this he said in so significant a manner, and the 
explanation which he had adopted seemed to put Lord 
Glenvarloch’s gallantry on so respectable a footing, that 
Nigel ceased to try to undeceive him ; and less ashamed, 
perhaps (for such is human weakness), of suppos(»d vice 
than of real poverty, changed the discourse to something 
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else, and left poor Dame Nelly’s reputation and his own 
at the mercy of the young courtier’s misconstruction. 

He offered refreshments with some hesitation. Lord 
Dalgarno had long since breakfasted, but had just come 
from playing a set of tennis, ho said, and would willingly 
taste a cup of the pretty hoste.ss’s single beer. This was 
easily procured, was drunk, was commended, and, as the 
hostess failed not to bring the cup herself, Lord Dalgarno 
profited by the opportunity to take a second and more 
attentive view of her, ana tlnui givively drank to lier 
husband’s health, with an almost imperceptible nod to 
Lord Glenvarlocn. Dame Nelly w'as much honoured, 
smoothed her apron down with her hands, and said — 
“ Her John was greatly and truly honoured by their lord- 
ships — he was a kind, painstaking man for his family, as 
was in the alh^y, or indeed, a.s far north as Paul’s Chain.*’ 

She would have procet^ded probabl^^' to state the differ- 
ence betwixt tlieir ages, as the only alloy to their nuptial 
happiness ; but her lodger, who liad no mind to be farther 
exposed to his gay friend’s raillery, gave her, contrary to 
his wonL a signal to leave the room. 

Lord Dalgarno looked after her, tlien looked at Glen- 
varloch, shook his liead, and repeated the well-known 
lines— 

“ ‘My .ord, beware of joalmisy— 

It is the ^reen-oyed monster which doth make 
The meat it feeds on.’ 

But come,” he said, changing his tone, “ I know not why 
I should worry you thus — i wlio have so many follies of 
my own, when I should ratlua* make excuse for being 
here at all, and tell you wherefore I came.” 

So saying, he reached a seat, and, placing another for 
Lord Glenvarloch, in spite of liis anxious haste to antici- 
pate this act of courtes}’, he liroceedcd in the same tone 
of easy familiarity : — 

“We are neighbours, my lord, and arc just made known 
to each other. Now, I know enough of the dear North, 
to be well aware tlnit Scottish neighbours must be 
either dear friends or deadly enemies — must either walk 
hand-in-hand, or stand sword-point to sword-point ; so I 
choose the hand-in-hand, unless you should reject my 
proffer.” 

“ How were it possible, my lord,” said Lord Glenvarloch, 
“to refuse what is offered so frankly, even if your father 
had not been a second father to me 1 ” — Ari<L as he took 
Lord Dalgarno’s liand, he added— “I have, 1 think, lost 
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no time, since, during one clay’s attendance at Court, I 
have made a kind friend and a powerful enemy.” 

“The friend thanks you,” replied Lord Dalgarno, “for 
your just opinion: but, my dear Glenvarloch— or rather, 
for titles are too formal between us of the better file — 
what is your Christian name?” 

“Nigel,” replied Lord Glenvarloch. 

“Then we will bo Nigel and Malcolm to each other,” 
said his visitor, “and my lord to the plebeian world 
around us. But I was about to ask you whom you 
supposed your enemy 1 ” 

“X^o less than the all-powerful favourite, the great 
Duke of Buckingham.” 

“ You dream 1 What could possess you with such an 
opinion?” said Dalgarno. 

“He told me so himself,” replied Glenvarloch; “and, in 
so doing, dealt frankly and honourably with me.” 

“O, you know him not yet,” said his companion ; “the 
Duke is moulded of an hundred noble and fiery qualities, 
that prompt him, like n generous horse, to spring aside in 
impatience at the least obstncle to his forward course. 
But he means not what he says in such passing ht^ats — I 
can do more with liirn, I thank Heaven, than most who 
are around him ; you shall go visit him with me, and you 
will se(‘ how you shall be receive^d.” 

“I told you, my lord,” said Glenvarloch firmly, and 
with some naughtiness, “the Duke of Buckingham, with- 
out the least offence, declared himself my enemy in the 
face of the Court ; and he shall retract that aggression as 
publicly as it was given, ere 1 will make the slightest 
advance towards him.” 

“ You would act becomingly in every other case,” said 
Lord Dalgarno, “but here you are wrong. In the court 
liorizon, Buckingham is Lord of the Ascendant, and as ho 
is fidverse or favouring, so sinks or rises the fortune of a 
suitor. The King would bid you remember your Fhaidrus, 

* Arripiens gerainas, ripis cedentibus, ollas* — 

and BO forth. You are the vase of earth; beware of 
knocking yourself against the vase of iron.” 

“The vase of earth,” said Glenvarloch, “will avoid the 
encounter, by getting ashore out of the current— I mean 
to go no more to Court.” 

“0, to Court you necessarily must go ; you will find 
your Scottish suit move ill without it, for there is both 
patronage and favour necessary to enforce the sign-manual 
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you have obtained. Of that we will speak more hereafter ; 
but tell me in the meanwhile, my dear Nigel, whether you 
did not wonder to see me here so early ? ” 

“I am surprised that you could find me out in this 
obscure corner,” said Lord Qlenvarlocli. 

“My page Lutin is a very devil for that sort of dis- 
covery,” replied Lord Dalgarno; “I have but to say, 
‘Goblin, I w’ould know where he or she dwells,^ and he 
guides me thither as if by art magic.” 

“ I hope he waits not now in the street, my lord,” said 
Nigel ; “I will send my servant to seek him.” 

“Do not concern yourself — he is by this time,” said 
Lord Dalgarno, “ playing at hustle-cap and chuck-farthing 
with the most blackguard imps upon the wharf, unless he 
hath foregone his old customs.” 

“Are you not afraid,” said Lord Qlenvarloch, “that in 
such company his morals may become depraved ? ” 

“Let his company look to their own,” answered Lord 
Dalgarno, coolly ; “ for it will be a company of real fiends 
in which Lutin cannot teach more mischief than he can 
learn : he is, I thank the gods, most thoroughly versed in 
evil for his years. I am spared the trouble of looking 
after his moralities, for nothing can make them either 
better or worse,” 

“ I wonder you can answer this to his parents, my lord,” 
said Nigel. 

“ I wonder whore I should find his parents,” replied his 
companion, “ to render an account to them.” 

“He may be an orphan,” said Lord Nigel ; “but surely, 
being a page in your lordship s family, his parents must 
be of rank.” 

“ Of as high rank as the gallows could exalt them to,” 
replied Lord Dalgarno, with the same indifiference ; “ they 
were both hanged, I believe — at least the gipsies, from 
whom I bought nim five years ago, intimated as much to 
me. — You are surprised at this, now. But is it not better 
that,^ instead of a lazy, conceited, whey-faced slip of 

f entility, to whom, in your old-world idea of the mister, 
was bound to stand Sir Pedagogue, and see thebt he 
washed his hands and face, said ms prayersL learned his 
(uciden^ spoke no naughty words, brushed nis hat, and 
wore his best doublet only on Sunday, — ^that, instead of 
such a Jacky Ghx)dchild, I should have something like 
this 

He whistled shrill and clear, and the plsrge he spoke of 
darted into the room, almost with the enect of an actual 
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apparition. From his height he seemed but fifteen, but, 
from his face, might be two or even three years older, 
very neatly made, and richly dressed ; with a thin bronzed 
visage, whicth marked his gipsy descent, and a pair of 
sparkling black eyes, whi^ seemed almost to pierce 
through those whom he looked at. 

“There he is,” said Lord Dalgarno, “fi* for every element 
— prompt to execute every command, good, bad, or indif- 
ferent — unmatched in his tribe, as rogue, thief, and liar.” 

“All which qualities,” said the undaunted page, “have 
each in turn stood vour lordship in stead.” 

“ Out, ye imp of Satan ! ” said his master ; “ vanish — 
begone — or my conjuring rod goes about your ears.” The 
boy turned, and disappeared as suddenly as he had 
entered. “You see,” said Lord Dalgarno, “that, in choos- 
ing my household, the best regard I can pay to gentle 
blood, is to exclude it from my service — that very gallows- 
bird were enough to corrupt a whole antechamber of 
pages, though they were descended from Kings and 
l^aisers. ^ 

“ I can scarce think that a nobleman should need the 
offices of such an attendant as your goblin,” said Nigel ; 
“ you are but jesting with my inexperience.” 

“ Time wdll show whether I jest or not, my near Nigel, 
replied Dalgarno : ‘‘in the meantime, I have to propose to 
you to take the advantage of the flood-tide, to run up the 
river for pastime ; and at noon I trust you will dine with 
me.” 

Nigel acquiesced in a plan which promised so much 
amusement ; and his new friend and lie, attended by 
Lutin and Moniplies, wdio greatly resembled, when thus 
associated, the coniunction of a bear and a monkey, took 
possession of Lora Dalgarno’s wherry, which, with its 
badged \ratermen. bearing his lordship’s crest on their 
arms, lay in readiness to receive them. The air was 
delightful upon the river ; and the lively conversation of 
Lora DaJgarno added zest to the pleasures of the little 
voyage. He could not only give an account of the various 
public buildings and noblemen’s houses which they passed 
m ascending tlie Thames, but knew how to season his 
information with abundance of anecdote, political in- 
nuendo, and personal scandal ; if he had not very much 
wit, he was at least completely master of the fashionable 
tone, which in that time, as in ours, more than amply 
supplies any deficiency of the kind. 

1 See Note ia the Seveutee&th Ceutury. 
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It was a style of conversation entirely new to his com- 
panion, as was the world which Lord Dalgarno opened 
to his observation ; and it is no wonder that Kigel, 
notwithstanding his natural good sense and high spirit, 
admitted, more readily than seemed consistent with either, 
the tone of authoritative instruction which his new friend 
assumed towards him. There would, indeed, have been 
some difficulty in making a stand. To attenii)t a high 
and stubborn tone of morality, in answer to the ligiit 
strain of Lord Dalgarno’s conversation, which kept on the 
frontiers between jest and earnest, would have seemed 
pedantic and ridiculous ; and every attempt whicli Nigel 
made to combat his companion’s propositions, by reason- 
ing as jocose as his own, only showed his inferiority in 
that gay species of controversy. And it must be owned, 
besides, though internally disapproving much of what he 
heard, Lord Glenvarloch, young as lie was in society, 
became less alarmed by the language and manners of his 
now associate, than in prudence ho ought to have been. 

Lord Dalgarno was unwilling to startle his proselyte, 
by insisting upon any topic which appe.ared particularly 
to jar with Ins habits or principles ; and ho blended his 
mirth and his earnest so dexterously, that it was iiiipossiblo 
for Nigel to discover how far he was serious in his pro- 
positions, or how far they flowed from a wild and extra- 
vagant spirit of raillery. And, ever and anon, th6se 
flashes oi spirit and honour crossed his conversation, 
which seemed to intimate, tliat, when stirred to action 
by some adequate motive, Lord Dalgarno would prove 
something very different from the court-liaunting and 
ease-loving voluptuary, which he was pleased to represent 
as his chosen character. 

As they returned down the river, Lord Glenvarloch 
remarkecf, that the boat passed the mansion of Lord 
Huntinglen, and noticed the circumstance to Lord Dal- 

§ amo, observing, that he thought they were to have 
ined there. “ISurely no,” said the young nobleman, “I 
have more mercy on you than to gorge you a second time 
with raw beef and canary wine. 1 propose something 
better for you, I promise you, than such a second Scythian 
festivity. And as for my father, he proposes to dine to- 
day with my grave, ancient Earl of Northampton, whilome 
that celebrated putter-down of pretended prophecies, Lord 
penry Howard.^’ ^ 

*^And do you not go with him said his companion, 

I Sm Note X0,<^Lord Heosy Howerd. 
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“To what purpose?” saia Lord Dalgarno. “To hear 
his wise lordship speak musty politics in false Latin, 
which tlie old fox always uses, that he may give the 
learned Majesty of England an opportunity of correcting 
his slips in grammar ? Thfit were a rare employment ! ” 

“Nay,'’ said Lord Nigel, “but out of respect, to wait on 
my lord your father.” 

“ i\ly lord my father,” replied Lord Dalgarno, “ has 
])lue-boitles enough to w^iit on him, and can w'ell dispense 
with such a butterfly as myself. He can lift the cup of 
sack to his head without my assistance ; and, should the 
said paternal head turn sometliing giddy, there be nien 
enough to guide his right honourable lordship to his lord- 
ship's right lionourable coucli.— Now, do not stare at mo, 
Nigel, as if my words were to sink the boat with us. 1 
love my father — 1 love him dearly — and I respect him, 
too, though I resp(‘ct not many things ; a trustier old 
Trojan nov(M* Itclted a broadswonl Ijy a loop of leather. 
But what then ? He belongs to the old world, I to the 
new. lie has liis follies, I have mine ; and the less either 
of us sees of tlie olhers peccadilloes, tlie greater will be 
the lionour ami respect— that, 1 think, is the ])roper phrase 
— 1 say the in which we shall hold each other. Being 

apart, e*ach ot us is hinis(*lf, such as nature and circum- 
stances have made him ; ))ut, couple us up too closely 
together, you will be sure to have in your leash either an 
old hyiiocrite or a young one, or perhaps both the one 
and tbther.” 

As he spoke thus, the lioat put into the landing-place 
at Blackfriars. Lord Dalgarno sprung ashore, and, fling- 
ing his cloak and I'apier to his page, recommended to his 
companion to do the like. “We are coining among a press 
of gallants,” he said ; “and, if w^e walk thus muffled, we 
shall look like your tawuy-visaged Don, who wraps him 
close in his cloak, to conceal the defects of his doublet.” 

“I have known many an honest man do that, if it 
please your lordship,” said Richie ]\Ioniplies, w ho had been 
watching for an opportunity to intrude himself on the 
conversation, and probably remembered what had been 
his own condition, in resiiect to cloak and doublet, at a 
very recent period. 

Lord Dalgiirno stared at him, as if surprised at his 
assurance; but immediately answered, “You may have 
known many things, friend ; but, in the meanwhile, you 
do not know what principally concerns your master, 
namely, how to carry his cloak, so as to show to advan- 
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tage the gold-laced seams, and the lining of sables. See 
how Lutin holds the sword, with the cloak cast partly 
over it, yet so as to set off the embossed hilt, and the 
silver work of the mounting. — Give your familiar your 
sword, Nigel,” he continued, addressing Lord Glenvarloch, 
“ that he may practise a lesson in an art so necessary.” 

“Is it altogether prudent,” said Nigel, unclasping his 
weapon, and giving it to Richie, “to walk entirely un- 
armed ? ” 

“And wherefore not?” said his companion. “You are 
thinking now of Auld Reekie, as my father fondly calls 
your good Scottish capitalj where there is such bandying 
of private feuds and public factions, that a man of any 
note sliall not cross your High Street twice, without 
endangering his life thrice.^ ilere, sir, no brawling in 
the street is permitted. Your bull-headed citizen takes 
up the case so soon as the sword is drawn, and clubs is the 
word.” 

“ And a hard word it is,” said Richie, “ as my brain-pan 
kens at this blessed moment.” 

“Wore I your master, sirrah,” said Lord Dalgarno, “I 
would make your brain-pan, as you call it, boil over, were 
you to speak a word in my presence before you were 
spoken to.” 

Richie murmured some indistinct answer, but took the 
hint, and ranked himself behind his master along with 
Lutin, who failed not to expose his new companion to the 
ridicule of the passers-by, by mimicking, as often as he 
could do so unobserved by Richie, his stiff and upright 
stalking gait and discontented physiognomy. 

“And tell me now, my dear Malcolm,” .said Nigel, 
“ where we are bending our course, and whether we shall 
dine at an apartment of yours ? ” 

“An apartment of mine —yes, surely,” answered Lord 
Dalgarno, “ you shall dine at an apartment of mine, and 
an apartment of yours, and of twenty gallants beside.s ; 
and w'hero the board shall present better cheer, better 
wine, and better attendance, than if our whole united 
exhibitions went to maintain it. We are going to the 
most noted ordinary of London.” 

“That is, in common language, an inn, or a tavern,” 
said Nigel. 

“An inn, or a tavern, my most green and simple 
friend ! ” exclaimed Lord Dalgarno. “No, no — these are 
places where greasy citizens take pipe and pot, where 
I See Note XI.— Skirmishes in the Public Streets, 
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the knavish pettifoggers of the law spunge on their most 
unhappy victims — v^ere Templars crack jests as empty 
as their nuts, and where smalt gentry imbibe such thin 
potations, that they get dropsies instead of getting drunk. 
An ordinary is a late invented institution, sacred to Hacchus 
and Comus, where the choicest noble gallants of the time 
meet with the first and most ethereal wits of the age, — 
where the wine is the very soul of the choicest grape, re- 
fined as the genius of the poet, and ancient and generous 
as the blood of the nobles. And then the fai-e is some- 
thing beyond your ordinary gross terrestrial food ! Sea 
and land are ransacked to supply it ; and the invention of 
six ingenious cooks kept eternally upon the rack to make 
their art hold pace with, and if possible enhance, the 
exquisite quality of the matoiials.” 

“ By all which rhapsody,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “ I can 
only understand, as I did before, tliat we are going to a 
choice tavern, where we shall be handsomely entertained, 
on paying probably as handsome a reckoning.” 

“Beckoning!” exclaimed Lord Dalgarno in the same 
tone as before, “ perish the peasaiitly phrase I What 
profanation 1 Monsieur le Chevalier de Beaujen, pink of 
Baris and flower of Gascony— he who can tell the age of 
his wine by the bare smell-who distils his sauces in an 
alembic by the aid of Lully’s philosophy — who carves 
with such exquisite precision, that he gives to noble, 
knight, and squire, the portion of the pheasant wliich 
exactly accords with his rank — nay, he who shall divide a 
bocafico into twelve parts witli such scrupulous exactness, 
tliat of twelve guests not one shall luua^ tlie advantage of 
the other in a hair’s breadth, or the twentieth part of a 
drachm, yet you talk of him .and of a reckoning in the 
same breath ! Why, man, he is the well-known and 
general referee in all matttuvs .afiecting tlie mysteries of 
Passage, Hazard, In and In, Penneeck, .and Verquire, 
and what not — Why, Beaujeu is King of the Card-pack, 
and Duke of the Dice-box, Ive call a reckoning like a green- 
aproned, red-nosed son of the vulgar spigot ! O, my 
dearest Nigel, what a word you have spoken, and of what 
a person I That you know him not, is your only apology 
for such blasphemy ; and yet I scarce hold it adequate, 
for to have been a day in London .and not to know Be.aujeu, 
is a crime of its own kind. But you ^hall know him this 
blessed moment, and shall learn to hold yourself in horror 
for the enormities you have uttered.” 

“Well, but mark you,” said Nigel, “this worthy 
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chevalier keeps not all this good cheer at his own cost, 
does he ? ” 

“No, no,” answered Lord Dalgarno ; “there is a sort of 
ceremony which niy chevalier’s friends and intimates 
understand, but with which you have no business at 

E resent. There is, as majesty might say, a symholum to 

e disbursed — in other words, a mutual exchange of 
courtesies takes place betwixt Beaujeu and his quests. 
He makes them a free present of the dinner and wine, as 
often as they choose to consult their own felicity by 
frequenting his house at the hour of noon, and they, in 
gratitude, make the chevalier a present of a Jacobus. 
Tlien you must know, that, besides Comus^ and Bacchu^ 
that princess of su Id unary affairs, the Diva Fortuna, is 
frequently w^orshipi)ed at Beaujeu’s, and he, as officiating 
high-priest, hath, as in reason he should, a considerable 
advantage from a sliare of the sacrifice.” 

“In other words,” said Lord Glerivarloch, “this man 
keeps a gaming-house.” 

“A house in which you may certainly game,” said Lord 
Dalgarno, “as you may in your own chamber, if you have 
a mind ; nay, I reniemwT old Tom Tally played a hand at 
put for a w ager with Quinze le Va, the j^Venchman, during 
morning prayers in Saint Paul’s ; the morning was misty, 
and the parson drowsy, and the whole audience consistea 
of themselves and a blind w^omau, and so they escaped 
detection.” 


“For all this, Malcolm,” said the young lord, gravely, 
“I cannot dine with you to-day, at this same ordinary.” 

“And wherefore, in the name of Heaven, should you 
draw back from your word ?” said Lord Dalgarno. 

“I do not retract my word, Malcolm ; but I am bound, 
by an early promise to my father, never to enter the 
doors of a gaming-house.” 

“I tell you this is none,” said Lord Dalgarno; “it is 
but, in plain terms, an eating-houso, arranged on civiller 
terms, and frequented by better company, than others in 
this town ; and if some of them do amuse themselves 
with cards and hazard, they are men of honour, and who 
play as such, and for no more than they can well afford 
to lose. It was not, and could not be, such houses that 
your father desired you to avoid. Besides, he might as 
well have made you sw’ear you would never take the 
accommodation of an inn, tavern, eating-house, or place 
of public reception of any kind; for tliere is no such 
place of public resert but where yeur eyes may be com- 



tfHE FORTUNES OF NIGEL, 


159 


taminated by the sight of a pack of pieces of painted 
pasteboard, and your ears profaned by tbe rattle of those 
little Slotted cubes of ivory. The dilference is, that 
where we go, we may happen to see persons of quality 
amusing themselves with a game ; and in the ordinary 
houses you will meet bullies and sharpers, who will strive 
either to cheat or to swagger you out of your money.” 

“ I am sure you would not willingly lead me to do what 
is wrong,” said Nigel; “but my fatlier had a horror of 
games of chance, religious I believe, as well as prudential, 
lie judged from I know not what circumstance, a fal- 
lacious one I should hope, that I had a propensity to such 
courses, and 1 have told you the promise which he ex- 
acted from me.” 

“Now, by my honour,” said Dalgarno, “what you have 
said affords the strongest reason for my insisting that 
you go with me. A man who would shun any danger, 
should first become acquainted with its real teiring and 
extent, and that in the company of a conffdeutial guide 
and guard. Do you think 1 myself game? Good laith, 
my father’s oaks grow too far from London, and stand 
too fast rooted in the rocks of Perthshire, for me to troll 
them down with a die, though I have seen whole forests 
go down like nine-jjins. No, no — these are sports for the 
wealthy fcJouthron, not for the poor Scottish noble. The 
place is an eating-house, and as such you and I will use 
it. If others use it to game in, it is their fault, but neither 
that of the house nor ours.” 

Unsatislied with this reasoning, Nigel still insisted 
upon the promise he had given to his father, until his 
companion appeared rather displeased, and disposed to 
impute to him injurious and unhandsome suspicions. 
Ijord Glouvarloch could not stand this change of tone : 
Jle recollected tJiat much wm due from him to l^rd 
Dalgarno, on account of his father’s n^ady and efficient 
friendship, and something also on account of the frank 
manner in which the young man himself had offered him 
his intimacy. He had no reason to doubt his assurances, 
that the house where they were about to dine did not fall 
under the description of places to which nis father’s pro** 
hibition referred ; and ffnally, he w^as strong in his own 
resolution to resist every temptation to join in games of 
chance. He therefore pacified Lord Dalgarno, by iutima'* 
ting his willingness to go along with him ; and, the good- 
humour of the young courtier instantaneously returning, 
he again ran on in a grotesque and rodomontade accouBi 
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of the host, Monsieur de Beaujeu, which he did not con- 
clude until they had reached the temple of Hospitality 
over which that eminent professor presided. ■ 


CHAPTER XIL 

^This i8 the very barn-yard, 

Where muster daily the prime cocks o’ the game, 

Ruffle their pinions, crow till they are hoarse, 

And spar about a barleycorn. Here too chickens. 

The callow, unfledged brood of forward folly, 

Learn first to rear the crest, and aim the spur, 

And tune their note liko lull-plumed Chanticleer. 

Tfie Bear-Oarden. 

The Ordinary, now an ignoble sound, was, in the days 
of Janies, a new institution, as fashionable among tlie 
youth of that age as the first-rate modern club-houses aro 
amongst those of the present day. It differed chiefly, in 
being open to all whom good clothes and good assurance 
combined to introduce there. The couipany usually dined 
together at an hour fixed, and the manager of the 
establishment presided as master of the ceremonies. 

Monsieur le Chevalier (as he Qualified himself), Saint 
Priest de Beaujeu, was a sharp, tnin Gascon, about sixty 
years old, banished from his own country, as he said, on 
account of an affair of honour, in which ne had the mis- 
fortune to kill his antagonist, though the best swordsman 
in the south of France. His pretensions to quality m (‘re 
supported by a feathered hat, a long rapier, and a suit of 
embroidered taffeta, not much the worse for wear, in the 
extreme fashion of the Parisian court, and fluttering like 
a Maypole with many knots of ribbon, of which it was 
computed he bore at least five hundred yards about his 
person. But, notwithstanding this profusion of decora- 
tion, there were many who thought Monsieur le Chevalier 
so admirably calculated for his present situation, that 
nature could never have meant to place him an inch 
above it. It was, however, part of the amusement of the 
place, for Lord Dalgarno and other young men of quality 
to treat Monsieur de Beauieu with a great deal of mock 
ceremony, which being observed by the ^ herd of more 
ordinary and simple gulls, they paid him, in clumsy 
imitation, much real deference. The Gascon’s natural 
forwardness being much enchanoed bjr these circum- 
stances* he was often guilty of presuming beyond the 
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limits of his situation, and of course had sometimes the 
mortification to be disagreeably driven back into them. 

When Nigel entered the mansion of this eipinent person, 
-which had been but of late the residence of a great Baron 
of Queen Elizabeth's court, who had retired to his manors 
in the country on the death of that princess, he was 
surprised at the extent of the accommodation which it 
afforded, and the number of guests who were already 
assembled. Feathers waved, spurs jingled, lace and 
embroidery glanced everywhere ; and, at first sight at 
least, it certainly made good Lord Dalgarno^s encomium, 
who represented the company as composed almost entirely 
of youth of the first quality. A more close review was 
not quite so favourable. Several individuals mi^ht be 
discovered who were not exactly at their ease in the 
splendid dresses which they wore, and who, therefore, 
might be supposed' not habitually familiar with such 
finery. Again, there were others, whose dress, though on 
a general view it did not seem inferior to that of the 
rest of the company, displayed, on being observed more 
closely, some of those petty expedients, by which vanity 
endeavours to disguise poverty. 

Nigel had very little time to make such observations, 
for the entrance of Lord Dalgarno created an immediate 
bustle and sensation among the company, as his name 
passed from one mouth to another. Borne stood forward to 
gaze, others stood back to make way — those of his own 
rank hastened to welcome him — those of inferior degree 
endeavoured to catch some point of his gesture, or of his 
dress, to be worn and practised upon a future occasion, as 
the newest and most authentic fashion. 

The Genim Lod. the Chevalier himself, was not the 
last to welcome this prime stay and ornament of his 
establishment. He came shuffling forward with a hundred 
apish congh and cher% milovBy to express his happiness at 
seeing Lord Dalgarno again. — “I hope you do bring back 
the sun with you, milor — ^You did carry away the sun 
and moon from your pauvre Chevalier when you leave 
him for so long. Pardieu, I believe you take them away 
in your pockets.” 

“That must have been because you left me nothing else 
in them, Chevalier,” answered Lord DaJgarno ; “but 
Monsieur le Chevalier, I pray you to know my country- 
man and friend. Lord Glenvarloch.” 

“Ah, ha! tr^s honord — Je m’en souviens,— Kiui. J’ai 
connu autrefois un Milor Kenfarloque en Ecosse; Yes, I 
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liAve Inemory of him— le p6re de milot* apparcmme’ht— we 
were vera intimate when 1 was at Oly Boot with Monsieur 
de la Mptte — I did often play at tennis vit Milor Kenfar- 
loque at L'Ahbaie dX)ly Root— il 6toit m6me plus fort 
que nioi — Ah le beaucoup de revers qu’il avoit I-I havc3 
memory, too, that he Was among the pretty girls — ah, uii 
vrai diaole d^chain^ — Aha ! I have memory ” 

“ Better have no more memory of the late Lord Glen- 
varloch,” said Lord Dalgarno, interrupting the Chevalier 
without ceremony ; who perceived that the encomium 
which he was about to pass on the deceased was lik(dy to 
be as disagreeable to the son, as it was totally undeserved 
by the father, who, far from being either a gamester or 
libcrtinOj as the Chevalier’s reminiscences Lilsely rejn-e- 
sen ted him, was, on the contrary, strict and severe in his 
course of life, almost to the extent of rigour. 

“ You have the reason, milor,” answered the Chevalier, 
“ you have the right- -C^u’est ce que nous avons a fairo avec 
le temps passd?— the time passed did belong to our fathei-s 
— our ano^tres— very well— the time present is to us— • 
they have their pretty tomhs, with their memories and 
armorials, all in brass and marbre — we have thej)etits 
plats exquis, and the soupe>^i-Chcvalier, which I will 
cause to mount up immediately.” 

So saying, he made a pirouette on his heel, and put 
his attendants in motion to place dinner on the tat)lo. 
Dalgarno laughed, and, observing His young friemd looked 
grave, said to him, in a tone of reproach- “Why, wliat! — 
you are not gull enough to bo angry with such an ass as 
that?” 

“I keep my anger, I trust, for better purposes,” said 
Lord Glenvarloch ; “ but I confess I was moved to liear 
such a fellow meMtion my father’s name— and you, too. 
who told me this was no gaming-house, talked to him oi 
having left it with emptied pockets.” 

“ Pshaw, man ! ” said Lord D^ilgarno, “ I spoke but 
according to the trick of the time ; besides, a man must 
set a piece or two sometimes, or he^ would be held a 
cullionly higgard. But hero comes dinner, and we will 
see whether you like the Chevalier’s good cheer better 
than his conversation.” 

Dinner was announced accordingly, and the two friends, 
being seated in the most honourable station at the board, 
were ceremoniously attended to by the Chevalier, wlio 
did the honours bi his table to them and to the other 
guests, and seasoned the whole with bis agreeable coii' 
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versation. The dinner was really e:jccellent, in that 
piquant style of cookery which the French had already 
introduced, and which the home-bred young men of 
J^]ngland, when they aspired to the rank of connoisseurs 
and persons of taste, were under the necessity of admiring. 
The wdne was also of the first quality, and circulated in 
great variety, and no less abundance. The conversation 
among so many young men was, of course, light, lively, 
and amusing ; and Nigel, whose mind had been long 
depressed by anxiety and misfortune, naturally found 
himself at ease, and his spirits raised and animated. 

Borne of the company had real wit, and could use it 
both politely and to advantage ; others were coxcombs, 
and were laughed at without discovering it ; and, again, 
others were originals, wlio seemed to have no objection 
that the company should be amused with their folly 
instead of their wit. And almost all the rest who played 
any prominent part in the conversation, had either the 
real tone of goocf society which belonged to the period, or 
the jargon wliich often passes current for it. 

In short, the company and conversation was so agree- 
able, that Nigel’s rigour was softened by it, even towards 
the master of ceremonies, and ho listened with patience 
to various details which the Chevalier de Beaujeu, seeing, 
as he said, that Milor’a taste lay for the ‘‘curieux and 
rutile,” chose to address to him in particular, on the 
subject of cookery. To gratify, at the same time, tho 
taste for antiquity, which he somehow supposed that his 
new guest possessed, he launched out in commendation of 
the great artists of former days, particularly one whom 
he had known in his youth, “Maitre de Cuisine to tho 
Mar6chal Btrozzi — tres non gentilhomme pourtant who 
had maintained his master’s table with twelve covers 
every day during the long and sevei’e blockade of le petit 
Leyth, although lie had nothing better to place on it than 
the quarter of a carrion-horse now and then, and the 
grass and weeds that grew on the ramparts. “ Bespar- 
dieux c’etoit un hornme superbe 1 With one tistle-head, 
and a nettle or two, he could make a soupe for twenty 
guests— an haunch of a little puppy -dog n^ade a roti des 
plus excellens ; but his coup de mattre was when the 
rendition — what you call the surrender, took place and 
appened ; and then, dieu mo (Jamme, he made out of the 
hind quarter of one salted horse, forty-five couverts ; that 
the English and Scottish officers and nobility, who had 
the honour to dine with Monseigneur upon the rendition, 
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could not tell what the devil any one of them were made 
upon at all.” ^ 

The good wine had by this time gone so merrily round, 
and had such genial effect on the guests, that those of 
the lower end of the table, who had hitherto been 
listeners, began, not greatly to their own credit, or that 
of the ordinary, to make innovations. 

“You speak of the siege of Leith,” said a tall, raw-boned 
man, with thick mustaches turned up with a military 
twist, a broad buff belt, a long rapier, and other outward 
symbols of tlie honoured profession, which lives by killing 
other people, — “ you talk of the siege of Leith, and I have 
seen the place— a pretty kind of a hamlet it is. with a 
plain wall, or rampart, and a pigeon-house or so or a tower 
at every angle. Uds daggers and scabbards, if a leaguer 
of our days had been twenty-four hours, not to say so 
many months, before it, without carrying the place and 
all its cocklofts, one after another, by pure storm, they 
would have deserved no better grace than the Provost- 
Marshal gives when his noose is reeved.” 

“ Saar,” said the Chevalier, “ Monsieur le Capitaine, I 
vas not at the siege of the petit Leyth, and I Know not 
what you say about the cockloft ; but I will say for 
Monseigneur de Strozzi, that he understood the grande 
guerre, and was grand capitaine — plus grand — that is 
more great, it may be, than sonm of the capitaines of 
Angleterre, who do speak very loud— tenez. Monsieur, car 
c*est k vous ! ” 

“ O Monsieur.” answered the swordsman, “ we know the 
Frenchman will fight well behind his barrier of stone, or 
when he is armed with back, breast, and pot.” 

“Pot I” exclaimed the Chevalier, “what do you mean 
by pot— do you mean to insult me among my noble guests? 
Saar, I have done my duty as a pauvre gentilhomme under 
the Grand Henri Quatre, both at Courtrai and Yvry, and, 
ventre saint gris 1 we had neither pot nor marmite, but 
did always charge in our shirt.” 

“ Which refutes another b^se scandal,” said Lord Dal- 

f arno, laughing, “alleging that linen was scarce among the 
'rencn gentlemen-at-arms.” 

“ Gentlemen out at arms and elbows both, you mean, 
my lord,” said the captain, from the bottom of the table. 
“ Craving your lordship’s pardon, I do know something of 
these same gens-d’armes.” 

“We will spare your knowledge at present, captain, 

1 See Note 12.— French Cookei^'. 
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and Save your modesty at the same time the trouble of 
telling us how that knowledge was acquired,” answered 
Lord iDalgarno, rather contemptuously. 

“ 1 need not speak of it, my lord,” said the man of war ; 
“ the world knows it —all, perhaps, but the men of mohair 
— the poor sneaking citizens of London, who would see a 
man of valour eat his very hilts for hunger, ere they 
would draw a farthing from their long purses to relieve 
them. O, if a band of the honest fellows 1 have seen were 
once to come near that cuckooes nest of theirs ! ” 

A cuckooes nest ! — and that said of the city of London ! ” 
said a gallant who sat on the opposite side of the table, 
and who, wearing a splendid and fashionable dress, 
seemed yet scarce at home in it — “I will not brook to 
hear that repeated.” ^ 

“ What ! ” said the soldier, bending a most terrific 
frown from a pair of broad black eyebrows, handling the 
hilt of his weapon with one hand, and twirling with the 
other his huge mustaches; ‘‘will you quarrel for your 

‘^Ay, marry will I,” replied the other. “I am a citizen, 
I care not who knows it; and he who shall speak a 
word in dispraise of the city, is an ass and a peremptory 
gull, and I will break his pate, to teach him sense and 
manners.” 

The company, who probably had their reasons for not 
valuing the captain^s courage at the high rate which he 
himself put upon it, were much entertained at the manner 
in which the quarrel was taken up by the indignant 
citizen; and they exclaimed on all sides, “Well rung, Bow- 
bell! ” — “Well crowed, the cock of Saint PauFs!” — “Sound 
a charge there, or the soldier will mistake his signals, and 
retreat when he should advance.” 

“You mistake me, gentlemen,” said the captain, look- 
ing round with an air of dignity. “I will but enquire 
whether this cavaliero citizen is of rank and degree fitted 
to measure swords with a man of action (for, conceive me, 
gentlemen, it is not with every one that I can match 
myself without loss of reputation) : and in that case 
he shall soon hear from me nonourably, by way of cartel.” 

“ You shall feel me most dishonourably in the way of 
cudgel,” said the citizen^ starting up, and taking his 
sword, which he had laid m a corner. “ Follow me.” 

“ It is my right to name the place of combat, by all the 
rules of the sword,” said the captain ; “ and I do nominate 
1 See Note IS — Cuckoo'e Nest. 
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the Maze, in Tothiil-Fields, for place — two gentlemen, who 
shall be indifferent judges, for witnesses; — and for time — 
let me say this day fortnight, at daybreak.” 

“ And I,” said the citizen, “ do nominate the bowling- 
alley behind the house for place, the present good com- 
pany for witnesses, and for time the present moment.” 

So saying, he cast on his beaver, struck the soldier 
across the shoulders with his sheathed sword, and ran 
down stairs. The captain showed no instant alacrity to 
follow him ; yet, at last, roused by the laugh and sneer 
around him, he assured the company, that what he did, he 
would do deliberately, and assuming his hat, which lie 
put on with the air of Ancient Pistol, he descended the 
stairs to the place of combat, where his more prompt 
adversary was already stationed, with his sword un- 
sheathed. Of the company, all of whom seemed highly 
delighted with the approaching fray, some ran to the 
windows which overlooked the bowling-alley, and otliers 
followed the combatants down stairs. Nigel could not 
help asking Dalgarno whether he would not interfere to 
prevent mischief. 

“It would be a crime against the public interest,” 
answered his friend ; “ there can no mischief happen 
between two such originals, which will not be a positive 
benefit to society, and particularly to the ChevalioFs 
establishment, as he calls it. I have been as sick of that 
captain’s buff belt, and red doublet, for this month past, 
as e’er I was of aught ; and now I hope this bold linen- 
draper will pudgel the ass out of that filthy lion’s hide. 
See, Nigel, see the gallant citizen has ta’en his ground 
about a bowl’s-cast forward, in the midst of the alley — 
the very model of a hog in armour. Behold how ho 
prances with his manly foot, and brandishes his blade, 
much as if he were about to measure forth cambric with 
it. — See, they bring on the reluctant soidado, and plant 
him opposite to his fiery antagonist, twelve paces still 
dividing them — l-io, the captain draws his tool, put, like a 
good general, looks pver his shoulder to secure his retreat, 
in case the worst come ou’t. Behold the valiant shop- 
keeper stoops 14s head, confident, doubtless, ip the civic 
helmet with which his spouse has fortified his skull — Why, 
this is the rarest of sport. By Heaven, he will run a tilt 
at him like a rani.” 

It was oven as I^rd Baigarno bad anticipated j for the 
citizen, who secuncd quite serious in his zeal for cppibat, 
perceiving that tiie man c£ war did not advance towards 
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him, rushed pu wards with as mhch good fot’tune as 
courage, beat down the captain’s guard, and, pressing on, 
thrust, as it seemed, his sword clear through the body of 
his antagonist, who, with a deep groan, measured his 
length on the ground. A score of voices cried to the 
conqueror, as he stood fixed in astonishment at his own 
feat, “ Away, away with you ! — fly, fly — fly by the back 
door !— get into the Whitetriars, or cross the water to the 
Bankside, while we keep ofl‘ the mob and the constables.” 
And the conqueror leaving his vanquished foeman on the 
ground, fled accordingly, with all speed. 

“By Heaven,” said Lord Dalgarno, “I could never 
have Dclieved that the fellow would have stood to receive 
a thrust — ho has certainly been arrested by positive 
terror, and lost tlie use of his limbs. See, they are 
raisiiifj liiui.” 

Stifl and stark seemed the corpse of the swordsman, as 
one or two of the guests raised him from the ground ; but, 
when they began to open his waistcoat to search for the 
wound winch nowhere existed, the man of war collected 
his scattered spirits ; and, conscious that the ordinary was 
no longer a stage on which to display his \alour, took to 
his heels as fast as he could run, pursued by tlie laughter 
and shouts of the company. 

“By my honour,” said Lord Dalgarno, “he takes the 
same course with his conqueror. I trust in heaven he 
will overtake him, and then the valiant citizen will sup- 
pose himself haunted by the ghost of him he has slain.” 

“ Despardieux, milor,” said the Chevalier, “if he had 
staid one moment, he should have had a ^orcAo^t—what 
you call a dishclout, pinned to him for a piece of shroud, 
to show he be de ghost of one grand fanfaron.” 

“In the meanwhile,” said Lord Dalgarno, “you will 
oblige us. Monsieur le Chevalier, as well as maintain your 
own honoured reputation, by letting your drawers receive 
the man-at-arms with a cudgel, in case he should venture 
to come this way again.” 

“Ventre saint gris, milor,” said the Chevalier, “leave 
that to me. — Begar, the maid shall throw the wash-sud 
upon the grand poltron ! ” 

When they had laughed sufliciently at this ludicrous 
occurrence, the party began to divide thcmiselves into 
little knots — some took possession of the alley, late the 
scene of combat, and put the field to its proper use of a 
bowling-ground, and it soon resounded with all the terms 
ef the game, as “run, run — rub, rub — hold biaii, you 



168 


THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 


infernal trundling timber ! ” thus making good the saying, 
that three things are thrown away in a bowling-green, 
namely, time, money, and oaths.” 

In the house, many of the gentlemen betook themselves 
to cards or dice, and parties were formed at Ombre, at 
Basset, at Gleek, at Frimero, and other games then in 
fashion ; while the dice were used at various games, both 
with and without the tables, as Hazard, In and In, 
Passage, and so forth. The play, however, did not appear 
to be extravagantly deep ; it was certainly conducted 
with great decorum and fairness ; nor did there appear 
anything to lead the young Scotsman in the least to 
doubt his companion's assurance, that the place was 
frequented by men of rank and quality, and that the 
recreations they adopted were conducted upon honourable 
principles. 

Lora Dalgarno neither had proposed play to his friend, 
nor joined in the amusement himself, but sauntered from 
one table to another, remarking the luck of the different 
plavers, as well as their capacity to avail themselves of it, 
and. exchanging conversation with the highest and n\ost 
respectable of the guests. At length, as if tired of what 
in modern phrase would have been termed lounging, he 
suddenly remembered that Burbage was to act Shak- 
speare’s King Richard, at the Fortune, that afternoon, 
and that he could not give a stranger in London, like 
Lord Glenvarloch, a higher entertainment than to carry 
him to that exhibition ; ‘‘ unless, indeed,” he added, in a 
whisper, “ there is a paternal interdiction of the theatre 
as well as of the ordinary.” 

“ I never heard m v father speak of stage-plays,” said 
Lord OlenvarlocK “for they are shows of a modern date, 
and unknown in Scotland. Yet, if what I have heard to 
their prejudice be true, I doubt much whether he would 
have approved of them.” 

“Approved of them !” exclaimed Lord Dalgarno — “why, 
George Buchanan wrote tragedies, and his pupil, learned 
and wise as himself, goes to see them, so it is next door 
to treason to abstain ; and the cleverest men in England 
write for the stage, and the prettiest women in London 
resort to the playhouses, and I have a brace of nags at 
the door which will carry us along the streets like wild- 
fire, and the ride will digest our venison and ortolans, 
and dissipate the fumes of the wine, and so let’s to horse 
— Godd’en to you, gentlemen— Godd’en, Chevalier de la 
Fortune.” 
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Lord Dalgamo’s grooms were in attendance with two 
liorses, and the young men mounted, the proprietor upon 
a favourite barb, and Nigel upon a high-dressed iennet, 
scarce loss beautiful. As they rode towards the theatre, 
Lord Dalgarno endeavoured to discover his friend’s opinion 
of the company to which he had introduced him, and to 
combat the exceptions which he might suppose him to 
have taken. “ And wherefore lookest thou sad,” he said, 
“my pensive neophyte? Sage son of the Alma Mater of 
Low-Dutch learning, what aileth thee ? Is the leaf of the 
living world which we have turned over in company, less 
fairly written than thou hadst been taught to expect ? 
be comforted, and pass over one little blot or two ; thou 
wilt be doomed to read through many a page, as black as 
Infamy, with her sooty pinion, can make them. Kemem- 
ber, most immaculate Nigel, that we are in London, not 
Leyden — that we are studying life, not lore. Stand buff 
against the reproach of thine over-tender conscience, man, 
and when thou summest up, like a good arithmetician, 
the actions of the day, before you balance the account 
upon your pillow, tell the accusing spirit, to his brimstone 
beard, that if thine ears have heard the clatter of the 
devil’s bones, thy hand hath not trowled them — that if 
thine eye hath seen the brawling of two angry boys, thy 
blade hath not been bared in their fray.” 

“Now, all this may be wise and witty,” replied Nigel ; 
“yet I own I cannot think but that your lordship, and 
other men of good quality with whom we dined, might 
have chosen a place of meeting free from the intrusion of 
bullies, and a better master of your ceremonial than 
yonder foreign adventurer.” 

“All shall be amended, Sancte Nigelle, when thou shalt 
come forth a new Peter the Hermit, to preach a crusade 
against dicing, drabbing, and company-keeping. We \yill 
meet for dinner in Saint S^ulchre’s Oburcn ; we will dine 
in. the chancel, drink our flask in the vestry, the parson 
shall draw every cork, and the clerk say amen to every 
health. Come, man, cheer up, and get rid of this sour and 
unsocial humour. Credit me, that the Puritans who 
object to us the follies and the frailties incident to human 
nature, have themselves the vices of absolute devils, privy 
malice and backbiting hypocrisy, and spiritual pride in 
all its presumption. There is much, too, in life wich we 
must see, were it only to learn to shun it. Will Shak- 
speare, who lives after death, and who is presently to 
afford thee such pleasure as none but liimself can confer, 
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bas descnoed the gallant Falconbridge as calling tnat 

niau 

* a bastard to the time, 

'I’hat doth not smack of observation ; 

Which, tlu>us(h I will not pi-aotiscs to deceive, 

Vet, to avoid deceit, 1 moan to learn.* 

But here we are at the door of the Fortune, where we 
shall have matchless Will speaking for himself. — Goblin, 
and you otlier lout, leave the horses to the grooms, and 
make way for us through the press.” 

They dismounted, and the assiduous efforts of Lutin, 
elbowing, bullying, and proclaiming his master’s name 
and title, made way through a crowd of murmuring 
citizens, and clamorous apprentices, to the door, where 
Lord Dalgarno sjieedily procured a brace of stools upon 
the stage for his companion and himself, where, seated 
among the gallants of the same class, they had an oppor- 
tunity of displaying their fair dresses and fashionable 
manners, while they criticised the piece during its pro- 
gress; thus forming, at the same time, a conspicuous part 
of the spectacle, and an important proportion of the 
audience. 

Nigel Olifaunt was too eagerly and deeply absorbed 
in the interest of tlie scene, to be capable of plajnng Ids 
part as became the place where be was seated. He felt 
all the magic of that sorcerer, who had displayed, within 
the paltry circle of a wooden booth, the long wars of 
York and Lancaster, coiupelling the horcK's of either line 
to stalk across the scene in language and fashion as they 
lived, as if the grave had given up the dead for the 
amusement and instruction of the living. Burbage,^ 
esteemed the best Iticliard until Garrick arose, played the 
tyrant and usurper with such truth and liveliness, that 
when the Battle of Bosworth seemed concluded by his 
death, the ideas of reality and deception were strongly 
contending in Lord Glenvarloch’s imagination, and it 
reauired him to rouse himself from his reverie, so strange 
did the i)roposal at first sound, when his companion 
declared King iliehard should sup with them at the 
Mermaid. 

They were joined, at the same time, by a small party of 
the gentlemen witn whom they had dined, which they 
recruited by inviting two or three of the most accom- 
plished wits and poets, who seldom failed to attend the 
Fortune Theatre, and were even but top ready to con- 

1 Soo Note 14.— BurbiE4re. 
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elude a day of amusement with a night of pleasure. 
Thitlier the whole party adjourned, and betwixt fertile 
cups of sack, excited spirits, and the emulous wit of their 
lively cornpaniohs, seemed to realize the joyous boast of 
one of Ben Jonson’s contemporaries, when reminding the 
bard of 

“ Those IjTic feasts, 

Where men such clusters liad, 

A’* made them nobly wild, not mad ; 

While yet each verse of thine 
Outdid the meat, outdid the frolic wine.” 


chapteh XIII. 

Let the hroud salmon gonre the feather’d hook, 

Then strike, and then >ou have him— He will wince; 

Spin out your line that it shall whistle from you 
Some tw^enty yards or so, yet you shall have him — 

Marry ! you must have i>atiencc— the stout rock 
Which is his trust, hath edges something sharj) ; 

And the deei) pool hath ooze and sludge enough 
To mar your fishing — 'less jou arc more careful. 

Albivn^ or the Double Kinga, 

It is seldom that a day of pleasure, upon review, seems 
altogether so exquisite as the partaker of the festivity 
may have felt it while passing over him. Olifaunt, 

at least, did not feel it so, and it required a visit from his 
new acquaintance, Lord Dalgarno, to reconcile him 
entirely to himself. But this visit took place early after 
breakfast, and his friend’s discourse was prefaced with a 
question, How ho liked the company of the preceding 
evening ? 

“ Why, excellently well,” said Lord Glenvarloch ; “ only 
I should have liked the wdt better had it appeared to flow 
more freely. Every man^s invention seemed on the 
stretch, and each extravagant simile seemed to set one 
half of your men of wit into a brown study to produce 
something which should out-herod it.” 

‘*And wherefore not?” said Lord Dalgarno^ “or what 
are these fellows fit for, but to play the intellectual 
gladiators before us ? He of them who declares himself 
recreant, should, d — n him, be restricted to muddy ale, 
and the patronage of the Waterman’s Company. I pro- 
mise you, that many a pretty fellow has been mortally 
wounded with a quibble or a carwitchet at the Mermaid, 
and sent from thence, in a pitiable estate, to Wit’s 
hospital in the Vintry, where they languish to this day 
amongst fools and aldermen.” 
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“ It may be so,” said Lord Nigel ; “ yet I could swear 
by my honour, that last night I seemed to be in company 
with more than one man whose genius and learning 
ought either to have placed him higher in our company, 
or to have withdrawn him altogether from a scene, where, 
sooth to speak, his part seemed unworthily subordinate.” 

*‘Now, out upon your tender conscience,” said Lord 
Dalgarno ; ** and the fico for such outcasts of Parnassus ! 
Why, these are the very leavings of that noble banquet 
of pickled herrings and Rhenisn, which lost London so 
many of her principal wit-mongers and bards of misrule. 
What would you have said had you seen Nash or Green, 
when you interest yourself about the poor mimes you 
suppecf with last night ? Suffice it, they nad their drench 
and their doze, and they drank ana slept as much as may 
save them from any necessity of eating till evening, when, 
if they are industrious, they will find patrons or players 
to feed them.^ For the rest of their wants, they can be 
at no loss for cold water while the New River head holds 
good ; and your doublets of Parnassus are eternal in 
duration.” 

“ Virgil and Horace had more efficient patronage,” said 
Nigel. 

‘‘Ay,” replied his countryman, “but these fellows are 
neither Virgil nor Horace ; besides, we have other spirits 
of another sort, to whom I will introduce you on some 
early occasion. Our Swan of Avon hath sung his last : 
but we have stout old Ben, with as much learning ana 

f enius as ever prompted the treader of sock and buskin. 

t is not, however, of him I mean now to speak ; but I 
come to pray you, of dear love, to row up with me as far 
as Richmona, where two or three of the gallants whom 
you saw yesterday, mean to give music and syllabubs to 
a set of beauties, with some curious bright eyes among 
them — such, I promise you, as might wm an astrologer 
from his worship of the galaxy. My sister leads the 
bevy, to whom I desire to present you. She hath her 
admirers at Court ; and is regarded, though I might dis- 
pense with sounding her praise, as one of the beauties of 
the time.” 

1 The condition of men of wit and talents was never more melancholy than 
about this peilod. Their lives were so irrefruiar, and their means of living so 
precarious, that they were alternately rioting in debauchery, or encountering 
and struggling with the meanest necessities. Two or three lost their lives by a 
surfeit brought on by that fatal banquet of Rhenish wine and pickled herrinm, 
which is familiar to those who study the lighter literature of that age, 'J'he 
whole history is a most melancholy picture of genius, degraded at once bv its 
own debaucheries, and the patronage of heartless rakes and profligates. (S.) 
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There was no refusing an engagement, where the pres- 
ence of the party invited, late so low in his own regard, was 
demanded by a lady of quality, one of the choice beauties 
of the time. Lord Glenvarloch accepted, as was inevitable, 
and spent a lively day among the gav and the fair. He 
was the gallant in attendance, for the day, upon his friend’s 
sister, the beautiful Countess of Blackchester, who aimed 
at once at superiority in the realms of fashion, of power, 
and of wit. 

8he was, indeed, considerably older than her brother, 
and had probably completed her six lustres; but the 
deficiency in extreme youth was more than atoned for, in 
the most precise and curious accuracy in attire, an early 
acquaintance with every foreign mode, and a peculiar 
gift in adapting the knowledge which she acquired, to her 
own particular features and complexion. At court, she 
knew as well as any lady in the circle, the precise tone, 
moral, political, learned, or jocose, in which it was proper 
to answer the Monarch, according to his prevailing 
humour ; and was supposed to have been very active, by 
her personal interest, in procuring her husband a high 
situation, which the gouty old viscount could never have 
deserved by any merit of his own commonplace conduct 
and understanding. 

It was far more easy for this lady than for her brother, 
to reconcile so young a courtier as Lord Glenvarloch to 
the customs and habits of a sphere so new to him. In all 
civilized society, the females of distinguished rank and 
beauty give the tone to manners, and, through these, even 
to morals. Lady Blackchester had, besides, interest either 
in the Court, or over the Court (for its source could not 
be well traced), which created friends, and over*awed 
those who might have been disposed to play the part of 
enemies. 

At one time, she was understood to be closely leagued 
with the Buckingham family, with whom her brother 
still maintained a great intimacy ; and, although some 
coldness had taken place betwixt the Countess and the 
Duchess of Buckingnam, so that they were little seen 
together, and the former seemed considerably to have with- 
drawn herself into privacy, it was whispered^ that Lady 
Blackchester’s interest with the great favourite was not 
diminished in consequence of her breach with his lady. 

Our accounts of the private Court intrigues of that 
period, and of the persons to whom they were intrusted, 
are not full enough to enable us to pronounce upon the 
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various reports which arose out of the circumstances wo 
have detailed. It is enough to say, that Lady Black - 
ch^ter possessed great influence on the circle around her, 
both from her beauty, her abilities, and her reputed 
tiilents for Court intrigue ; and that Kigel Olifaunt was 
hot long of experiencing its x>ower, as ho became a slave 
in some decree to that species of habit, which carries so 
many men into a certain society at a certain hour, with- 
out expecting or receiving any particular degree of grati- 
fication, or even amusement. 

His life for several weeks may be thus described. The 
Ordinary was no bad introduction to the business of the 
day ; and the young lord quickly found, that if the society 
there was not always irreproachable, still it formed the 
most convenient and agreeable place of meeting with the 
fashionable parties, with whom he visited Hyde Park, the 
theatres, and other places of public resort, or joined the 
gay and glittering circle which Ladv Blackchester had 
assembled around her. Neither did he entertain the 
same scrupulous horror which led him originally even to 
hesitate entering into a place where garniiig was per- 
mitted ; but, on the contrary, began to admit the idea that 
as thei*e could be no harm in beholding such recreation 
when only indulged in to a moderate degree, so, from a 
parity of reasoning, there could be no objection to joining 
tn it, always under the same restrictions. But the young 
lord was a Scotsman, habituated to early reflection, ana 
totally unaccustomed to any habit which inferred a care- 
less risk or profuse waste of money. Profusion was not 
his natural vice, or one likely to be acquired in the course 
of his education ; and, in all probability, while his father 
anticipatifed with noble horror the idea of his son approach- 
ing the gaming-table, he was more startled at the idea of 
his becoming a gaining than a losing adventurer. The 
second, ^cording to his principles, had a termination, a 
sad one, indeed, in the loss of temporal fortune — the first 
quality lyent on increasing the evil which he dreaded, 
and perilled at once both body and soul. 

However the old lord might ground his apprehension, 
it was so far verified by his son^s cbnduct, that, from an 
observer of the various games of chance whicn he ’virit- 
nessed, he came, by degrees, by moderate hazards, And 
small bets or wagers, to take a certain interest in them. 
Nor could it be denied, that his rank and expectations 
entitled him to haswird a few pieces (for his gafiie went no 
deeper) against persons, who, from the readiness with 
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w Inch they staked their money, might h© supposed well 
able to afford to lose it. 

It chanced^ or, perhaps, according to the common belief, 
lus evil genius had so decreed, that Nigels adventures 
were reniark.ably vsuccessful. He was temperate, cautious, 
cooldieaded, had a strong memory, and a ready power of 
calculation ; was besides, of a daring and intrepid char- 
acter, one upon whom no one that hadiooked even slightly, 
or spoken to though but hastily, would readily have ven- 
tured to practise anything approaching to trick, or which 
required to be supported by intimidation. ^ While Lord 
Glenvarloch chose to play, men played with him regularly, 
or, according to the phrase, upon the square ; and, as he 
found his luck change, or wished to hazard his good for- 
tune no farther, the more professed votaries of fortune, 
who frequented the house of Monsieur le Chevalier de 
Saint Priest Beaujeu, did not venture openly to express 
their displeasures at his rising a winner. But when this 
happened repeatedly, the gamesters murmured amongst 
themselves et|ually at the caution and the success of the 
young Scotsman ; and he became far from being a popular 
character among their society. 

It was no slight inducement to the continuance of this 
most evil habit, when it was once in some degree acquired, 
that it seemed to jilacc Lord Glenvarloch, haughty as he 
naturally was, bc^yond the neo(‘Ssity of subjecting him- 
self to farther pecuniary obligations, which his prolonged 
residence in London must otherwise have rendered neces- 
sary. lie had to solicit from the ministers certain forms 
of office, which were to render his sign-manual eliectually 
useful ; and these, though they could not be denied, were 
delayed in sucli a manner, as to lead Nigel to believe 
there was some secret opposition, which occasioned the 
demur in his business. His own impulse was, to have 
appeared at Court a second time, with the King^s sign- 
manual in his pocket, and to have appealed to his Majesty 
himself, whether the delay of the public officers ought to 
render his royal generosity unavailing. But the Lord 
Huntingleu, tnat good old peer, who had so frankly inter- 
fered in his behalf on a former occasion, and whom he 
occasionally visited, greatly dissuaded hipi from a similar 
adventure, and exhorted him quietly to awgit the deliycr- 
ance of the ministers, which should set him free from 
dancing attendapce in London. 

Lord Dalgarno joined his father in deterring his young 
friend from a second attendance at Court, at least tdl he 
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was reconciled with the Duke of Buckingham— **a matter 
in which,” he said, addressing his father, “I have offered 
my poor assistance, without being able to prevail on Lord 
Nigel to make any — not even the least — submission to the 
Duke of Buckingham.” 

“ By my faith, and I hold I)he laddie to be in the right 
on’t, Malcolm ! ” answered the stout old Scots lord. — 
“ What right hath Buckingham, or, to speak plainly, the 
son of Sir George Villiers, to expect homage and fealty 
from one more noble than himself by eight quarters ? 1 

heard him myself, on no reason that I could perceive, 
term Lord Nigel his enemy ; and it will never be by my 
counsel that the lad speaks soft word to him, till he 
recalls the hard one.” 

“That is precisely my advice to Lord Qlenvarloch,” 
answered Lord Dalgarno ; “ but then you will admit, my 
dear father, that it would be the risk of extremity for our 
friend to return into the presence, the Duke being his 
enemy — better to leave it with me to take off the heat of 
the distem peratu re, with which some pickthanks have 
persuaded the Duke to regard our friend.” 

“If thou canst persuade Buckingham of his error, 
Malcolm,” said his lather, “ for once I will say there hath 
been kindness and honesty in Court service. I have oft 
told your sister and yourself, that in the general I esteem 
it as lightly as may be.” 

“You need not doubt my doing my best in Nigel’s 
case,” answered Lord Dalgarno; “but you must think, 
my dear father, 1 must needs use slower and gentler 
means than those by which you became a favourite 
twenty years ago.” 

“By mv faith, I am afraid thou wilt,” answered his 
father. — “I tell thee, Malcolm, I would sooner wish my- 
self in the grave, than doubt thine honesty or honour ; 
yet somehow it hath chanced, that honest, ready service, 
hath not the same acceptance at Court which it had in my 
younger time — and yet you rise there.” 

“ O, the time permits not your old-world service,” said 
Lord Dalgarno ; “ we have now no daily insurrections, no 
nightly a,tterapts at assassination, as were the fashion in 
the Scottish Court. Your prompt and uncourteous sword- 
in-hand attendance on the Sovereign is no longer neces- 
sary^ and would be as unbeseeming eis your old-fashioned 
serving-men, with their badgea broadswords, and bucklers, 
would be at a court-mask. Besides, father, loyal haste 
hath its inconveniences. I have heard, and from royal 
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lips too, that when you struck your dagger into the 
traitor Ruthven, it was with such little consideration, 
that the point ran a quarter of an inch into the royal 
buttock. The King never talks of it but he rubs the 
injured part, and quotes his Hnfandum . . . renovate 
doloreni^ But this comes of old fashions, and of wearing 
a long Liddesdale whinger instead of a poniard of Parma. 
Yet this, my dear father, you call prompt and valiant 
service. The King, I am told, could not sit upright for a 
fortnight, though all the cushions in Falkland were placed 
in his chair of state, and the Provost of Dunfermline’s 
borrowed to the boot of all.” 

“ It is a lie,” said the old Ejirl, “ a false lie, forge it who 
list ! — It is true I wore a dagger of service by my side, 
and not a bodkin like yours, to pick one’s teeth withal — 
and for prompt service — Odds nouns ! it should be prompt 
to be useful, when kings are crying treason and murder 
with the screech of a half-throttled hen. But you young 
courtiers know nought of these matters, and are little 
better than the green geese ^ they bring over from the 
Indies, whose only merit to their masters is to repeat their 
own words after them— a pack of mouthers, and flatterers, 
and ear- wigs.— Well, I am old and unable to mend, else I 
would break all off, and hear the Tay once more flinging 
liimself over the Campsie Lin.” 

“But there is your dinner-bell, father,” said Lord Dal- 
garno, “ which, if the venison I sent you prove seasonable, 
IS at least as sweet a sound.” 

“Follow me, then, youngsters, if you list,” said the old 
Earl ; and strode on from the alcove in which this con- 
versation was held, towards the house, followed by the 
two young men. 

In their private discourse. Lord Dalgarno had little 
trouble in dissuading Nigel from going immediately 
to Court ; while, on tne other hand, the offers he made 
him of a previous introduction to the Duke of Buckingham, 
were received by Lord Glenvarloch with a positive ana 
contemptuous refusal. His friend shrugged his shoulders, 
as one who claims the merit of having given to an obsti- 
nate friend the best counsel, and desires to be held free of 
the consequences of his pertinacity. 

As for the father, his table indeed, and his best liquor, 
of which he was more profuse than necessary, were at the 
command of his young friend, as well as his best advice 
and assistance in the prosecution of his affairs. But Lord 

I PUTOtS. 
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Huntinglen’s interest was mor^ apparent than real ; and 
the credit ho had acquired by his gallant defence of the 
King’s person, was so carelessly managed hy himself, 
and so easily eluded by the favourites and miuistors of 
the Soveroi,u:n, that, except upon one or two occasions, 
when the King was in some me^isure taken by surprise, 
as in the case of Lord Glenvarloch, the royal bounty 
was never efficiently extended, either to himself or to his 
friends. 

“ There never was a man,” said Lord Dalgarno, whose 
shrewder knowledge of the English Court saw where lus 
father’s deficiency lay, “that had it so perfectly in his 
power to have made his way to the pinnacle of fortune as 
my poor father. He had acquired a right to build up the 
staircase, step by step, slowly and surely, letting every 
boon, which ne begged year after year, become in its turn 
the resting-place for the next annual grant. But your 
fortunes shall not shipwreck upon the same coast, Nigtd,” 
he would conclude. “ If I liave fewer moans of infiuenco 
than my father has, or rather had, till he threw them 
away for butts of sack, hawks, hounds, and such carrion, 
I can. far better than he, improve that which I possess ; 
and that, my dear Nigel, is all engaged in your behalf. 
Do not be surprised or otfendod that you now see me less 
than formerly : Tin* stng-hunting is commenced, and the 
Prince looks that 1 should attend him more frequently. 
I must also maintain my attendance on the Duke, that I 
may have an opportunity of pleading your cause when 
occasion shall permit.” 

“I have no cause to plead before the Duke,” said Nigel, 
gravely ; “ I have said so repeatedly.” 

“Why, I meant the phrase no otherwise, thou churlish 
and suspicious disputant,” answered Dalgarno, “ than as 
I am now pleading the Duke’s cause with thee. Surely I 
only mean to claim a share in our royal master’s favourite 
benediction, Beati pari^iciP 

^ Upon several occasions, Ijord Glenvarloch’s con versa-* 
tions, both with the old Earl and his son, took a similar 
turn and had a like conclusion. He sometimes felt as if, 
betwixt the one and the other, not to mention the more 
unseen and unboasted, Vjut scarce less certaip influence of 
Lady Blackchester, his aflliir, simple as it had bjecome, 
plight have beep somehow accelerated. Bpt it was 
equally impossible to doubt the rough of the 

father, pnd the e^er and officious friendship of Lord Dal- 
garno ; nor was it easy to suppose that the countenance 



TliE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 


179 


of tlio liidy, by whom he was received with such dis- 
tinction, would be wanting, could it be effectual in his 
service. 

Nigel was further sensible of the truth of what Lord 
Palgarno often pointed out, that the favourite being 
supposed to be Iiis enemy, every petty officer, through 
whose hands his affair must necessarily pass, would desire 
to make a merit of throwing obstacles m his way, which 
he could onlv surmount by steadiness and patience, unless 
he prcferroa closing the breach, or, as Lord Dalgarno 
called it, making his peace with the Duke of Bucking- 
ham. 

Nigel might, and doubtless would, have had recourse to 
the advice of his friend George Heriot upon this occasion, 
having found it so advantageous formerly ; but the only 
time he saw him after their visit to Court, he found the 
worthy citizen engaged in hasty preparation for a journey 
to Paris, upon business of great importance in the way of 
his profession, and by an especial commission from the 
Court and the Duke of P>uckingham, which was likely to 
be attended with considerable protit. The good man 
smiled as he named tlie Duke of Buckingham. Ho had 
been, he said, pretty sure that his disgrace in that quarter 
would not be of long duration. 

Lord Glenvarloch expressed liimself rejoiced at their 
recon<*iliation, observing, that it had boon a most painful 
reileetion to him, that Master Iteriot should, in his behalf, 
have incurred the dislike, and perhaps exposed himself to 
the ill offices, of so powerful a favourite. 

“My lord,” said Iforiot, “for your father’s son I would 
do much ; and yet truly, if I know myself, I would do as 
much and risk as much, for the sake of justice, in the 
case of a much more insignificant person, as I have 
ventured for yours. But as we shall not meet for some 
time, I must commit to your own wisdom the farther 
prosecution of this matter.” 

And thus they took a kind and affectionate leave of 
each other. 

There were other changes in Lord Glenvarloch’s situa- 
tion, which require to be noticed. His present occupations, 
and the habits of amusement which he had acquired, 
rendered his living so far in the city a considerable 
inconvenience. He may also have become a lit 1 .e ashamed 
of his cabin on Paul’s Wharf, and desirous of being lodged 
somewhat more according to nis quality. For this purpose, 
he had hired a small apartment near the Temple. He 
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was, nevertheless, almost sorry for what ho bad done, 
when he observed that his removal appeared to give some 
pain to John Christie, and a great deal to his cordial and 
ofl&cious landlady. The former, who was grave and 
saturnine in everything he did, only hoped that all had 
been to Lord Glenvarloch’s mind, and that he had not 
left them on account of any unbeseeming negligence on 
their part. But the tear twinkled in Dame NeTly’s eye, 
W’hile she recounted the various improvements she had 
made in the apartment of express purpose to render it 
more convenient to his lordship. 

“There was a great sea-chest,” she said, “had been 
taken up stairs to the shopman's garret, though it left the 
poor lad scarce eighteen inches of opening to creep 
betwixt it and his bed ; and Heaven knew — she did not— 
whether it could ever be brought down that narrow stair 
again. Then the turning the closet into an alcove, had 
cost a matter of twenty round shillings ; and to be sure, 
to any other lodger but his iordsliip, the closet was more 
convenient. There was all the linen, too, which she had 
bought on purpose — But Heaven’s will bo done — she was 
resigned.” 

Everybody likes marks of personal attachment ; and 
Nigel, whose heart really smote him, as if in his rising 
fortunes he were disdaining the lowlv accommodations 
and the civilities of the humble friends which had been 
but lately actual favours, failed not by every assurance in 
his power, and by as liberal payment as they could bo 
prevailed upon to accept, to alleviate tlie soreness of their 
feelings at his departure ; and a parting kiss from the 
fair lips of his hostess sealed his forgiveness. 

Bicnie Moniplies lingered behind his master, to ask 
whether, in case of need, John Christie could, help a 
canny Scotsman to a passage back to his own country ; 
and receiving assurance of John's interest to that effecl, 
he said at parting, he would remind him of his promise 
soon. — “For,” said he, “if my lord is not weary of this 
London life, I ken one that i.s, videlicet, njysell ; and I am 
weel determined to see Arthur's {Seat again ere I am many 
weeks older.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Bingo, why, Bingo ! hey. boy—here, sir, hare I— 

He’s gone and off, but he’ll be home before us ; — 

’Tls the most wayward cur e’er mumbled bone, 

Or dogg’d a master’s footstep.— Bingo loves me 
Better than ever beggar loved his ahna ; 

Yet, when he takes such humour, you may coax 
Sweet Mistress Fantasy, your worship's mistress. 

Out of her sullen moods, as soon as Bingo. 

The Dominie and hie Dog. 

Richie MoNiPLiEa^ was as good as his word. Two or 
three mornings after the young lord liad possessed himself 
of his new lodgings, he appeared before Nigel, as he was 
preparing to dress, having left his pillow at an hour much 
later than had formerly l^jen his custom. 

As Nigel looked upon his attendant, he observed there 
was a gathering gloom upon his solemn features, which 
expressed either additional importance, or superadded 
discontent, or a portion of both. 

“ How now,” he said, “ what is the matter this morning, 
Richie, that you have made your face so like the grotesque 
mask on one of the spouts yonder?” pointing to the 
Temple Church, of which Gothic building they had a view 
from the window. 

Richie swivelled his head a little to the right with as 
little alacrity as if he had the crick in his neck, and 
instantly resuming his posture, replied, — “Mask here, 
mask there — it were nae such matters that I have to speak 
anent.” 

“ And what matters have you to speak anent, then ? ” 
said his master, whom circumstances had inured to tole- 
rate a good deal of freedom from his attendant. 

“ My lord,”— said Richie, and then stopped to cough and 
hem, as if what he had to say stuck somewhat in his 
throat. 

“1 guess the mystery,” said Nigel, “you want a little 
money, Richie ; will five pieces serve the present turn ?” 

“ My lord,” said Richie, “ I may, it is like, want a trifle 
of money ; and I am glad at the same time, and sorry, 
that it is mair plenty with your lordship than formerly.” 

“ Glad and sorry, man ! ” said Lord Nigel, “ why, you 
are reading riddles to me, Richie.” 

“ My riddle will be briefly read,” said Richie ; “ I come 
to crave of your lordship your commands for Scotland.” 

“For Scotland !— why, art thou mad, man?” said Nigel; 
“ canst thou not tarry to go down with me ?” 
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“I could be of little service,” said Richie, “since you 
purpose to hire another page and groom.” 

“Why, thou jealous assj” said the young lord, “will not 
thy load of duty lie the lighter? — Go, take thy breakfast, 
and drink thy ale double strong, to put such absurdities 
out of thy head — I could be angry with thee for thy folly, 
man — but I remember how tliou hast stuck to me in 
adversity.” 

“Adversity, my lord, should never have parted us,” 
said Richie ; “ methiiiks, had the warst come to warst, 
I could have starved as gallantly as your lordshm, or 
more so, being in some sort used to it ; for, though 1 was 
bred at a flesner’s stall, I have not through my life had a 
constant intimacy with collops.” 

“Now, what is the meaning of all this trash?” said 
Nigel; “or has it no other end than to provoke my 
patience? You know well enough, that, had I twenty 
Serving-men, I would hold the faithful follower that stood 
by me in my distress the most valued of them all. But it 
is totally out of reason to plague me with your solemn 
capriccios.” 

“My lord,” said Richie, “in declaring your trust in me, 
you have done what is honourable to yourstdf, if I may 
with humility say so much, and in no way undeserved on 
my side. Nevertheless, we must part.” 

“Body of me, man, why?” said Lord Nigel; “what 
reason can there be for it, if we are mutually satisfied ? ” 

“My lord,” said Richie Moniplies, “your lordship^s 
occupations are such as I cannot own or countenance by 
my presence.” 

“ How now, sirrah ! ” said his master angrily. 

“Under favour, my lord,” replied his domestic, “it is 
unequal dealing to be equally offended by ujy speecli and 
by my silence. If you can hear with patience the grounds 
or my departure, it mav be, for aucht I know, the better 
for you here and hereafter — if not, let me have my license 
of d^arture in silence, and so no more about it.” 

“Go to, sir ! ” said Nigel ; “speak out your mind — only 
remember to whom you speak it.” 

“Weel, tveel, my lord— I speak it with humility;” 
(never did Richie look with more starched dignity than 
when he uttered the word) ; “ but do you think this 
dibihg and card-shuffling, and haunting of taverns and 
playhouses, suits your lordship— for I am sure it does not 
suit me?” 

“ Why, you are not turned precisian or puritan, fool ? ” 
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said Lord Glenvarloch, laughing, though, betwixt re^nt- 
inoiit and shame, it cost him some trouble to do so. 

“My lord,” niplied tlie follower, “I ken the purport of 
your fpiery. 1 am, it may be, a little of a precisian, and 
1 wish to Heaven I was mair worthy of the name ; but 
lot that be a pass-over. — I have stretched the duties of a 
serviug-man as far as my northern conscience will permit, 

1 can give my glide word to my master, or to my native 
country, when I am in a foreign land, eyen though I 
should leave downright truth a wee bit behind me. Ay, 
and 1 will take or give a slash with ony man that speaks 
to the derogation of either. But this chambering, dicing, 
and play-haunting, is not my element — I cannot draw 
bi eath in it — and when I hear of your lordship winning 
the siller that some poor creature may full sairly miss — 
by my saulj if it wad serve your necessity, rather than 
you gained it from him, I wild tak a jump over the hedge 
with your lordship, and cry ‘Stand !’ to the first grazier 
we met, that was coming from Smithfield with the price 
of liis Essex calves in his leathern pouch I ” 

“You are a simpleton,” said Nigel, who felt, however, 
much conscience-struck; “1 never play but for small 
sums.” 

“Ay, my lord,” rojilied the unyielding domestic, “and — 
still with reverence” it is even sae much the waur. If 
you played with your (‘quals, there might be like sin. but 
there wad be mair wurldly honour in it. Your loraship 
kens, or may ken by experience of your ain, whilk is not 
as yet inony wi‘(iks aiild, that small sums can ill be missed 
by those that have nane larger ; and I maun e’en be plain 
with you, that men notice it of your lordship, that ye 
play wi’ nane but the misguided creatures that can but 
afford to lose bare stakes.” 

“No man dare say so!” replied Nigel, very angrily. 
“1 play with whom I please, but 1 will only play for 
whfit stake I please.” 

“ That is just what they say, iny lord,” said the unmerci- 
ful llicliie, whose miturai love of lecturing, as well as his 
bluntness of feeling, jirevented him from Having any idea 
of the pain which he was inflicting on his master ; “these 
are even their own very w'ords. It was but yesterday 
your lordship was pleased, at that same ordinary, to win 
from yonder young hafflins gentleman^ with crimson 
velvet doublet, and the cock’s feather m his beopver — him, 
X mean, who fought with the ranting Captain — a matter 
of five pounds, or thereby. 1 saw him come through the 
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hall ; and, if he was not cleaned out of cross and pile, I 
never saw a ruined man in my life.” 

** Impossible ! ” said Lord Ulenvarloch — “ Why, who is 
he? he looked like a man of substance.” 

All is not gold that glistens, my lord,” replied Kichie : 
“’broidery and bullion buttons make bare pouches. Ana 
if you asK who he is — maybe I have a guess, and care not 
to tell.” 

“At least, if I have done any such fellow an injury,” 
said the Lord Nigel, “ let me know how I can repair it.” 

“Never fash^ your beard about that, my lord, — with 
reverence always,” said Richie, — “he shall be suitably 
cared after. T^hink on him but as ane wdia was running 
post to the devil, and got a shouldering from your lord- 
ship to help him on his journey. But I will stop him, if 
reason can ; and so your lordship needs ask nae rnair 
about it, for there is no use in your knowing it, but much 
the contrair.” 

“Hark you, sirrah,” said his master, “I have borne 
with you thus far for certain reasons ; but abuse n)y 
good-nature no farther — and since you must needs go, 
why, go a God’s name, and here is to pay your journey.” 
So saying, he put gold into his hand, which Richie told 
oven piece by piece, with the utmost accuracy. 

“Is it all right — or are they wanting in w^eight — or 
what the devil keeps you, when your hurry was so great 
five minutes since ? ” said the young lord, now thoroughly 
nettled at the presumptuous precision with which Richie 
dealt forth his canons of morfiility. 

“The tale of coin is complete,” said Richie, with the 
most imperturbable gravity ; “and, for the weight, though 
they are sae scrupulous in this town, as make mouths at a 
piece that is a wee bit light, or that has been cracked 
within the ring, my sooth, they will jump at them in 
Edinburgh like a cock at a gro^rt. Gold pieces are not 
so plenty there, the mair the pity I ” 

“The more is your folly, then,” said Nigel, whose anger 
was only momentary, “ that leave the land where there is 
enough of them.” 

“My lord.” said Richie, “to be round with you, the 
grace of Goa is better than gold pieces. When Goblin, as 
you call yonder Monsieur Lutin, — and you might as well 
call him Gibbet, since that is what he is like to end in, — 
shall recommend a page to you, ye will hear little such 
doctrine as ye have heard from me. — And if they were 
31 Trouble. 
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my last words/* he said raising his voice, “I would say 
you are misled, and are forsaking the i^ths which your 
honourable father trode in ; and, what is more, you are 
going— still under correction — to the devil with a dish- 
clout,^ for ye are laughed at by them that lead you into 
these disordered bypaths.” 

“ Laughed at ! ” said Nigel, who, like others of his age, 
was more sensible to ridicule than to reason — “Who dares 
laugh at me 1 ” 

“My lord, as sure as I live by bread — nay, more, as I 
am a true man — and, I think, your lordship never found 
Ilichie*s tongue bearing aught but the truth, — unless that 
your lordship’s credit, my country’s profit, or, it may be, 
some sina’ occasion of niy aim made it unnecessary to 
promulgate the hail! veritie, — I say then, as I am a true 
man, when I saw that puir creature come through the ha’, 
at that ordinary, whilk is accurst (Heaven forgive me for 
swearing !) of God and man, with his teeth set, and his 
hands clenched, and his bonnet drawn over his brows like 
a desperate man, Goblin said to me, ‘There goes a dung- 
hill chicken, that your master has plucked clean enough ; 
it will be long ere his lordship ruffle a feather with a cock 
of the game.’ And so, my lord, to speak it out, the lackeys, 
and the gallants, and more especially your sworn brother. 
Lord Diugarno, call you the sparrow-hawk. — I had sonie 
thought to have cracked Lutin’s pate for the speech, but, 
after a*, the controversy was not worth it.” 

“Do they use such terms of mel” said Lord Nigel. 
“ Death ana the devil 1 ” 

“ And the devil’s dam, my lord,” answered Richie ; 
“they are all three busy in London. — And, besides, Lutin 
and his master laughed at you, my lord, for letting it be 
thought that — I shame to speak it — that ye were over 
well with the wife of the decent honest man, whose house 
you but now left, as not sufficient for your new bravery, 
whereas they said, the licentious scoffers, that you pre- 
tended to such favour when you had not courage enough 
for so fair a quarrel, and that the sparrow-hawk was too 
craven-crested to fly at the wife of a cheesemonger.” — He 
stopped a moment, and looked fixedly in his master’s face, 
which was inflamed with shame and anger, and then pro- 
ceeded. “My lord, I did you Justice in my thought, and 
myself too ; for, thought I, he would have been as deep in 
that sort of profligacy as in others, if it hadna been Richie’s 
four quarters.” 

1 Following: » viciouB yet profliless, or even hurtful, counw. 
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new nonsense have you got to plague me '^ithf* 
said Lord INigeL “ But go on^ since it is the last time I 
am to be tormented with your impertinence, — go on, aiid 
make the most of your time.” 

“ In troth,” said Richie, “ and so will I even do. And 
as Heaven has bestowed on me a tongue to speak and to 
advise ” 

“Which talent you can by no means be accused 6i 
suffering to remain idle,” said Lord Olenvarloch, inter- 
rupting him. 

“ True, my lord,” said Richie, again waving his hand, as 
if to bespeak his master’s silence and attention ; “ so, I 
trust, you will think some time hereafter. And, as 1 am 
about to leave your service, it is proper that ye suld know 
the truth, that ye may consider the snares to which your 
youth and innocence may be exposed, when aukler and 
doucer^ heads are witlmrawn from beside you. — There 
has been a lusty, good-looking kiinmor,^ of some forty, 
or bygane, making mony speerings ^ about you, my lord.” 

“Well, sir, what did she want with me?” said Lord 
Nigel. 

“At first, my lord,” replied his sapient follower, “as she 
seemed to be a well -fashioned woman, and to take pleasure 
in sensible company. I was no way reluctant to aclmit her 
to my conversation.” 

“I dare say not,” said Lord Nigel ; “nor unwilling to 
tell her about my private affairs.” 

“Not I, truly, my lord,” said the attendant; — “for, 
though she asked me inony questions about your fame, 
your fortune, your business here, and such like, 1 did 
not think it proper to tell her altogether the truth there- 
anent.” 

“I see no call on you whatever,” said Lord Nigel, “to 
tell the woman either truth or lies upon what she had 
nothing to do with.” 

“ I thought so, too, my lord,” replied Richie, “ and so I 
told her neither.^’ 

“And what did you tell her, then, you eternal babbler?” 
said his master, impatient of his prate, yet curious to 
knbw what it was all to end in. 

“ I told her,” said Richie, “ about your warldly fortune, 
and sae forth^ something whilk is not truth just at this 
time ; but which hath been truth formerly, suld be truth 
now, and will be truth again,— and that was, that you 
were in possession of your fair lands, whilk yo are but in 
1 Mor« 9 A gossip, an idls gadabout woman. > Eaquiriss. 
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richt of as yet. Pleasant communing had on that and 
other topics, until she showed the cloven foot, be^nning 
to confer with me about some wench that she said had a 
good-will to your lordship, and fain she would have spoken 
with you in particular anent it ; but wl^en I heard or such 

inklings, I began to suspect she was little better than 

whew ! ” — Here he concluded his narrative with a low, but 
's ery expressive whistle. 

“And what did your wisdom do in these circumstances?” 
said Lord Nigel, who, notwithstanding his former resent- 
ment, could now scarcely forbear lauding. 

“ 1 put on a look, my lord,” replied Ridiie, bending his 
solemn brows, “ that siild give her a heart-scald ^ of walk- 
ing on such errands. I laid her enormities clearly before 
her, and I threatened her, in sae mony words, that I 
would have her to the ducking-stool : and she on the 
contrair part, miscawed me for a frowara northern tyke^ — 
and so we parted never to meet again, as I hope and 
trust. And so I stood between your lordship and that 
temptation, which might have been worse than the 
ordinary, or the^ playhouse either ; since you wot well 
what Solomon, King of the Jews, sayeth of the strange 
woman — for, said 1 to mysell, we have taken to dicing 
already, and if we take to drubbing next, the Lord kens 
what we may land in ! ” 

“Your impertinence deserves correction, but it is the 
last which, for a time at least, I shall have to forgive — 
and I forgive it,” said Lord Glenvarloch ; “and, since we 
are to part, Ilichie, 1 will say no more respecting your 

g recautions on my account, than that I think you might 
ave left me to act according to my own judgment.” 

“ Mickle better not,” answered liichie — ‘‘ mickle better 
not ; we are a’ frail creatures, and can judge better for 
ilk ither than in our ain cases. And for me, even myself, 
saving that case of the Sifflication, which might have 
happened to oiiy one, I have always observed myself to 
be much more prudential in what I have done in your 
lordship’s behalf, than even in what I have been able to 
transact for my own interest — whilk last, I have, indeed, 
always postponed, as in duty I ought.” 

“I do believe thou hast,” said Lord Nigel, “having ever 
found thee true and faithful. And since London jSeasea 
you so little, I will bid you a short farewell ; and you 
may go down to Edinburgh until I come thij)her myseli^ 
when I trust you will re-enter into my seyvipe,” 
i s HouuO. 
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*^Now, Heaven bless you, my lord,” said Richie Moni- 
plios, with uplifted eyes; “for that word sounds n\oro 
like ^race than ony nas come out of your mouth this 
fortnight. — I give you godde’n, my lord.’" 

So saying, he thrust forth his immense bony hand, 
seized on tnat of Lord Glenvarloch, raised it to his lins, 
then turned short on his heel, and left the room hastily, 
as if afraid of showing more emotion than was consistent 
with his ideas of decorum. Lord Nigel, rather surprised 
at his sudden exit, called after him to know whether he 
was sufficiently provided with money; but Richie, shaking 
his head, without making any other answer, ran hastily 
down stairs, shut the street-door heavily behind him, and 
was presently seen striding along the Strand. 

His master almost involuntarily w^atched and dis- 
tinguished the tall raw-boned figure of his late follower, 
from the window, for some time, until he was lost among 
the crowd of passengers. Nigel’s reflections were not 
altogether those of seS-approvaL It was no good sign of 
his course of life (he coma not help acknowledging this 
much to himself), that so faithful an adherent no longer 
seemed to feel the same pride in his service^ or attachment 
to his person, which he had formerly manifested. Neither 
could he avoid experiencing sonm twinges of conscience, 
while he felt in some degree the charges which Richie had 
preferred against him, and experienced a sense of shame 
and mortification, arising from the colour given by others 
to that, which he himsefl would have called liis caution 
and moderation in play. He had only the apology, that 
it had never occurred to himself in this light. 

Then his pride and self-love suggested, that, on the 
other hand, Richie, with all his gooa intentions, was little 
better than a conceited, pragmatical domestic, who seemed 
disposed rather to play the tutor than the lackey, and 
who, out of sheer love, as he alleged, to his master’s 
person, assumed the privilege of interfering with, and 
controlling, his actions, besides rendering him ridiculous 
in the gay world, from the antiquated formality, and 
intrusive presumption, of his manners. 

Nigel’s eyes were scarce turned from the window, when 
his new landlord entering, presented to him a slip of 
paper, carefully bound round with a string of flox-silk and 
sealea~~it had been given in, he said, by a woman, who 
did not stop an instant. The contents harped upon tlio 
same string which Richie Moniplies had already jarred. 
The epistle was in the following words : 
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For the Right Honourable hands of Lord Glenvar- 
loch, 

“These, from a friend unknown : — 

“ My Lord, 

“You jxre trusting to an unhonest friend, and diminish- 
ing an honest reputation. An unknown but real friend of 
your lordship will speak in one word what you would not 
learn from flatterers in so many days, as should suffice for 
your utter ruin. He whom you tliink most true — I say 
your friend Lord Dalgarno — is utterly fake to you, and 
doth but seek, under pretence of friendship, to mar your 
fortune, and diminish the good name by which you might 
mend it. The kind countenance whicn he shows to you, 
is more dangerous than the Prince’s frown ; even as to 
gain at Beaujeu’s ordinary, is more discreditable than to 
lose. Beware of both. — And this is all from your true 
but nameless friend, “ Ignoto.” 


Lord Glenvarloch paused for an instant, and crushed 
the paper together— then again unfolded and read it 
with attention— bent his browns — mused for a moment, 
and then tearing it to fragments, exclaimed — “Begone for 

a vile calumny ! But I will watch — I w’ill observe ” 

Thought after thought rushed on him ; but. upon the 
whole. Lord Glenvarloch was so little satisfied with the 
result of his own reflections, that he resolved to dissipate 
them by a walk in the Park, and, taking his cloak and 
beaver, went thither accordingly. 


CHAPTER XV. 

*Twas when fleet Snowball’s head was woxen grey, 

A luckless lev’ret met him on his way.— 

Wlio knows not Snowball— he, whose race renown’d 
Is still victorious on each coursing ground? 

Swaffham, Newmarket, and the Roman Camp, 

Have seen them victors o’er each meaner stamp, — 

In vain the youngling sought, with doublinK wile. 

The hedge, the hill, the thicket, or the stile. 

Experience sage the lack of speed supplied. 

And in the gap he sought, the victim died. 

So was I once, in thy fair street, Saint James, 

Through walking cavaliers, and car-borne dames, 

Descried, pursued, turn'd o’er again, and o’er, 

Coursed, coted, mouth’d by an unfeeling bore. 

&c. Ac. Aa 

The Park of Saint James’s, though enlarged, planted 
with venlant alleys, and otherwise decorated by Charles 
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IL, existed in the days of his grandfii^ther, as a public and 
pleasant promenade ; and, for the sake of exorcise or 
pastime, was much frequented by the better classes. 

Lord Gienvarloch repaired thither to dispel the un- 
pleasant reflections which had been suggested by his 
parting with his trusty squire, Richie Sloniplies, in a 
manner which was agreeable neither to his j)ride nor his 
feelings ; and by the corroboration which the hints of his 
late attendant had received from the anonymous letter 
mentioned in the end of the last chapter. 

There was a considerable number of company in pie 
Park when he entered it, but, his present state of mind 
inducing him to avoid society, he kept aloof from the 
more frequented walks towards Westminster and White- 
hall, and drew to the north, or, as we should now say, 
the Piccadilly verge of the enclosure, believing he might 
there enjoy, or rather combat, his own thoughts un- 
molested. 

In this, however, Lord Gienvarloch was mistaken ; for, 
as he strolled slowly along with his arms folded in his 
cloak, and his hat drawn over his eyes, he was suddenly 
pounced upon by Sir Mungo Malagrowther, who, either 
shunning or shunned, had retreatecT, or had been obliged 
to retreat, to the same less frequented corner of tl^e Park. 

Nigel started when he heard the high, sharp, and 
querulous topes of the knight’s cracked voice, and was no 
less -elartoed ’^hen he beheld his tall thin figure hobbling 
towards him, wrapped in a threadbare cloak, on whose 
surface ten thousand varied stains eclipsf'd the original 
scarlet, and having his head surmounted with a well-worn 
beaver, bearing a black velvet band for a chain, and a 
capon’s feather for an ostrich plume. 

Lord Gienvarloch would fain have Tiiade his escape, but, 
as our motto intimates, a leveret had as littje chance to 
free herself of an experienced greyhound. Sir Mungo, 
to continue the simile, had long ago learned to I'un mnnimy. 
and make sure of mouthing his game. So Nigel found 
himself compelled to stand and answer the hackneyed 
question — “What news to-day?” 

“Nothing extraordinary, I believe,” answered the young 
nobleman, attempting to pass on. 

“O, ye are ganging to the French ordinary} belive,”^ 
replied the knight ; “but it is early day yet — we will take 
a turn in the Parkin the meanwhue— it will sharpen your 
appetite.” 


^ P/ and by. 
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So saying, he quietly slipped his am under Lord Glen- 
varloch’s, in spite of all the decent reluctance which his 
victim could exhibit, by keeping his elbow close to his 
side ; and having fairly grappled the prize, he proceeded 
to take it in tow. 

Nigel was sullen and silent, in hopes to shake off his 
unpleasant companion ; but Bir Mungo was determined, 
that if he did not speak, he should at least hear. 

“Ye are bound for the ordinary, my lord?” said the 
cynic; — “weel, ye canna do better — there is choice 
company there, and peculiarly selected, as I am tauld, 
being, dootless, sic as it is desirable that young noble- 
men should herd withal — and your noble father wad 
have been blithe to see you keeping such worshipful 
so(iiety.” 

“ I believe,” said Lord (jlcnvarloch, thinking himself 
obliged to say somethings “that the society is as good as 
generally can be found in such places, where the door can 
«<jarcely bo shut against those who come to spend their 
motley.” 

“ Kiglit, my lord — vora right,” said his tormentor, burst- 
ing out into a chuckling, but most discordant langl). 
“These citizen chuffs^ and clowns will press in amongst 
us, when there is but an inch of a door oiien. And wmat 
remedy ?- "Just e’en this, that as their cash gies them 
conlidence, we should strip them of it. Flay them, my 
lord — singe them as the kitchen wench does the rats^ and 
then they winna long to come back again. — Ay, ay—pluck 
them, plume them — and then the larded ca^x^ns will not 
bo for dying so high a wing, my lord, among the goss- 
liawks and sparrowdiawks, and the like.” 

And, therewithal, Bir Mungo lixed on Nigel his quick, 
sharp, grey eye, watching the effect of his Sarcasm as 
keenly as the surgeon, in a delicate operation, remarks 
the progress of his anatomical scalpel. 

Nigel, however willing to conceal his sensations, could 
not avoid gratifying his tormentor by wincing under the 
operation. He coloured with vexation and anger ; but a 
quarrel with Sir Mungo Malagrowther would, he felt, be 
unutterably ridiculous ; and he only muttered to himself 
the Avords, “ Impertinent coxcomb !” which, on this occa- 
sion, Bii’ Mungo’s imperfection of organ did not prevent 
him from hearing and replying to. 

“ Ay, ay — v^era true,” exclaimed the caustic old courtier 
— “Impertinent coxcombs they are, that thus intrude 

1 8implet«xui. 
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themselves on the society of theiv betters ; but your lord- 
ship kens how to gar ^ them as gude — ^you have the trick 
on*t* — They had a braw sport in the presence, Idst Friday, 
bow ye suid have routed * a young shopkeeper, horse and 
foot, ta’en his spolia opima, and a^he specie he had about 
him, down to the yery silver buttons of nis cloak, and sent 
him to graze with Nebuchadnezzar, King of Babylon. 
Jifcfuckle honour redounded to your lordship thereby. — 
We were tauld the loon ® threw himsell into the Thames 
, in a fit of desperation. There’s enow of them behind — 
there was mair tint ^ on Flodden-edge.^’ 

“You have been told a bud^t or lies, so far as I am 
concerned, Sir Mungo,” said Nigel, speaking loud and 
sternly. 

“Vera likely —vcra likely,” said the unabashed and 
undismayed Sir Mungo ; “ naething but lies are current 
in the circle. — So the chield® is not drowned, then? — the 
mair’s the pity. — But I never believed that part of the 
story — a London dealer has mair wit in his anger. I dare 
swear the lad has a bonny broom-shank in his hand by 
this time, and is scrubbing the kennels in cjuest after 
rusty nails, to help him to begin his nack again. — He has 
three bairns, they say : they will help him bravely to 
“grope in the gutters. Your good lordship may have the 
jruihing of him again, my lord, if they have any luck in 
strand-scouring.” ® 

“ Thi#^s more than intolerable,” said Nigel, uncertain 
whet^Bl* to make an angry vindication of his character, 
or to fling the old tormentor from his arm. But an 
. instant’s recollection convinced him, that, to do either, 
^ould only give an air of truth and consistency to the 
scandals which he began to see were affecting his character, 
botli in the higher and loVer circles. Hastily, therefore, 
he ‘formed the wiser resolution, to endure Sir Mungo’s 
studied impertinence, under the hope of ascertaining, if 
"^possible, from what source those reports arose which were 
j so prejudicial to his reputation. 

Sir Mungo, in the meanwhile, caught up, as usual. 
Nigel’s last words, or rather the sound of them, amplified 
ana interpreted tnem in his own way. “ Tolerable luck ! ” 
he repeated ; “ yes, truly, my lord, I am told that you 
have tolerable luck, and that yo ken weel how to use that 
jilting quean, Dame Fortune, like a canny douce'’' lad, 
willing to warmw yourself in her smiles, without exposing 

1 Make. k Stridden. 8 Raecal ^ Leet. 6 Fellow. 

6 Gutter-rakinfl^. 7 Quiet, eeueible. 
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youi*self to her frowns. And that is what I ca^ having 
luck in a bag,” 

“Sir Mungo Malagrowther” said Lord Qlenvarloch, 
turning towards him seriousiy, “have the goodness to 
hear me for a moment.” 

“As weel as I can, my lord — as weel as I can,” said Sir 
Mungo, shaking his head, and pointing the finger of his 
left hand to his ear. 

“I will t^ to speak very distinctly,” said Nigel, arming 
himself with patience. “You take me for a noted 
gamester ; I give you my word that you have not been 
rightly informed — I am none such. You owe me some 
explanation, at least, respecting the source from which 
you have derived such false information.” 

“I never h^rd ye were a great gamester, and never 
thought or said ye were such, my lord,” said Sir Mungo, 
who found it impossible to avoid hearing what Nigel said 
with peculiarly deliberate and distinct pronunciation, “ I 
repeat it — I never heard, said, or thought that you were 
a ruffling gamester, — such as they call those of the first 
head. — Look you, my lord. I call him a gamester, that 
plays with equal stakes anci equal skill, and stands by the 
fortune of the game\ good or bad ; and I call him a ruffling 
gamester, or ane of the first head, who ventures frankly 
and deeply upon such a wager. But he, my lord, who has 
the patience and prudence never to venture beyond small 
game, such as, at most, might crack the Christmas-box of 
a grocer’s ’prentice, who vies with those that have little 
to hazard, and who thereforej having the larger stock, 
can always rook them by waiting for his good fortune, 
and by rising from the game when luck leaves him — such 
a one as he, my lord, I do not call a great gamester, to 
whatever other name he may be entitled.” 

“ And such a mean-spirited, sordid wretch, you would 
infer that I am,” replied Lord Glenvarloch ; “ one who 
fears the skilful, and preys upon the ignorant — who avoids 
playing with his equals, that he may make sure of 
pillaging his inferiors ? — Is this what I am to understand 
has been reported of me ? ” . ^ 

“ Nay, my lord, you will gain nought by speaking big 
with me,” said Sir Mungo, wo, besides that his sarcastic 
humour was really supported by a good fund of animal 
courage, had also full reliance on the immunities which 
he hSi derived from the broadsword of Sir Rullion 
Battray, and the baton of the satellites employed by the 
Iiady Oockpexiu “And for the truth of the matter,” he 
xiv,~7 
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continued, “ your lordship best knows whether you ever 
lost more than five pieces at a time since you frequented 
Beaujeu’s — whether you have not most conmionly risen 
a winner— and whether the brave young gallants who 
frequent the ordinary — I mean those of noble rank, 
and means conforming — are in use to play upon those 
terms?” 

“My father was right,” said Lord Glenvarloch, in the 
bitterness of his spirit ; “and his curse justly followed me 
when I first elite ix^d that place. There is containi nation 
in the air, and he whose fortune avoids ruin, shall be 
blighted in his honour and reputation.” 

Sir Mungo, who watched his victim with the delighted 
yet wary eye of an experienced (ingler, became now 
aware, that if lie strained the line on him too tightly, 
there was every risk of his ])reaking hold. In order to 
give him room, therefore, to play, he protested th.'it Lord 
Glenvarloch “should not take his free sjiet^ch in malani 
partem. If you ivere a trifle ower sicker^ in your amuse- 
ment, my lord, it canna be denied that it is the safest 
course to prevent farther endangerment of your soinewhat 
dilapidated fortunes ; and if ye play wdth your inferiors, 
ye are relieved of the pain of pouching the siller*^ of 
your friends and equals ; forbye, that the plebeian knaves 
have had the advantage, iecnni certiisM^ as Ajax Telamon 
sayeth, apud Metamorjthoaeos ; and for the like of them to 
have played with ane Scottish nobleman, is an honest 
and honourable consideration to compensate the loss of 
their stake, w^hilk, I dare say, moreovei’, maist of the 
churls can weel afford.” 

“Be that as it may, Sir Mungo,” said Nigel, “I would 
fain know ” 

“ Ay, ay,” interrupted Sir Mungo ; “ and, as you say, 
who cares whether the fat bulls of Bashan can spare it or 
no ? gentlemen are not to limit their sport for the like of 
them.” 

“ I wish to know, Sir Mungo,” said Lord Glenvarloch, 
“in what company you have learned these ofiensive 
particulars respecting me ? ” 

“ Bootless— aootless, niy lord,” said Sir Mungo ; “I have 
ever heard, and have ever reported, that your lordship 
kept the best of company in a private way.— There is th(? 
fine Countess of Blackchester, but 1 think she stirs iiot 
much abroad since her affair with his Grace of Bucking- 
ham ; and there is the gude auld-fashioned Scottish nohle- 

1 Careful, 2 Pocketing the money. 
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man, Lord TTuntinglen, an undeniable man of quality— it 
is pity hut ho could keen caup and can^ frae his head, 
^vhl]k now and then doth ’minish his reputation. And 
there is the gay, young Lord Dalgarno, that carries the 
craft of grey hairs under his cui'led love-locks — a fair 
race they are, father, daughter, and son, all of the Sixme 
honourable family. I think we needna speak of George 
Heriot, horn^st man, when we have nobility in question. 
So that is the company I have heard of your keeping, my 
lord, out-taken those of the ordinary.” 

“My company has not, indeed, been much more extended 
than amongst those you mention,” said Lord Glenvarloch ; 
“ hut in short” 

“To Court?” said Sir Mungo, “that was just what I 
was going to say — Lord Dalgarno says he cannot prevail 
on ye to come to C’ourt, and that does ye prejudice, my 
lorcf— the King hears of you by others, when he should 
s<'e you in person — 1 speak in serious friendship, my lord. 
His Majesty, when you were named in the circle short 
while since, was heard to say, ^ Jactu e.U aim -Glenvar- 
lochides is turned dicer and drinker.’-- -My Lord Dalgarno 
took your part, and he was e’en borne down by the 
popular voice of the courtiers, who spoke of you as one 
who had betaken yourself to living a town life, and risking 
your baron’s coronet amongst ih(i flatcaps of the city.” 

“ And this was publicly spoken of me,^’ said Nigel, “and 
in the King’s presence ? ” 

“Spoken openly?” repeated Sir Mungo ^Malagrowther : 
“ ay, by my troth was it — that is to say, it was whisperea 
indvately — whilk is as open promulgation as the tiling 
permitted ; for ye may think the Court is not like a place 
where men are as sib^ as Simmie and his brother, and 
roar out their minds as if they wore at an ordinary.” 

“A curse on the CourC and the ordinary both ! ” cried 
Nigel, impatiently. 

“With all my heart,” said the knight ; “ I have got 
little by a knight’s service in the Court; and the hist 
time I was at the ordinary, 1 lost four angels.” 

“ May I pray of you, Sir Mungo, to let me know,” said 
Nigel, “the names of those who thus make free with the 
character of one who can be but little known to them, 
and who never injured any of them ?” 

“Have I not told you already,” answered Sir Mungo, 
“that the King said something to that effect— so did tne 
Prince too ; --and such being the case, ye may take it on 
1 Glass and taukat'd. Related, as by blood. 
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your corporal oath, that every man in the circle who was 
not silent, sung the same song as they did.” 

“You said but now,” replied Glenvarloch, “that Lord 
Dalgarno interfered in my behalf.” 

“In good troth did he,” answered Sir Mungo with a 
sneer ; “ but the young nobleman was soon borne down — 
by token, he had something of a catarrh, and spoke as 
hoarse as a roopit ^ raven. Poor gentleman, if he had had 
his full extent of voice, he would have been as well 
listened to, dootless, as in a cause of his ain, whilk no 
man kens better how to plead to purpose. — And let me 
ask you, by the way,” continued Sir Mungo, “whether 
Lord Dalgarno has ever introduced your lordship to the 
Prince, or the Duke of Buckingham, either oi whom 
might soon carry through your suit ? ” 

“I have no claim on the favour of either the Prince or 
the Duke of Buckingham,” said Lord Glenvarloch.— “ As 
you seem to have made my afiairs your study, Sir Mungo, 
although perhaps something unnecessarily, you may have 
heard that I have p(3titioned my Sovereign for payment 
of a debt due to my family. I cannot doubt the King’s 
desire to do justice, nor can T in decency employ the solici- 
tation of his Highness the Prince, or his Grace the Duke 
of Buckingham, to obtain from his Majesty what either 
should be granted me as a right, or refused altogether.” 

Sir Mungo twisted his whimsical features into one of 
his most grotesque sneers, as he replied — 

“ It is a vera clear and parspicuous position of the case, 
my lord ; and in relying thereupon, you show an absolute 
and unimprovable acquaintance with the King, Court, 
and mankind in general. — But whom have we got here ? — 
Stand up, rny lord, and make way — by my wora of honour, 
they are the very men w^e spoke of— talk of the devil, and 
— humph ! ” 

It must be here premised, that, during the conversation, 
Lord Glenvarloch, perhaps in the hope of shaking himself 
free of Sir Mungo, had directed their walk towards the 
more frequented part of the Park ; wliile the good knight 
had stuck to him, being totally indifferent which way 
they went, provided he could keep his talons clutched 
upon his companion. They were still, however, at some 
distance from the livelier part of the scene, when Sir 
Mungo’s experienced eye noticed the appearances which 
occasioned the latter part of his speech to Lord Qlenvar- 
loch. 

A A ruTen suffering from crouj7,— a forcible illustration of hoamensss. 
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A low respectful murmur arose among tne numerous 
groups of persons which occupied the lower part of the 
Park. They first clustered together, with their faces 
turned towards Whitehall, then fell back on either hand 
to give place to a splendid party of gallants, wha advanc- 
ing from the Palace, came onward through the Park : all 
the other company drawing off the pathway, and standing 
uncovered as they passed. 

Most of these courtlv gallants were dressed in the garb 
which the pencil of Vandyke has made familiar even at 
the distance of nearly two centuries ; and which was just 
at this period beginning to supersede the more fluttering 
and frivolous dress which had been adopted from the 
French court of Henri Quatre. 

The whole train were uncovered excepting the Prince 
of Wales, afterwards the most unfortunate of British 
monarchs, who came onward, having his long curled 
auburn tresses, and his countenance, 'wdiich, even in early 
youth, bore a shade of anticii)ated melancholy, shaded by 
the Spanish hat and the single ostrich feather which 
drooped from it. On his right hand was Buckingham, 
whose commanding, and at the same time graceful, de- 
portment, threw almost into shade the person^ demeanour 
and majesty of the Prince on whom he attended. The 
eye, movements, and gestures, of the great courtier, were 
so composed, so regularly observant of all etiquette be- 
longing to his situation, as to form a marked and strong 
contrast with the forward gaiety and frivolity by which 
he recommended himself to the favour of his “ dear dad 
and gossip,” King James. A singular fate attended this 
accompli^ed courtier, in being at once the reigning 
favourite of a father and son so very opposite in manners, 
that, to ingratiate himself with the youthful Prince, he 
was obliged to compress within the strictest limits of 
respectful observance the frolicsome and free humour 
which captivated his aged father. 

It is true, Buckingham well knew the different disposi- 
tions both of James and Charle.s, and had no ditficulty in 
so conducting himself as to maintain the highest post in 
the favour or both. It has indeed been supposed, as we 
before hinted, that the Duke, when he had completely 
possessed himself of the affections of Charles, retained 
his hold in those of the father only by tlie tyranny of 
custom ; and that James, could he have brought himself 
to form a vigorous resolution, was, in the latter years of 
his life especially, not unlikely to have discarded Buck- 
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ingham from his counsels and favour. But if ever t ie 
King indeed meditated such a change, he was too tiiiiirl, 
and too much accustomed to the influence which the 
Duke had long exercised over him, to summon up resolu- 
tion enough for effecting such a purpose ; and at all 
events it is certain, that Buckingham, though surviving 
the master by whom he was raisc^d, had the rare chance 
to experience no wane of the most splendid court-favour 
during two reigns, until it was at once eclipsed in his 
blood oy the dagger of his assassin Felton. 

To return from this digression : The Prince, with his 
train, advanced, and were near the place where Lord 
Glenvarloch ana Sir Mungo had stood aside, according to 
form, in order to give the Prince passage, and to pay the 
usual marks of respect. Nigel could now remark tliat 
Lord Dalgarno walked close behind the Duke of Buck- 
ingham, and, as he thought, whispert^d something in his 
ear as tney came onw’ard. At any rate, both the Prince’s 
and Duke of Buckingham’s attention seemed to bo directed 
by some circumstance towards Nigel, for they turned their 
heads in that direction and looked at him attentively — 
the Prince with a countenance, the grave, melancho^ ex- 
pression of which was blended with severity ; while Buck- 
ingham's looks evinced some degree of scornful triumph. 
Lord Dalgarno did not seem to observe his friend, perhaps 
because the sunbeams fell from the side of the walk on 
which Nigel stood, obliging Malcolm to hold up his hat to 
screen his eyes. 

As the Prince passed, Lord Glenvarloch and Sir Mungo 
bowed, as respect required ; and the Prince, returning 
their obeisance with that grave ceremony which paid to 
every rank its due, but not a tittle beyond it, signed to 
Sir Mungo to come forward. Commencing an apology 
for his lameness as he started, which he had just com- 
pleted as his hobbling gait brought him up to the IMnce, 
Sir Mungo kmt an attentive, and, as it seemed, an intelli- 
gent ear, to questions, asked in a tom^ so low, that the 
, knight would certainly have Ixmmi deaf to them lu^d they 
\been put to him hy any one under the rank of Prince of 
Wales. After tibout a minute’s conversation, the Prince 
bestowed on Nigel the embarrassing notice of another 
fixed look, touched his hat slightly to Sir Mungo, and 
walked on. 

“It is even as I suspected, my lord," said Sir Mungo, 
with an air which he designea to be melancholy and 
sympathetic, but which, in faict, resembled the grin of an 
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ape when he has mouthed a scalding chestnut-— “Ye have 
hack-friends, iny lord, that is, unfriends- -or, to he plain, 
cnemie^s— about the person of the Piince.” 

“I am sorry to hear it,” said Nigel; “hut I would I 
knew what they accuse me of.” 

“Ye shall hear, iny lord,” said Sir Mungo, “the Prince’s 
vcra words — ‘Sir I^lungo,’ said he, “I rejoice to see you, 
and am glad your rlieumatic trouldos permit you to come 
hither for exercise.’— 1 bowed, as in duty hound— ye might 
remark, my lord, that 1 (lid so, whillc formed the first 
branch of our cojiversation.- His Highness then demanded 
of me, ‘if he vith whom I stood, was tlu^ young Jjord 
(^lenvarloch.’ 1 answered, ‘tliat you were such, for his 
Highness’s service;’ whilk was tlie second branch. — 
Thirdly, his Highness, resuming the argument, said, that 
‘truly he had been told so’ (meaning that he liad been 
told you were that p(‘r.sonag(‘), ‘but that he could not 
believe that the heir of that noble and decayed house 
could be leading an idle, scandalous, and precanous life, in 
the eating-houses and taverns of London, while the Kind's 
drums were beating, and colours flying in Germany in 
the cause of the Palatine, his son-in-law.’ — 1 could, your 
lordship is aw are, do nothing but make an obeisance ; 
and a gracious ‘Give ye good day. Sir Mun^o Mala- 
growther,’ licensed me to fall back to vQiir lordship. And 
now, my lord, if your business or ]neasure calls you to 
the ordinary, or anywhere in the direction of the city- 
why^ have with you ; for, dootless, ye will think ye have 
tamed lang enough in the Park, as they will likely turn 
at the heaa of the walk, and return this way— and you 
have a broad hint, I think, not to cross the Prince’s pre- 
sence in a hurry.” 

“ You may stay or go as you please. Sir Mungo,” said 
Nigel, with an expression of calm, but deep resentment ; 
“but, for my own part, my resolution is taken. I will 
quit this public walk for pleasure of no man — still less 
will I quit it like one unw'orthy to be seen in places of 
public resort. I trust that the Prince and his retinue 
will return this way as you expect ; for I will abide, Sir 
Mungo, and beard them.’’ 

“ Beard them ! ” exclaimed Sir Mungo, iu the extremity 
of surprise,— “ Beard the Prince of Wales— the heir- 
apparent of the kingdoms !— By my saul, you shall beard 
mm yoursell then,” 

Accordingly, he was about to leave Nigel very hastily, 
when some unwonted touch of good-natured interest lu 
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his youth and inexperience^ seen^ed suddenly to soften his 
habitual cynicism. 

"The devil is in me for an auld fule I ” said Sir Mungo ; 
“but I must needs concern mysell — I that owe so little 
either to fortune or my fellow-creatures, must, I say, 
needs concern mysell — ^with this springald,^ whom T will 
warrant to be as obstinate as a pig possessed with a devil, 
for it’s the cast* of his family ; ana yet I maun e’en fling 
away some sound advice on him. — My dainty young Lord 
Qlenvarloch, understand me distinctly, for this is no 
bairn’s-play. When the prince said sae much to me as I 
have repeated to you, it was equivalent to a command not 
to appear again in his presence ; wherefore, take an auld 
advice that wishes you weelj and maybe a wee 
thing better than he has reason to wish onybody. Jouk, 
and let the jaw gae by,^ like a canny bairn *—gang hame 
to your lodgings^ keep your foot frae taverns, and your 
Angers frae the dice-box ; compound your afiairs quietly wi’ 
some ane that has better favour than yours about Court, 
and you will get a round spell of money to carry you to 
Germany, or elsewhere, to push your fortune. It was a 
fortunate soldier that made your family four or five 
hundred years syne,* and if you are brave and fortunate, 
you may find the way to repair it. But, take my word 
for it, that in this Court you will never thrive.” 

When Sir Mungo had completed his exhortation, in 
which there was more of sincere sympathy with another’s 
mtuation, than he had been heretofore known to express 
in behalf of any one, Lord Glenvarloch replied, "I am 
obliged to you. Sir Munco — you have spoken, I think, 
wil^ sincerity, and I thank you. But in return for your 
good advice, I heartily entreat you to leave me ; I observe 
wie Prince and his train are returning down the walk, and 
you may preiudice yourself, but cannot help me, by 
remaining witn me.” 

"And that is true,”— -said Sir Mungo ; "yet, were I ten 
years younger, I would be tempted to stand by you, and 
gie them the meeting. But at threescore and upward, 
men’s courage turns cauldrife and they that canna win 
a living, must not endanger the small sustenance of their 
age. 1 wish you weel through, my lord, but it is an 
unequal fight” So saying, he turned and limp^ away ; 
often looking boot however, as if his natural spirit, even 
in its present suhaued state^ aided by his love of oontra- 

siStitlpiUiW ’ mp, «tid lel ib0 Wftve go tMUt. « Sensible child. 
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diction and of debate, rendered him unwilling to adopt 
the course necessarv for his own security. 

Thus abandoned by his companion, wnose departure he 
graced with better thoughts of him than those which he 
bestowed on his appearance, Nigel remained with his 
arms folded, and reclining against a solitary tree which 
overhung the path, making up his mind to encounter 
a moment which he expected to be critical of his fate. 
But he was mistaken in supposing that the Prince of 
Wales would either address him, or admit him to ex- 
postulation, in such a public place as the Park. He did 
not remain unnoticed, however, for, when he made a 
respectful but haughty obeisance, intimating in look and 
manner that he was possessed of, and undaunted bv, the 
unfavourable opinion which the Prince had so lately 
expressed, Charles returned his reverence with such a 
frown, as is only given by those whose frown is authority 
and decision. The train passed on, the Duke of Bucking- 
ham not even appearing to see Lord Glenvarloch : while 
Lord Dalgamo, though no longer incommoded by the 
sunbeams, kept his eyes, which had perhaps been dazzled 
by their former splendour, bent upon the ground. 

Lord Glenvarloch had difficulty to restrain an indica- 
tion, to which, in the circumstances, it would have ^5een 
madness to have given vent. He started from his reclining 
posture, and followed the Prince’s train so as to keep 
them distinctly in sight ; which was very easy, as they 
walked slowW. Nigel observed them keep their road 
towards the Palace, where the Prince turnea at the gate 
and lx)wed to the noblemen in attendance, in token of 
dismissing them, and entered the Palace, accompanied 
only by the Duke of Buckingham, and one or two of his 
equerries. The rest of the train, having returned in all 
dutiful humility the farewell of the Prince, began to 
disperse themselves through the Park. 

All this was carefully noticed by Lord Glenvarloch, 
who, as he adiusted his cloak, and drew his sword-belt 
round so as to bring the hilt closer to bis hand, muttered 
— ” Dalgamo shall explain all this to me, for it is evident 
that he is in the secret I ” 
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CHAPTER XVL 

Give way— give* way— I must and will have Justice. 

And tell me not of privilege and plaere ; 

Where I sun injured, there I’ll sue redress. 

Look t<i it, every one who bars my access ; 

I have a heart to feel the injury, 

A hand to riglit myself, and, by my honour, 

That hand shall grasp what grey-l>eard Law denies me. 

The Chamberlain. 

It was not long ere Mgel discovered Lord Dalgarno 
advancing towards him in the company of another young 
man of quality of the I’rince’s train ; and as they directed 
their course towards the south-eastern corner of the Park, 
he concluded they wore about to go to Lord Huntinglen’s. 
They stopped, however, and turned up another path 
leading to the north ; and Lord (rlenvarloch conceived 
that this change of direction was owing to their having 
seen him, and their desire to avoid him. 

Nigel followed them without hesitation by a path which, 
wdnding around a thicket of shrubs and trees, once more 
conducted him to the less frequented part of the Pfirk. 
He observed which side of the thicket was taken by Lord 
Dalgarno and his companion, and he himself, walking 
hastily round the other verge, was thus enabled to meet 
them face to face. 

Good-morrow, my Lord Dalgarno,” said Lord Gleii- 
varloch, stf^rnljr. 

“ Ha ! my friend Nigel,” answered Lord Dalgarno, in 
his usual careless and indilferent tone, “my friend Nigel, 
with business on his brow?— -but you must wait till we 
meet at Beaujeu’s at noon — Sir ICwes Flaldimund and I arc? 
at present engaged in the Prince’s service.” 

“ If you were engaged in the King's, my lord,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch, “you must stand and answer me.” 

“ Hey-day ! ” said Lord Dalg.arno, with an air of great 
astonishment, “ what passion is this ? Why, Nigel, this is 
King Cambyses’ vein ! — You have frequented the theatres 
too much lately— Away with this folly, man ; go, dine 
Ujpon soup and salad, drink succory- water to cool your 
blood, go to bed at sun-down, and defy those foul fiends, 
Wrath and Misconstruction.” 

“ I have had misconstruction enough among you,” said 
Glenvarloch, in the same tone of determined displeasure, 
“ and from you, my Lord Dalgarno, in particular, and all 
under the mask of friendship.” 

“ Here is a proper business ! ” — said Dalgarno, turning 
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as if to appeal to Sir Ewes Haldimund ; “ do you see this 
angry rumer, 8ir Ewes? A month since, he dared not 
have looked one of yonder sheep in the face, and now he 
is a prince of roisterers, a pluckcr of pigeons, a controller 
of players and po(jts -and in gratitudti for my having 
shown him the way to the eminent character which he 
holds upon town, no comes hither to tiuarrtd with his 
best friend, if not his only one of decent station.” 

“I renounce such hollow friendship, my lord,” said 
Lord Glenvarloch ; “I disclaim the character which, even 
to my very face, you labour to tix u2')on me, and ere we 
part I will call you to a reiikoning for it.” 

“ My lords both,” intorrupt(*d Sir Ewes Haldimund, “ let 
me remind you that the lloyal Vark is no 2)lace to quarrel 
in.” 

“ I will make my quarrel good,” said Nigel, who did not 
knovy, or in his jiassion might not have recollected, the 
privileges of the })lace, “wher(‘ver [ lind my enemy.” 

“You shall lind quarrelling enough,” re2)liea Lord 
Dalgarno, calmly, “so soon as you assign a sufficient 
cause for it. Sir Ewes IJaldimund, who knows the Court, 
will warrant you that I am not backward on such 
occasions. — But of what is it that you now conii)lain, 
after having experienced nothing save kindness from 
me and my family ?” 

“Of your family I complain not,” replied Lord Glen- 
varloch ; “they have done for me all they could, more, far 
more, than I could have exj^ectc'd ; but you, my lord, have 
suifered me, while you called me your friend, to bo 
traduced, whei’e a word of your mouth would ha\ o placed 
my character in its true colours- -and hence the injurious 
message which I just now receivt‘cl from the Prince of 
Wales. To permit the misreijrescntatioii of a friend, my 
lord, is to share in the slander.” 

“You have been misinfoimieil, my l^ord Glenvarloch,” 
said Sir Ewes Haldimund ; “ I have myself often heard 
Lord Dalgarno defend your character, and regret that 
your exclusive attachment to the i)leasures of a London 
life prevented your paying your duty regularly to the 
King and Prince.” 

“While lie hiniself,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “dissuaded 
me from presenting myself at Court.” 

‘ “I will cut this matter short,” said Lord Dalgarno, 
with haughty coldness. “ You seem to have conceived, 
my lord, that you and I were Pylades and Orestes -a 
second edition of Damon and IVthias — Theseus and 
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Pirithoiis at the leiist. You are mistaken, and have given 
the name of friendship to what, on niy part, was mere 
good-nature and compassion for a raw and ignorant 
countryman, joined to the cumbersome charge which my 
father gave me respecting you. Your character, my lord, 
is of no one’s drawing, but of your own making. 1 intro- 
duced you where, as in all such places, there was good and 
indifferent company to be met with — your habits, or taste, 
made you prefer the worse. Your holy horror at the sight 
of dice ana cards degenerated into the cautious resolution 
to play only at those times, and with such persons, as might 
ensure your rising a winner — no man can long do so, and 
continue to be held a gentleman. Such is the reputation 
you have made for yourself, and you have no right to be 
angry that I do not contradict in society what yourself 
know to be true. Let us pass on, my lord ; and if you want 
further explanation, seek some other time and fitter place.” 

“No time can be better than the present,'’ saicl Lord 
Glenvarloch, whose resentment was now excited to the 
uttermost by the cold-blooded and insulting manner, 
in which Dalgarno vindicated himself,— “no place fitter 
than the place where we now stand. Those of my house 
liave ever avenged insult, at the moment, and on the 
spot, where it was oflered, were it at the foot of the 
throne. — Lord Dalgarno, you are a villain 1 draw and 
defend yourself.” At the same time he unsheathed his 
rapier, 

“ Are you mad ? ” said Lord Dalgarno, stepping back ; 
“ we are in the precincts of the Court.” 

“The better,^’ answered Lord Glenvarloch: “I will 
cleanse them from a calumniator and a coward.’’ He then 
pressed on Lord Dalgarno, and struck him with the flat 
of the sword. 

The fray had now attracted attention, and the cry went 
round, “Keep the peace — keep the peace — swords drawn 
in the Park!— Wliat, ho I guards! — keepers— yeomen 
rangers 1 ” and a number of people came rushing to the 
spot from all sides. 

Lord Dalgarno, who had half drawn his sword on 
receiving the blow, returned it to his scabbard when he 
observed the crowd, thicken, and^ taking Sir Ewes Haldi- 
mund by the arm, walked hastily away, only saying to 
Lord Glenvarloch as they left him, “You shall dearly 
abye ^ this insult— we will meet again.” 

A decent-looking elderly man, who observed that Lord 
1 Suffer for. 
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Qlenvarloch remained on the spot, taking compassion on 
his jrouthful appearance, said to him, “Are you aware 
this is a Star-Chamber ousiness, young gentleman, and 
that it may cost you your right hand ?— -Shift for your- 
self before the keepers or constables come up— Get into 
Whitefriars or somewhere, for sanctuary and concealment, 
till you can make friends or quit the city.” 

The advice was not to be neglected. Lord Glenvarloch 
made hastily towards the issue from the Park by Saint 
James’s Palace, then Saint James’s Hospital. The hub- 
bub increased behind him ; and several peace-officers of the 
Royal fJousehold came up to apprehend the delinquent. 
Fortunately for Nigel, a popular edition of the cause of 
the aflray had gone abroad. Jt was said that one of the 
Duke of Buckingham’s companions had insulted a stranger 
gentleman from the country, and that the stranger had 
cudgelled him soundly. A favourite, or the companion 
of a favourite, is always odious to John Bull, who has 
besides, a partiality to those disputants, who proceed, as 
lawyers term it, par voye du fait, and both prejudices 
were in Nigel’s favour. The officers, therefore, who came 
to apprehend him, could h^arn from the spectators no 
particulars of his appearance, or information concerning 
the road he had tanen; so that, for the moment, he 
escaped being arrested. 

What Lord Glenvarloch heard among the crowd as he 
passed along, was sufficient to satisfy him, that in his 
impatient passion he had placed himself in a predicament 
of considerable danger. He was no stranger to the severe 
and arbitrary proceedings of the Court of Star-Chamber, 
especially in cases of breach of privilege, which made it 
the terror of all men ; and it was no farther back than 
the Queen’s time that tlie punishment of mutilation had 
been actually awarded and executed, for some offence of 
the same kind which he had just committed. He had 
also the comfortable reflection, that, by his violent quarrel 
with Lord Dalgarno, he must now forfeit the friendship 
and good offices of that nobleman’s father and sister, 
almost the only persons of consideration in whom he 
could claim any interest ; while all the evil reports which 
had been put in circulation concerning his character, were 
certain to weigh heavily against liim, in a case where 
much must necessarily depend on the reputation of the 
accused. To a youthful imagination, the idea of such a 
punishment as mutilation seems more ghastly than death 
itseH; and every word which he overheard among the 
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groups which he met, mingled with, or overtook and 
passed, announced this as the penalty of his offence. He 
dreaded to increase his pace for fear of attracting sus- 
picion, and more than once saw the ranger’s officers so 
near him, that his wrist tingled as if already under the 
blade of the dismembering knife. At length he got out 
of the Park, and had a little more leisure to consider what 
he was next to do. 

Whitefriars, adjacent to the Temple, then well known 
by the cant name of Alsatia, had at this time, and for 
nearly a century afterwards, the privilege of a sanctuary, 
unless against the writ of the Lord Chief Justice, or of 
the Loras of the Privy-Council. Indeed, as the place 
abounded with desp(U‘adoes of every description, — bank- 
rupt citizens, ruined gamesters, irreclaimable prodigals, 
desperate duellists, bravoes, homicides, and ttebaucheu 
pronigates of every description, all leagued together to 
maintain the immunities of ili(‘ir asylum, — it was both 
difficult and unsafe for the officers of the law to execute 
warrants emanating even from the highest authority, 
amongst men whose safety wa.s inconsist(‘nt with warrants 
or authority of any kind. This Lord Glenvarloch well 
knew ; and odious as the place of refuge was, it seemed 
the only one, where, for a space at least, he miglit be con- 
cealed and secure from the immediate grasj) of the law, 
until he should have leisure to provide better for his 
safety, or to get this uiii)leasant matter in some shape 
accommodated. 

Meanwhile, as Nigel walked liastily forward towards 
the place of sanctuary, he bitterly blamed himself for 
suffering Lord Dalgarno to lead him into the haunts of 
dissipation ; and no less accused his intemperate heat of 
passion, which now had driven him for refuge into the 
purlieus of profane and avowed vice and debauchery. 

“Dalgarno spoke but too truly in that,” were his bitter 
reflections; “I have made myself an evil reputation by 
acting on his insidious counsels, and neglecting the whole- 
some admonitions which ought to have claimed implicit 
obedience from me, and which r(3Com mended abstinence 
even from the slightest approach to evil. But if I escape 
from the perilous labyrinth in which folly and inexperi- 
ence, as well as violent passions, have involved me, 1 will 
find some noble way of redeeming the lustre of a name 
wffiich was never sullied until I bore it.” 

As Lord Glenvarloch formed these prudent resolutions, 
he entered the Temple Walks, whence a gate at that time 
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opened into Whitefriars, by which, as by tlie more private 
passage, he proposed to betake himself to the sanctuary. 
As he approached the entrance to that den of infamy, 
from which his mind recoiled even while in the act of 
taking shelter there, his pace slackened, while the steep 
and broken stairs reminded him of the fadlis descensus 
Averni, and rendered him doubtful whetner it were not 
better to brave the worst which could befall him in the 
public haunts of honourable men, than to evade punish- 
ment by secluding himself in those of avowed vice and 
profligacy. 

As Nigel hesitated, a young gentleman of the Temple 
advanced towards him, whom he had often seen, and 
sometimes conversed with, at the ordinary, where he was 
a frequent and welcome guest, being a wild young gallant, 
indiflerently well provid(‘d with money, who spent at the 
theatres, and other gay places of public resort, the time 
which his father supposed he was employing in the study 
of the law. But Reginald Lowestofle, such was the young 
Templar's name, was of opinion that little law was neces- 
sary to enable him to spend the revenues of the paternal 
acres which were to cfevolve upon him at his father's 
demise, and therefore gave himself no trouble to acquire 
more of that science than might be imbibed along with 
the learned air of the region in which he had his chambers. 
In other respects, he was one of the wits of the place, 
read Ovid and Martial, aimed at quick repartee and pun 
(oftca very far fetched), danced, fenced, played at tennis, 
and perfoimied sundry tunes on the Addle and French 
horn, to the great annoyance of old Counsellor Barratter, 
who li^ed in the chambers immediately below him. Such 
Nvas R'^giiiald Lowestofle, shrewd, alert, and well ac- 
quainted with the town through all its recesses, but in a 
sort of disrespectable wtiy. This gallant, now approach- 
ing the Lord Clenvarloch, saluted him by name and title, 
and ask(d if his lordship designed for the Chevalier's this 
day, obstrving it was nf*ar noon, and the woodcock would 
be on th(i boai-d ere they could reach the ordinary. 

“ I do lot go there to-day,” answered Lord Glenvarloch. 

“Which way, then, my loi'd said the young Templar, 
who was perliaps not undesirous to parade a part at 
least of tie street in company with a lord, though but a 
Scottish one. 

“I— I,”— said Nigel, desiring to avail himself of this 
young man's local knowledge, yet unwilling and ashamed 
to acKUovledge his intention to take refuge in so dis- 
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reputable a quarter, or to describe the situation in which 
he stood — “ I have some curiosity to see Whitefriars,” 

** What ! your lordship is for a frolic into Alsatia said 
Lowestoffe— “ Have with you, my lord — you cannot have 
a better guide to the infernal regions than myself. I 
promise you there are bona-robas to be found there — 
good wine too, ay, and good fellows to drink it with, 
though somewhat suffering under the frowns of Fortune, 
But your lordship will pardon me— -you are the last of our 
acquaintance to whom I w'ould have proposed such a 
voyage of discovery.” 

“ I am obliged to you. Master Lowestoffe, for the good 
pinion you have expressed in the observation,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch ; “ but my present circumstances may render 
even a residence of a day or two in the sanctuary a matter 
of necessity.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Lowestoffe, in a tone of great surprise ; 
“I thought your lordship had always taken care not to 
risk any considerable stake — I beg pardon, but if the 
bones have proved perfidious, I know just so much law as 
that a peer’s person is sacred from arrest ; and for mere 
impecuniosity, my lord, better shift can be made elsewhere 
than in Whitefriars, where all are devouring each other 
for very poverty.” 

‘‘ My misfortune has no connexion with want of money,” 
said Nigel. 

‘‘Why, then, I suppose,” said Lowestoffe, “you have 
been tilting, my lord, and have pinked your man; in 
which case, and with a purse reasonably furnished you 
may lie pemu in Whitefriars for a twelvemonth — Marry, 
but you must be entered and received as a member or 
their worshipful society, my lord, and a frank burgher of 
Alsatia — so far you must condescend ; there will be 
neither peace nor safety for you else.” 

“ My fault is not in a degree so deadly, Master Lowe- 
stoffe,’ answered Lord Glenvarloch, “as you seem to 
conjecture — I have stricken a gentleman in tie Park, 
that is all.” 

“ By my hand, my lord, and you had better hai^e struck 
your sword through him at Barns Elms,” said theTemplar. 
“Strike within the verge of the Court! You will find 
that a weighty dependence upon your hands, esj^ecially if 
your party be of rank and have favour.” 

“I will be plain with you, Master Lowestoffe,” said 
Nigel, “since 1 have gone thus far. The persoli I struck 
yas Lord Balgarno, vmom you hav^ seen latt Be^ujeu’^,” 
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** A follower and favourite of the Duke of Buckingham ! 
— ^It is a most unhappy chance, my lord ; but my heart 
was formed in England, and cannot bear to see a young 
nobleman borne down, as you are like to he. We converse 
liere greatly too open for your circumstances. The 
Templars would suffer no bailiff to execute a writ, and no 
gentleman to be arrested for a duel, within their precincts; 
but in such a matter between Lord Dalgarno and your 
lordship, there might be a party on either side. You 
must away with me instantly to my poor chambers here, 
hard by, and undergo some little change of dress, ere you 
take sanctuary ; for else you will have the whole rascal 
rout of the Friars about you, like crows upon a falcon 
that strays into their rookery. We must have you arrayed 
something more like the natives of Alsatia, or there will 
be no life there for you.” 

While Lowestoffe spoke, he pulled Lord Glenvarloch 
along with him into nis chambers, where he had a hand- 
some library, filled with all the poems and playbooks 
which were then in fashion. The Templar then dispatched 
a boy, who waited upon him, to procure a dish or two 
from the next cook’s shop ; “and this,” he said, “must be 
your lordship’s dinner, with a glass of old sack, of which 
my grandmother (the heavens requite her I) sent me a 
dozen bottles, with charge to use the liquor only with 
clarified whey, when I felt my breast ache with over 
study. Marry, we will drink the good lady’s health in 
it, if it is your lordship’s pleasure, and you shall see 
how we poor students eke out our mutton-commons in 
the hall.” 

The outward door of the chambers was barred so soon 
as the boy had re-entered with the food ; the boy was 
ordered to keep close watch, and admit no one; and, 
Lowestoffe, by example and precept, pressed liis noble 
guest to partake of his hospitality. His frank and forward 
manners, though much differing from the courtly ease of 
Lord Dalgarno, were calculated to make a favourable 
impression ; and Lord Glenvarloch, though his experience 
of Dalgamo’s perfidy had taught him to be cautious of 
reposing faith in friendly professions, could not avoid 
testifying his gratitude to the young Templar, who seemed 
so anxious for his safety and accommodation. 

‘‘You may spare your gratitude any great sense of 
obligation, my lord,” said the Templar, “ I^o doubt I am 
wilmig to be of use to any gentleman that has cause to 
sing Fortune rny/oe^ and particularly proud to serve your 
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lordship’s turn ; but I have also an old grudge, to spealc 
Heaven’s truth, at your opposite, Lord Dalgarno.” 

“May I ask upon what account, Master Lowestoffe?” 
said Lord Glenvarloch. 

“ O, my lord,” replied the Templar. “ it was for a haj) 
that chanced after you left the orainary, one evening 
about three w’eeks since — at least I thint you were not 
^y» your lordship always left us before deep play 
began — mean no offence, but such was your lordship’s 
custom — when there were Avords between Lord Dalgarno 
and me concerning a certain game at gleek, and a certain 
mournival of aces held by his lordship, which went for 
eight — tib, which went for fifteen — twcmty-three in all. 
Now I held king and queen, being three — a natural 
towser, making fifteen— and tiddy, nineteen. We vied 
the ruff, and re vied, as your lordsliip may suppose, till the 
stake was equal to naif my yearly exhibition, fifty as fair 
yellow canary birds as &er chirped in the bottom of a 
green silk purse. Well, my lord, I gained the cards, and 
lo you ! it pleases his lordship to say that we played 
without tiddy ; and as the rest stood by and liacked him, 
and especially the sharking Frenchman, why, I was 
obliged to lose more than I shall gain all the season.-- So 
judge if I have not a crow to pluck with his lordship. 
Was it ever heard there was a game at gleek at the 
ordinary before, without counting tiddy?— marry quep 
upon his lordship ! — Every man who comes there with his 
purse in his hand, is as free to make new laws as he, I 
hope, since touch pot touch i>enny makes every man 
equal.” 

As Master Lowestoffe ran over this jargon of the 
gaming-table, Lord Glenvarloch 'was both ashamed and 
mortified, and felt a severe pang of aristocratic pride, 
when he concluded in the sweeping clause that the dice, 
like the grave, levelled those distinguishing points of 
society, to which Nigel’s early prejudices clung perhaps 
hut too fondly. It was impossible, however, to object any- 
thing to the learned reasoning of the young Templar, and 
therefore Nigel was contented to turn the conversation, 
by making some enquiries respecting the present state of 
Whitefriars. There also his host was at home. 

“You know, my lord,” said Master Lowestoffe, “that 
we Templars are a power and a dominion within ourselves, 
and I am prou3 to say that I hold some rank in our 
republic— was treasurer to the Lord of Misrule last year, 
and am at this present moment in nomination for that 
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dignity myself. In such circumstances, we are under the 
necessity of maintaining an amicable intercourse with 
our neighbours of Alsatia, even as the Christian States 
find theinplvc's often, in mere policy, obliged to make 
alliance with the Grand Turk, or the Uarbary States.” 

I should have imagined you gentlemen of the Temple 
more independent of your neighbours,” said Lord Glen* 
varloch. 

“You do us something too much honour, my lord,” said 
the Templar ; “the Alsatians and we have some common 
enemies, and we have, under the rosf% some common 
friends. We are in the use of blocking all bailiffs out of 
our bounds, and we are powerfully aided by our neigh- 
bours, who tolerate not a rag belonging to them within 
theirs. Moreover the Alsatians have — 1 beg you to under 
stand me— tlie power of ])rotecting or distressing our 
friends, male or female, wlio may be obliged to seek 
sanctuary within their bounds, in short, the two com- 
munity's serve each other, though the league is between 
states of unequal quality, and I may myself say, that I 
have treated of sundry weighty affairs, and have been a 
negotiator well approved on both sides, — But hark — hark 
— what is that 1 ” 

The sound by which Master Lowestoffe was interrupted, 
was tliat of a distant horn, winded long and keenly, and 
followed by a faint and remote huzza. 

“There is something doing,” said Lowestoffe, “in the 
Whitefriars at this moment. That is the signal when 
their privileges are invaded by tipstaff or bailiff ; and at 
the blast of the horn they all swarm out to the rescue, as 
bees when their hive is disturbed.— Jump, Jim,” he said, 
calling out to the attendant, “{ind see what they are 
doing in Alsatia. — That bastaid of fi boy,” he continued, 
as the lad, accustomed to tlie precipitate haste of his 
master, tumbled rather than ran out of the apartment, 
and so down stairs, “is worth gold in this quarter — he 
serves six masters— four of them in distinct Numbers, 
and you would think him present like a fairy at the mere 
wish of him that for tlie time most needs his attendance. 
No scout in Oxford, no gip at Cambridge, ever matched 
him in speed and intelligence. He knows the step of a 
dun from that of a client, when it reaches the very 
bottom of the staircase ; can tell the trip of a pretty 
wench from the step of a bencher, wdien at the upper 
end of the court ; and is, take him iill in all — But I see 
your lordship is anxious— May I press another cup of my 
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kind grandmother’s cordial, or will you allow me to show 
you my wardrobe, and act as your valet or groom of the 
chamber?” 

Lord Glenvarloch hesitated not to acknowledge that 
he was painfully sensible of his present situation, and 
anxious to do what must needs be done for his extrica- 
tion. 

The good-natured and thoughtless young Templar 
readily acquiesced, and led the way into his little bed- 
i*oom, where, from band-boxes, portmanteaus, mail-trunks, 
not forgetting an old walnut-tree wardrobe, he began to 
select the articles which he thought best suited effectually 
to disguise his guest in venturing into the lawless and 
turbulent society of Alsatia. 


CHAPTER XVIL 

Come hither, young one,— Mark me ! Tiiou art now 
*Mong8t men o' the sword, that lire by reputation 
More than by constant income— Single-suited 
They are, I grant you ; yet each single suit 
Maintains, on tlie rough guess, a thousand followers — 

And they be men, who, hazaniing their all, 

Keedful apparel, necessary income, 

And human body, and immortal soul, 

Do in the very deed but hazard nothing — 

So strictly is that all bound in reversion ; 

Clothes to the broker, income to the usurer, 

And body to disease, and soul to the foul fiend ; 

Who laughs to see Soldadoes and Fooladues, 

Play better than himself his game on earth. 

The Mohocks. 

“Your lordship,” said Reginald Lowestoffe, “must be 
content to exchange your decent and court-beseeming 
rapier, which I will retain in safe keeping, for this broad- 
sword, with an hundredweight of rusty iron about the 
hilt, and to wear these huge-paned slops, instead of your 
civil and moderate hose. We allow no cloak, for your 
ruffian always walks in cmrpo ; and the tarnished doublet 
of bald velvet, with its discoloured embroidery, and — I 
grieve to speak it — a few stains from the blood of the 
grape, will best suit the garb of a roaring boy. I will 
leave you to change your suit for an instant, till I can help 
to truss you.” 

Lowestoffe retired, while slowW, and with hesitation, 
Nigel obeyed his instructions. He felt displeasure aTia 
disgust at the scoundrelly disguise which he was under 
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the necessity of assuming ; but when he considered tlie 
bloody conseouences whicn law attached to his rash act 
of violence, the easy and indifferent temper of Janies, 
the prejudices of his son, the overbeaiing influence of 
the Duke of Buckinghamj which was sure to be thrown 
into the scale against him ; and, above all, when he 
reflected that he must now look upon the active, assidu- 
ous, and insinuating Lord Dalgarno, as a bitter enemy, 
reason told him he was in a situation of peril which 
authorized all honest means, even the most unseemly in 
outward appearance, to extricate himself from so dangerous 
a predicament. 

While he was changing his dress, and musing on these 
particulars, his friendly host re-entered the sleeping apart- 
ment — “ Zounds I ” he said, “ my lord, it was well you 
went not straight into that same Alsatia of ours at the 
time you proposed, for the hawks have stooped upon it. 
Here is Jem come back with tidings, that he saw a pur- 
suivant there with a privy-council warrant, and half a 
score of yeomen assistants armed to the teeth, and the 
horn which we heard was sounded to call out the posse of 
the Friars. Indeed, when old Duke Hildebrod saw that 
the quest was after some one of whom he knew nothing, 
he permitted, out of courtesy, the man-catcher to searcm 
through his dominions, quite certain that they would 
take little by their motions : for Duke Hildebrod is a 
most judicious potentate. — Go back, you bastard, and 
bring us word when all is quiet.” 

“And who may Duke Hildebrod be?” said Lord Glen- 
varloch. 

“ Nouns ! my lord,” said the Templar, “ have you lived 
so long on the town, and never heard of the valiant, and 
as wise and politic as valiant, Duke Hildebrod, grand 
protector of the liberties of Alsatia ? I thought the man 
had never whirled a die but was familiar with his fame.” 

“ Yet I have never heard of him. Master Lowestoffe,” 
said Lord Glenvarloch ; “ or, what is the same thing, I 
have paid no attention to aught that may have passed in 
conversation respecting him.” 

“ Why, then,” said Lowestoffe— “ but, first let me have 
the honour of trussing you. Now, observe, I have left 
several of the points untied, of set purpose ; and if it 
please you to let a small portion of your shii-t be seen 
betwixt your doublet and the band of your upper stock, it 
will have so much the more rakish effect, ana will attract 
you respect in Alsatia, where linen is something scarce. 
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Now, I tie some of the points carefully asquint, for your 
ruffianly gallant never appear too accurately trussed — so.” 

“Arrange it as you will, sir,” said Nigel ; “but let me 
hear at least something of the conditions of the unhappy 
district into which, with other wretches, I am compelled 
to retreat.” 

“Why, my lord,” replied the Templar, “our neighbour- 
ing state of Alsatia, which the law calls the Sanctuary of 
Wnitefriars, has had its mutations and revolutions like 
greater kingdoms ; and, being in some sort a lawless, 
arbitrary government, it follows, of course, that these 
have been more fie<iuent than our own better regulated 
commonwealth of the Templars, that of Gray^s Inn, and 
other similar associations, have had the fortune to witness. 
Our traditions and records speak of twenty revolutions 
within the last twelve years, in wliich the aforesaid state 
hiis repefitodly changed from absolute despotism to re 
publicanism, not forgetting the intermediate stages of 
oligarchy, limited monarchy, and even gynocracy ; for 1 
myself remember Alsatia governed for nearly nine months 
by an old fish woman. Inen it ftdl under the dominion 
of a broken attorney, who was dethroned by a reformado 
captain, who, proving tyrannical, was deposed by a hedge • 

E arson, who was succeeded, upon resignation of nis power, 
y Duke Jacob Hildebrod, of that name the first, whom 
Heaven long preserve.” 

“And is this potentate’s government,” said Lord Glen* 
varloch, forcing himself to take some interest in the 
conversation, “ of a despotic character ? ” 

“Pardon me, my lord,” said the Templar; “this said 
sovereign is too wise to incur, like many of his prede- 
cessors, the odium of wielding so important an authority 
by his own sole wdll. He has estalfiished a council of 
state, who regularly meet for their morning’s draught at 
seven o’clock ; convene a second time at eleven for their 
ante-meridiem^ or whet ; and, assembling in solemn conclave 
at the hour of two afternoon, for the purpose of consulting 
for the good of the commonwealth, are so prodigal ot 
tlieir labour in the service of the state, tliat they seldom 
separate before midnight. Into this worthy senate, 
composed partly of Duke Hildebrod’s predecessors in his 
high office, whom he has associated with him to prevent 
the envy attending sovereign and sole authority, I must 
presently introduce your lordship, that they may admit 
you to the immunities of the Friars, and assign you a 
place of residence.” 
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“ Does their authority extend to such regulation 1 ” said 
Lord (Uenvarloch. 

“The council account it a main point of their privileges, 
iny lord,” answered Lowestoffe ; “and in fact, it is one of 
the most powerful means by which they support their 
authority. For when Duke Hildebrod and his senate 
find a topping householder in the Friars becomes dis' 
contented ana factious, it is but assigning him, for a 
lodger, some fat bankrupt, or new resident er, whose 
circumstances require refuge, and whose purse can pay 
for it, and the malecontent ]>ecomes as tractable as a 
lamb. As for the pooi*er lefugees, they let them shift as 
thev can ; but the registration of their names in the 
Duke’s entry-book, aiul the ])ayment of garnish conform- 
ing to their circumstances, is never dispensed with ; and 
the Friars would be' a very unsafe residence for the 
stranger who should dispute these points of jurisdiction.” 

“Well, Master Low(‘stolFe,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “I 
must be controlled by the circumstances which dictate to 
me this state of conceal nmnt — of course, I am desirous 
not to betray my name and rank.” 

“ It will be highly advisable, my lord,” said Lowestoffe ; 
“ and is a case thus provided for in the statutes of the 
republic, or monarchy, or whatsoever you call it. — He 
who desii’es tliat no questions shall be asked him concern- 
ing his name, cause of refuge, and the like, may escape 
the usual interrogations ui>on payment of double the 
garnish otherwise belonging to his condition. Complying 
with this ess(mtial stipulation, your lordship may register 
yourself as King of Dautain if you will, for not a question 
will ])e asked of you. — But liere comes our scout, with 
news of peace and tranquillity. Now, I will go witli your 
lordship myself, and present you to the council of Alsatia, 
with all the influence which I have over them as an 
oflSce-bearer in the Temple, which is not slight ; for they 
have come halting ofl* upon all occasions when we have 
taken })art against them, and that they well know. The 
time is propitious, for as the council is now met in Alsatia, 
so tlie Temple walks are quiet. Now, my lord, throw 
your cloak about you, to hide your present exterior. You 
shall give it to the boy at the foot of the stairs that go 
down to the Sanctuary ; and as the ballad says that Queen 
Eleanor sunk at Charing-CrQss and rose at Queenhithe^ 
so you shall sink a nobleman in the Temple Gardens, and 
rise an Alsatian at Whitefriars.” 

They went out accordingly, attended by the little scout, 
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traversed the gardens, descended the stairs, and at the 
bottom the young Templar exclaimed, — “ And now let us 
sing, with Ovid, 

* In nova fert animui mutatas dlcere formas 

Ofi; oflIJ ye lendings ! ” ho continued, in the same vein. 
“ Via, the curtain that shadowed Borgia !— But how now, 
my lord ? ” he continued, when he observed Lord Glenvar- 
loch was really distressed at the degrading change in his 
situatiom “I trust you are not offended at my rattling 
folly? I would but reconcile you to your present cir- 
cumstances, and give you the tone of this strange place. 
Come, cheer up ; 1 trust it will only be your residence for 
a very few days.” 

Nigel was only able to press his hand, and repW in a 
whisper. “I am sensible of your kindness. I know 1 must 
drink the cup which my own folly has filled for me. 
Pardon me, that, at the first taste, I feci its bitterness.” 

Beginald Lowestoffe was bustlingly officious and good- 
natured^ but. used to live a scrambling, rakish course 
of life himseli. ho had not the least idea of the extent of 
Lord Glenvarloch’s mental sufferings, and thought of his 
temporary concealment as if it were merely the tnck of a 
wanton boy, who plays at hide-and-seek with his tutor. 
With the appearance of the place, too, ho was familiar— 
but on his companion it produced a deep sensation. 

Tlie ancient Sanctuary at Whitefriars lay considerably 
lower than the elevated terraces and gardens of tlu* 
Temple, and was therefore generally involved, in the 
damps and fogs arising from the Thames. The brick 
buildings by which it was occupied, crowded closely on 
each other, for, in a place so rarely privileged, every foot 
of ground was valuable ; but, erected in many cases by 
persons whose funds w^ere inadequate to their speculations, 
the houses were generally insufficient, and exhibited the 
lamentable signs of having become ruinous while they 
were yet new. The wailing of children, the scolding of 
their mothers, the miserable exhibition of ragged linens 
hung from the windows to dry, spoke the wants and 
distresses of the wretched inhabitants : while the sounds 
of complaint were mocked and overwhelmed in the riotous 
shouts, oaths, profane songs, and boisterous laughter, that 
issued from the alehouses and taverns, which, as the signs 
indicated, were equal in number to all the other houses ; 
and, that the full character of the place might be evident, 
several faded, tiaselled, and painted females, looked boldly 
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at the strangers from their open lattices, or more modestly 
seemed busied with the cracked flower-pots, filled with 
mignonette and rosematy, which were disposed in front 
of the windows to the great risk of the passengers, 

Serni-redAicta Verms^^ said the Templar, pointing to 
one of these nymphs, who seemed afraid of observation, 
and partly concealed herself behind the casement, as she 
chirped to a miserable blackbird, the tenant of a wicker 
prison, which hung outside on the black brick wall. — “ I 
know the face of yonder waistcoateer,” continued the 
guide ; “and 1 could wager a rose-noble, from the posture 
she stands in, that she has clean head-gear, and a soiled 
night-rail. — But here pome two of the male inhabitants, 
smoking like moving volcanoes ! These are roaring blades, 
whom Kicotia ana Trinidado serve, I dare swear, in 
lieu of beef and puddipg ; for be it known to you, my 
lord, that the King’s counterblast against the Indian 
weed will no more pass current in Alsatia, than will his 
writ of capia$J^ 

As he spoke, the two smokers approached ; shaggy, 
uncombed ruffians, whose enormous mustaches were turned 
back over their ears, and mingled with the wild elf-locks 
of their hair, much of whicli was seen under the old 
beavers which they wore aside upon their heads, while 
some straggling portion escaped through the rents of the 
hats aforesaid. Their tarnished plush jerkins, large slops, 
or trunk-breeches, their broad greasy shoulder-belts, and 
discoloured scarfs, and, above all, the ostentatious manner 
in which the one wore a broadsword, and the other an 
extravagantly long racier and ^niard, marked the true 
Alsatian bully, then, and for a hundred years afterwards, 
a well-known character. 

“Tour out,” said the one ruffian to the other ; “tour the 
bien mort twiring at the gentry cove ! ” ^ 

“I smell a spy,” replied the other, looking at Nigel. 
“Chalk him across the peepers with your cheery.”* 

“Bing avAs^ biim avast f” replied his companion ; “yon 
other is rattling Reginald Lowestoffe of the Temple — 
know him ; he is a good boy, and free of the province,” 

So saving, and enveloping themselves in another thick 
cloud of smoke, they went on without farther greeting. 

“ Crasso in acre/** said the Templar. “You hear what 
a character the impudent knaves give me ; but, so it serves 
your lordship’s turn, I care not. — ^And now, let me ask 

1 Look tiuurp. See how the grlrt 1 b eoqaettinff with the Btrange gallants ! <S,) 
t Slaih him om the eyes with your digger. (S.) 
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your lordship what name vou will assume, for we are near 
the ducal palace of Duke Hildebrod.” 

“ I will be called Grahame,” said Nigel ; ‘‘ it was my 
mother’s name.” 

“Grime,” repeated tlie Templar, “will suit Alsatia well 
enough — ^both a grim and grimy place of refuge.” 

“I said Grahame, sir, not Grime,” said Nigel, something 
shortly, and laying an emphasis on the vowel - for few 
♦Scotsmen understand raillery u})on the subject of their 
names. 

“I beg pardon, my lord,” answeretl the un disconcerted 
punster; “but Graam will suit the circumstance, too— it 
signifies tribulation in the Iligli Dutch, and your lordsliip 
must be considered as a man under troulde.” 

Nigel laughed at the pertinacity of the Templar; ^\llo, 
proceeding to ])oint out a sign leproscmting, or believ(‘d to 
represent, a dog attacking a bull, and running at his head, 
in the true acicmtitic style of onset,- -“There,” said he, 
“doth faithful Duke Hihlebrod d(‘al forth laws, as well as 
ale and strong w’ateis, to his faithful Alsatians. Ihung a 
determined ohampion of l*aris Garden, he has chosen a 
sign corresponding to his liabits; and ho deals in giving 
drink to the thirsty, that he himself may drink with- 
out paying, and receive pay for what is drunken by 
others.— Let us enter the c\er-03)en gale of this second 
Axylus.” 

As they spoke, they entered the dilapidated tavern, 
which was, nevertheles.s, nioie ample in dimensions, ami 
less ruinous, than many houses in the samoevil neighbour- 
hood. Two or three haggard, ragged drawers, i-an to and 
fro, whose looks, like those of owls, seemed only adapted 
for midnight, when other creatures sleem 
seemed bleared, stupid, nnd only half awake. Guided by 
one of these blinking Ganymedes, they entered a room, 
w'here the feeble rays of the sun were almost wholly 
eclipsed by volumes of tobacco-smoke, rolled from the 
tubes of the company, while out of the cloudy sanctuary 
arose the old chant of— 

“ Old Sir Simon the Kintr, 

And old Sir hiiiion the Kiiij;, 

WMth hia umlmsey nono. 

And luH aU‘-dropi>cd lioso, 

And Bins ding*a Umj'-ding " 

Duke Hildebrod, who himself condescended to chant 
this ditty to his loving subjects, was a monstrously fat 
old man, with only one eye; and a nose which bore 
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evidence to tl»e frequency, strength, and depth of his pot- 
ations. He wore a tnurrey-coloured plush jerkin, stained 
with the overflowings of the tankard, and much tne worse 
for wear, and unbuttoned at bottom for the ease of his 
enormous paunch. Behind him lay a favourite bull-dog. 
whose round head and single black glancing eye, as wdl 
as the creature’s great corpulence, gave it a burlesque 
resemblance to its master. 

The w'ell-belovod counsellors who surrounded the ducal 
throne, incensed it with tobacco, pledged its occupier in 
thick, clammv ale, and eclioed back its choral songs, were 
Satraps worthy of such a Soldan. The bufi‘ jerkin, broad 
bolt, and long sword of one, showed him to be a Low 
Country soldier ; whose look of scowling importance, and 
drunken impudence, were designed to sustain his title to 
call himself a Roving Blade. It seemed to Nigel that he 
had seen this fellow somewhere or other. A hedge-parson, 
or buckle-beggar, as that order of priesthood has been 
irreverently termed, sat on the Duke’s left, and was easily 
distinguished by his torn band, flap})ed hat, and the 
remnants of a rusty cassock. Bcsicle the parson sat a 
most wretched and meagre-looking old man, with a 
threadbare hood of coarse kersey upon his head, and 
buttoned about his neck, while his pinched features, like 
those of old Daniel, were illuminatecl by 

-'*an eye, 

Through the last look of dotage still cunning and sly.” 

On his left waja placed a broken .attorney, who, for some 
malpractices, had l^eenstruck from the roll of practitioners, 
and who had nothing left of his profession, excepting its 
roguery. One or two persons of less figure, amongst 
whom there was one face, which, like that of the .soldier, 
seemed not unknown to Nigel, though he could not recol- 
l(»ct where he had seen it, completecl the council-board of 
Jacob Duke Hildebrod. 

The strangers had full time to observe all this ; for his 
grace the Duke, whetlier irresistibly carried on by the 
full tide of harmony, or whether to impress the strangers 
with a proper idea of his consequence, chose to sing his 
ditty to an end before addres.sing them, though, during 
the whole time, he closely scrutinized them with his 
single optic. 

When Duke Hildebrod had ended his song, he informed 
his Peers that a worthy officer of the Temple attended 
them, and commanded the captain and parson to abandon 
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their easy-chairs in behalf of the two strangers, whom he 
placed on his right and left hand. The worthy repre- 
sentatives of the army and the church of Alsatia went to 
place themselves on a crazy form at the bottom of the 
table, which, ill calculated to sustain men of such weight, 
gave way under them, and the man of the sword and 
man of the gown were rolled over each other on the floor, 
amidst the exulting shouts of the company. They arose 
m wrath, contending which should vent his displeasure 
in the loudest and deepest oaths, a strife in which the 
parson's superior acquaintance with theology enabled him 
greatly to excel the captain, and were at length with 
difficulty tranquillized oy the arrival of the alarmed 
waiters with more stable chairs, and by a long draught of 
the cooling tankard. When this commotion was appeased, 
and the strangers courteously accommodated with flagons, 
after the fashion of the others present, the Duke drank 
prosperity to the Temple in the most gracious manner, 
together with a cup of welcome to Master Reginald 
LowestofFe : and, this courtesy having been thanKfulIy 
accepted, the party honoured prayed permission to call 
for a gallon of Rhenish, over which he proposed to open 
his business. 

The mention of a liquor so superior to their usual 
potations had an instant and most favourable effect upon 
the little senate; and its immediate appearance might 
be said to secure a favourable reception of Master 
liowestoffe’s proposition, which, after a round or two had 
circulated, he explained to be the admission of his friend 
Master Nigel Grahame to the benefit of the sanctuary 
and other immunities of Alsatia, in the character of a 
grand compounder ; for so were those termed who paid a 
double fee at their matriculation, in order to avoid laying 
before the senate the peculiar circumstances which com- 
pelled them to take reiuge there. 

The worthy Duke heard the proposition with glee, 
which glittered in his single eye ; and no wonder, as it 
was a rare occurrence, and of peculiar advantage to his 
private revenue. Accordingly, ne commanded bis ducal 
register to be brought him, a huge book, secured with 
brass clasps like a merchant's ledger, and whose leaves, 
stained with wine, and slabbered with tobacco juice, bore 
the names probably of as many rogues as are to be 
found in the Calendar of Newgate. . 

Nigel was then directed to lay down two nobles as his 
ransom, and to claim privilege by reciting the following 
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^^erel verses, which were dictated to him by the 

** Your euppliant, by name 
Kigel Oraname, 

In tear of mishap 
From a shoulder-tap ; 

Aind dreading a claw 
From the talons of law» 

That are sharper than briers ; 
nis freedom to sue« 

And rescue by you— 

Through weapon and wit, 

From warrant and writ, 

»^m bailiff’s hand, 

From tipstaff’s wand. 

Is come hither to Whitefriars.” 

As Duke Hildebrod with a tremulous hand began to 
make the entry, and had already with superfluous gene- 
rosity spelled Nigel with two g^'s instead of one, he was 
interrupted by the parson.^ This reverend gentleman 
hfid been whispering for a minute or two, not with the 
captain, but with that other individual, who dwelt impier- 
fectly, as we have already mentioned, in NigePs memory, 
and being, perhaps, still something rnalecontent on account 
of the late accident, he now requested to be heard before 
the registration took place. 

“The person,” he said, “who hath now had the assurance 
to propose himself as a candidate for the privileges and 
immunities of this honourable society, is, in plain terms, 
a beggarly Scot, and we have enough of these locusts in 
London already — if we admit such palmer-worms and 
caterpillars to the Sanctuary, we shall soon have the 
whole nation.” 

“ We are not entitled to enquire,” said Duke Hildebrod, 
“ whether he be Scot, or French, or English ; seeing he 
has honourably laid down his garnish, he is entitled to 
our protection.^’ 

“Word of denial, most Sovereign Duke,” replied the 
parson, “ I ask him no questions— diis speech bewrayeth 
nim — he is a Galilean — and his garnisn is forfeitea for 
his assurance in coming within this our realm ; and I 
call on you, Sir Duke, to put the laws in force against 
him ! ” 

1 Thiit curious register is still in existence, being in possession of that eminent 
antiquary Dr Dryasdust, who liberally offered the author permission to have 
the autograph of Duke Mildebrod eiwraved as an Illustration of this passage. 
Unhappily, oelog rigorous as Ritson himself in adhering to the verv letter of 
his copy, the worthy Doctor clogged his munificence with the condition that 
we should adopt the Duke’s orthography, and entitle the work “The Fortunes 
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The Templar here rose, and was about to interrupt the 
deliberations of the court, when the Duke grayelv assured 
him that he should be heard in behalf of his iriend, so 
soon as\he council had finished their deliberations. 

The attorney next rose, and, intimating that he was to 
speak to the point of law, said — “It was easy to be seen 
that this gentleman did not come here in any civil case, 
and that he believed it to be the story tliey had already 
heard of, concerning a blow given witliin the verge of the 
Park — that the Sanctuary would not bear out the offender 
in such case — and that the queer old Chief would send 
down a broom which would sweep the streets of Alsatia 
from the Strand to the Stairs ; and it was even policy to 
think what evil might come to their republic, by shelter- 
ing an alien in such circumstances.” 

The captain, who had sat impatiently while these 
opinions were expressed, now sprung on his feet with 
the vehemence of a cork bouncing from a bottle of brisk 
V)eer, and, turning up his mustaches with a martial air, 
cast a glance of contempt on the lawyer and churclinuin, 
while he thus expresseci his o]>inion. 

“ Most noble Duke Hildebrod ! When T hear such base, 
skeldering, coistril propositions come from the counsellors 
of your grace, and when I remember the Huffs, the Muns, 
and the Tityretu’s by whom your grace’s ancestors and 
predecessors M^ere aa vised on such occasions, I begin to 
think the spirit of action is as dead in Alsatia as in my 
old grannam ; and yet who thinks so thinks a lie, since i 
will find as many roaring boys in the Friars as shall keep 
the liberties against all the scavengers of Westniinster. 
And, if we should be overborne for a turn, death and 
darkness ! have we not tinui to send the gentleman off by 
water, either to Paris Garden or to the bankside ? and, if 
he is a gallant of true breed, will he not make us full 
amends tor all the trouble we nave ? Let other societies 
exist by the law, I say that w’e brisk boys of the Fleet 
live in spite of it ; and thrive best w^hen we are in right 
opmsition to sign and seal, writ and warrant, sergeant 
ana tipstaff, catchpoll and bum -bailey.” 

This speech was followed by a murmur of approbation, 
and Lowestoffe, striking in before the favourable sound 
had subsided, reminded the Duke and his council how 
much the security of their state depended upon the amity 
of the Templars, wbo, by closing their gates, could at 
pleasure shut against the Alsatians tne communication 
rietwixt the Friars and the Temple, and that os they 
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conducted themselves on this occasion, so would they 
secure or lose the benefit of his interest wdth his own 
body, which they knew to be not inconsiderable, “ And, 
in respect of my friend being a Scotsman and alien, as has 
been observed by the reverend divine and learned lawyer, 
you are to consider,” said Lowestoffe, “for what he is 
pursued hither — why, for giving the bastinado, not to an 
Englishman, but to one of his own countiyinen. And for 
my own simple part,” he continued, touching Lord Glen- 
varlocli at the same time, to make him understand he 
spoke but in jest, “if all the Scots in London were to 
light a Welsh main, and kill each other to a man, the 
survivor would, in my humble oinnion, be entitled to our 
gratitude, as having done a most acceptable service to 
poor Old England.” 

A shout of laughter and applause followed this ingenious 
fipology for the client’s stale of alienage ; and the Templar 
followed up his plea with the following pitliy proposition: 
— “I know well,” said he, “it is the custom or tlie fathers 
of this old and honourable reimblie, ripely and well to 
consider all their proceedings over a proper allowance of 
liquor : and far be it from me to propose the bimeh of so 
laudable a custom, or to ])retend that such an afiair as tlie 
present can be well and constitutionally considered during 
the discussion of a pitiful gallon of lihenish. But as it is 
the same thing to this honourable conclave whether they 
drink first and determine afterwards, or whether they 
determine first and drink afterwards, I propose your grace, 
with the advice of your wise and potent senators, shall 
pass your edict, granting to mine honourable friend the 
immunities of the place, and assigning him a lodging, 
according to your wise forms, to which he will presently 
retire, being somewhat spent with this day^s action ; 
whereupon 1 will presently order you a rundlet of Rhenish, 
with a corresponding quantity of neat’s tongues and 
pickled herrings, to make you all as glorious as George-a- 
Green.” 

This overture was received with a general shout of 
applause, which altogether drowned the voice of the 
dissidents, if any there were amongst the Alsatian senate 
who could have resisted a proposal so popular. The 
words of, kind heart ! noble gentleman ! generous gallant 1 
flew from mouth to mouth ; the inscription of the peti- 
tioner’s name in the great book was nastily completed, 
and the oath administered to him by the worthy Doge. 
Like the Laws of the Twelve Tables, of the ancient Cambro- 
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Britons, and other primitive nations, it was couched iil 
poetry, and ran as follows : — 

** By Bpigrot and barrel. 

By bllboe and buff ; 

Thou art sworn to the quarrel 
Of the blades of the huff. 

For Whitefriars and its claims 
To be champion or martyr, 

And to fight for its dames - 
Like a Knight of the Garter." 

Nigel felt, and indeed exhibited, some disgust at this 
mummery ; but, the Templar reminding him that he was 
too far advanced to draw back, he repeated the words, or 
rather assented as they were repeated by Duke Hildebrod, 
who concluded the ceremony by allowing him the privi- 
lege of sanctuary, in the following form of prescriptive 
doggerel 

** From the touch of the tip, 

From the blight of the warrant. 

From the watchmen who skip 
On the Harman Beck’s errand ; 

From the bailiff’s cramp speech, 

That makes man a thrall, 

I charm thee from each. 

And I charm thee from all. 

Tliy freedom’s complete 
As a Blade of the Huff, 

To bo cheated and cheat, 

To be cuff’d and to cuff ; 

To stride, swear, and swagger, 

To drink till you stagger, 

To stare and to stab, 

And to brandish your dagger 
In the cause of your drab ; 

To walk wool- ward in winter, 

Drink brandy, and smoke. 

And go fresco in summer 
For want of a cloak ; 

To eke out your living 
By the wag of your elbow, 

By fulham and gourd, 

And by baring of bilboe; 

To live by your shifts, 

And to swear by your honour. 

Are the freedom and gifts 
Of which I am the donor.” 1 

This homily being performed, a dispute arose concerning 
the special residence to be assigned the new brother ^ 
the Sanctuary ; for, as the Alsatians held it a maxim in 
their commonwealtl^ that ass's milk fattens, there was 
usually a competition among the inhabitants which 

1 Of the cant words used In this Inauguratory oration, some are obvious In 
their meaning, others, as Hannan Beck (constable), and the like, derive their 
sooroe from that ancient piece of lexioography, the Slang Dictionary. (K) 
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should have the managing, as it was termed, of a new 
member of the society. 

The Hector who had spoken so warmly and critically in 
Nigel’s behalf, stood out now chivalrously in behalf of a 
certain Blowselinda, or Bonstrops, who had, it seems, a 
room to hire, once the occasional residence of Slicing Dick 
of Paddington, who lately suffered at Tyburn, and whose 
untimely exit had been hitherto mourned by the damsel 
in solitary widowhood, after the fashion of the turtle- 
dove. 

The captain’s interest was, however, overruled, in behalf 
of the old gentleman in the kersey hood, who was believed, 
even at his extreme age, to understand the plucking of a 
pigeon, as well, or better, than any man of Alsatia. 

This venerable personage was a usurer of some notoriety, 
called Trapbois, and had very lately done the state con- 
siderable service in advancing a subsidy necessary to 
secure a fresh importation of liquors to the Duke’s cellars, 
the wine-merchant at the Vintry being scrupulous to deal 
with so great a man for anything but ready money. 

When, therefore, the old gentleman arose, and with 
much coughing, reminded the Duke that he had a poor 
apartment to let, the claims of all others were set aside, 
and Nigel was assigned to Trapbois as his guest. 

No sooner was this arrangement made, than Lord Glen- 
varloch expressed to Lowestofle his impatience to leave 
this discreditable assembly, and took his leave with a 
careless haste, which, but for the rundlet of Rhenish wine 
that entered iust as he left the apartment, might have 
been taken in oad part. The young Templar accompanied 
his friend to the house of the old usurer, with the road 
to which he and some other youngsters about the Temple 
were even but too well acquainted. On the way, he 
assured Lord^ Glenvarloch that he was goin^ to the only 
clean house in Whitefriars ; a property which it owed 
solely to the exertions of the old man’s only daughter, an 
elderly damsel, ugly enough to frighten sin, yet likely to 
be wealthy enough to tempt a puritan, so soon as the 
devil had got her old dad for his due. As Lowestoffe 
spoke thus, they knocked at the door of the house, and 
tne sour stern countenance of the female by whom it was 
opened, fully continued all that the Templar had said of 
tne hostess. She heard with an ungracious and discon- 
tented air the young Templar’s information, that the 
gentleman, his companion, was to be her father’s lodger, 
muttered something about the trouble it was likely to 
XIV.— 8 
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occpion, but ended by showing tho stranger’s apartment, 
wliich was better than could have been augured from tlie 
general appearance of the place, and much larger in 
extent than that which he had occupied at Paul’s Wliarf, 
though inferior to it in neatness. 

Lowestoffe, having thus seen his friend fairly installed 
in his new apartment, and having obtained for him a note 
of the rate at which he could be accommodated with 
victuals from a neighbouring cook’s shop, now took his 
leave, offering, at the same time, to send the whole, or 
any part of Lord Glenyarloch’s baggage, from his former 
place of residence to his new lodging, i^igel mentioned 
so few articles, that th(3 Templar could not help observing, 
that his lordship, it would seem, did not intend to enjoy 
his new privileges long. 

“ They are too little suited to my habits and taste, that 
I should do so,” replied Lord Glenvarloch. 

“You may change your opinion to-morrow,” said Lowe- 
stoffe j “ and so I wish you a good even. To-morrow I 
will visit you l)etimes.” 

The morning came, but instead of tho Templar, it 
brought only a letter from him. The epistle stated, that 
Lowestoffe’s visit to Alsatia had drawn down the animad- 
versions of some crabbed old pantaloons among the 
benchers, and that he judged it wise not to come hither 
at present, for fear of attracting too much attention to 
Lord Gleiivarloch’s place of residence. He stated, that 
he hjid taken measurcjs for tho safety of his baggage, and 
would send him, by a safe hand, liis money-casket, and 
what articles he wanted. Then followed some sage advices, 
dictated by Lowestoffe’s ac(juaiutance with Alsatia and 
its manners. He advised him to keep tho usurer in tho 
most absolute uncertainty concerning the state of his 
funds —never to throw a main with the captain, who was 
in the habit of playing dry-fisted, and paying his losses 
with three vowels ; and, finally, to beware of l3uke Hilde- 
brod, who was as sharp, ho said, as a ne^edle, though he 
had no more eyes than ans poss(iSsed by that necessary 
implement of female industry. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 


Mother. What ’ dazzled by a flash of Ciiidd’s mirror, 

With which the boy, as mortal urchins wont, 

FHnifS hack the bunhcani in the eye of passcn^^ers— 

1'hon lauf^hs to see them stumble ! 

Dauffhter. Mother : no — 

It was a li;^htninp:-llash whi<ii daz/lcd me. 

And ne\cr shall thcbc ey« s hoe true i^TiUn 

Beef and Buddtnf/.—An old Ehidlish Comedy, 


It is iipoessiiry that wo shoiilil leavo our hero Nigei for 
a time, although in a situation neither safe, comfortable, 
nor creditable, in orde r to detail some particulars which 
have iiiunediate connexion with his fortunes. 

It was but the third day after he had been forced to 
take refuge in the house of old Trapbois, the noted usurer 
of Wliitefriars, commonly called Golden Trapbois, when 
the pretty daughter of old Ramsay, the watchmaker, 
after having piously seen her fatlier finish his breakfast 
(from the fear that ho might, in an abstruse lit of thought, 
swallow the salt-cellar instead of a crust of the brown 
loaf), set forth from the house as soon as he was again 
plunged into the depth of calculation, and, accompanied 
only oy that faithful old drudge, Janet, the Scots laun- 
dress, to whom her whims were laws, made her way to 
Lombard Street, and disturbed, at the unusual hour of 
eight in the morning, Aunt Judith, the sister of her worthy 
godfather. 

The venerable maiden received her young visitor with 
no great complacency ; for, naturally enough, she had 
neitlior the same admiration of her very pretty counte- 
nance, nor allowance for her foolish and girlish impatience 
of temper, which Master George He riot entertained. 
Still Mistress Margaret w^as a favourite of her brother’s, 
whose will was to Aunt Judith a supreme law ; and she 
contented herself with asking her untimely visitor, “what 
she made so early with her pale, chitty face, in the streets 
of London?” 

“I would apeak with the Lady Hermione,” answered 
the almost bi’eathless girl, while the blood ran so fast to 
her face as totally to remove the objection of paleness 
which Aunt Judith had made to her complexion. 

“With the Lady Hermione?” said Aunt Judith—** with 
the Lady Hermione? and at this time in the morning, 
when she will scarce see any of the family, even at season- 
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able hours ? You are crazy, you silly wench, or you abuse 
the indulgence which my brother and the lady have 
shown to you.” 

“Indeed, indeed I have not,” repeated Margaret, strug- 
gling to retain the unbidden tear which seemed ready to 
burst out on the slightest occasion. “ Do but say to the 
lady that your brother’s god-daughter desires earnestly 
to speak to her, and I know she will not refuse to see 
me.’^ 

Aunt Judith bent an earnest, suspicious, and inquisitive 
glance on her young visitor. “ You might make me your 
secretary, my lassie,” she said, “as well as the Lady 
Hermione. ^ 1 am older, and better skilled to advise. I 
live more in the world than one who shuts herself up 
within four rooms, and I have the better means to assist 
you.” 

“ O I no — no — no,” said Margaret, eagerly, and with 
more earnest sincerity than complaisance; “there are 
some things to which you cannot advise me, Aunt Judith. 
It is a case — pardon me, my dear aunt — a case beyond 
your counsel,” 

“I am glad on’t, maiden,” said Aunt Judith, somewhat 
angrily ; “for I think the follies of the young people of 
this generation would drive mad an old brain like mine. 
Here you come on the viretot, through the whole streets of 
London, to talk some nonsense to a lady who scarce sees 
God’s sun, but when he shines on a brick wall. But I 
will tell her you are here.” 

She went away, and shortly returned "with a dry — 
“ Mistress Marget, the lady will be glad to see you, and 
that’s more, my young madam, than you had a rignt to 
count upon.” 

Mistress Margaret hung her head in silence, too much 
perplexed by the train of her own embarrassed thoughts, 
lor attempting either to conciliate Aunt Judith’s kind- 
ness, or, which on other occasions would have been as 
congenial to her own humour, to retaliate on her cross- 
tempered remarks and manner. She followed Aunt 
Judith, therefore, in silence and dejection, to the strong 
oaken door which divided the Lady Hermione’a apart- 
ments from the rest of George Heriot’s spacious house. 

At the door of this sanctuary it is necessa^ to pause, 
in order to correct the reports w^th which Bichie Moniplies 
had filled his master’s ear, respecting the singular appear- 
ance of that lady’s attendance at prayers, whom we now 
own to be by name the Lady Hermione. Some part of 
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these exaggerations had been communicated to the worthy 
Scotsman by Jenkin Vincent, who was well experienced 
in the species of wit which has been long a favourite in 
the city, under the names of crossbiting, giving the dor, 
bamboozling, cramming, hoaxing, humbugging, and quiz- 
zing ^ for ^ich sport Kichie Moniplies, with his solemn 
gravity, totally unapprehensive of a joke, and his natural 
propensity to the marvellous, formed an admirable subject. 
Farther ornaments the tale had received from Richie 
himself, whose tongue, especially when oiled with good 
liquor, had a considerable tendency to amplification, and 
who failed not, while he retailed to his master all the 
wonderful circumstances narrated by Vincent, to add to 
them many conjectures of his own, which his imagination 
had over-hastily converted into facts. 

Yet the life which the Lady Hermione had led for two 
years, during which she had been the inmate of George 
Meriot*s house^ was so singular, as almost to sanction 
many of the wild reports which went abroad. The house 
which the worthy goldsmith inhabited, had in fornier 
times belonged to a powerful and wealthy baronial family, 
which, during the reign of Henry VIII., terminated in a 
dowager lady, very wealthy, very devout, and most un- 
alienably attachea to the Catholic faith. The chosen 
friend of the Honourable Lady Foljambe was the Abbess 
of Saint Roque’s Nunnery, like herself a conscientious, 
rigid, and devoted Papist. When the house of Saint 
J^que was despotically dissolved by the fiat of the 
impetuous monarch, the Lady Foljambe received her 
friend into her spacious mansion, together with two 
vestal sisters, who, like their Abbess, were determined to 
follow the tenor of their vows, instead of embracing the 
profane liberty which the Monarches will had thrown in 
their choice. For their residence, the Lady Foljambe 
contrived, with all secrecy — for Henry might not have 
relished her interference — to set apart a suite of four 
rooms, with a little closet fitted up as an oratory, or 
chapel ; the whole apartments fenced by a strong oalken 
door to exclude strangers, and accommodated with a 
turning wheel to receive necessaries, according to the 
practice of all nunneries. In this retreat, the Abbess of 
»aint Roque and her attendants passed many years, 
communicating only with the Lady Foljambe, who, in 
virtue of their prayers a.nd of the support she afforded 
them, accounted herself little less than a saint on earth. 
The Abbess, fortunately for herself, died before her 
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munifioent patroness, who lived deep in Queen Elissabeth^s 
time, ere she w*as summoned by fate. 

The Lady Foljarnbe was succeeded in this mansion by 
a sour fanatic knight, a distant and collateral relation, 
who claimed the same merit for expelling the priestess or 
Baal, which his predecessor had founded on maintaining 
the votaresses of Heaven. Of the two unhappy nuns, 
driven from their ancient refuge, one went beyond sea ; 
the other, unable from old ago to undertake such a 
journey, died under the roof of a faithful Catholic widow 
of low degree. Sir Paul Oambagge, having got* rid of 
the nuns, spoiled the chapel of its ornaments, and had 
thoughts of altogether destroying the aimrtnients, until 
checked by the reflection that the operation would be an 
unnecessary expense, since he only inhabited three rooms 
of the liu'ge mansion, and had not tlaa-efore the slightest 
occasion for any addition to its accoiuiiiodations. His 
son proved a waster and a prodigal, and from him the 
house was bought by our friend George Heriot, who, 
finding, like Sir Paul, the house more than sufficiently 
ample for his accommodation, left the Foljaml>e apart- 
ments, or Saint Roque’s rooms, as they were called, in the 
state in which he found them. 

About two years and a half before our history opened, 
when Heriot was absent upon an expedition to the Con- 
tinent, he sent special orders to his sister and his casli- 
keeper, directing that the Foljanjbe apartments should he 
fitted up handsomelv, though plainly, for the reception 
of a lady, who would make them her residence for some 
time ; and Avho would live more or less with his own 
family, according to her pleasure. He also directed, that 
the necessary repairs should be made with secrecy, and 
that as little should be said as possible upon the subject 
of his letter. 

When the time of his return came nigh, Aunt Judith 
and the household were on the tenter-hooks of impatience. 
Master George came, as he had intimated, accompanied 
by a lady, so eminently beautiful, that, had it not been 
for her extreme and uniform paleness, she might have 
been reckoned one of the loveliest creatures on eaHh. 
She had with her an attendant, or humble companion, 
whose business seemed only to wait upon her. ^ This 
person, a reserved woman, and by her dialect a foreigner, 
aged about fifty, was called by the lady Monna Paula, 
and by Master Heriot, and others, Mademokelle Pauline. 
Bhe slept in the same room with her patroness at night, 
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ate in her apartment, and was scarcely ever separated 
from her during the day. 

These feniales took possession of the nunnery of the 
devout Abbess, and, without observing the same rigorous 
seclusion, according to tlie letter, seemed wellnigh to 
restore the apartments to the use to which they had been 
originally designed. The new inmates lived and took 
their meals apart from the rest of the family. With the 
domestics Lady Hennione, for so she was termed, held no 
communication, and IMademoiselle Pauline only such as 
was indispensable, which she dispatched as briefly as 
])Ossible. Frequent and liberal largesses reconciled the 
servants to this conduct ; and they were in,, the habit 
of observing to each other, that to do a service for 
Mademoiselle Paulino, was like finding a fairy treasure. 

To Aunt Judith the Lady IhTinione was kind and civil, 
hut their intercourse was rare ; on which account the 
elder lady felt some pangs lx>th of curiosity and injured 
dignity. But she knew her brother so well, and loved 
him so dearly, that his will, once expressed, niight be 
truly said to become her own. The worthy citizen was 
not without a spice of the dogmatism which grows on the 
best disposition, when a word is a law to all around. 
Master George did not endure to bo questioned by his 
family, and, when ho had generally expressed his will, 
that the Lady Hennione should live in the w^ay most 
agreeable to her, and that no enquiries should be made 
concerning her history, or her motives for observing such 
strict seclusion, his sister well knew that he would have 
been seriously displeased with any attempt to pry into 
the secret. 

But, though Heriot s servants were bribed, and his 
sister awed into silent acquiescence in these arrangements, 
they were not of a nature to escape the critical observation 
of the neighbourhood. Some opined that the wealthy 
goldsmith was alwut to turn papist, and re establish 
Lady Foljambe’s nunnery — others that he wfis going mad 
— otners that lie w'as either going to marry, or to do 
worse. Master George’s constant appearance at church, 
and the knowledge that the supposed votaress alwaj^s 
attended when the prayers of the English ritual were 
read in the family, liberated him from the first of these 
suspicions ; those wdio luid to transact business with him 
Ujpou * Change, could not doubt the soundness of Master 
neriot*a mind ; and, to confute the other rumours, it was 
credibly reported by such as made the matter their 
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particular interest, that Master George Heriot never 
\ isited his guest but in presence of Mademoiselle Pauline, 
who sat with her work in a remote part of the same room 
in which they conversed. It was also ascertained that 
these visits scarcely ever exceeded an hour in length, and 
were usually only repeated once a-week, an intercourse 
too brief and too long interrupted^ to render it probable 
that love was the bond of their union. 

The enquirers were, therefore, at fault, and compelled 
to relinquish the pursuit of Master Heriot's secret, while 
a thousand ridiculous tales were circulated amongst the 
ignorant and superstitious, with some specimens of which 
our friend Richie Moniplies had been crammed^ as we 
have seen, by the malicious apprentice of worthy David 
Ramsay. 

There was one person in the world who, it was thought, 
could (if she would) have said more of the Lady Hermione 
than any one in London, except George Heriot himself ; and 
that was the said David Ramsay’s only child, Margaret. 

This girl was not much past the age of fifteen when 
the Lady Hermione first came to England, and was a 
very frequent visitor at her godfathers, who was much 
amused by her childish sallies, and by the wild and 
natural beauty with which she sung the airs of her 
native country. Spoilt she was on all hands ; by the 
indulgence of her godfather, the absent habits and in- 
difference of her father, and the deference of all around 
to her caprices, as a beauty and as an heiress. But 
though, from these circumstances, the city-beauty had 
become as wilful, as capricious, and as affected, as un- 
limited indulgence seldom fails to render those to whom 
it is extended ; and although she exhibited upon many 
occasions that affectation of extreme shyness, silence, and 
reserve, which misses in their teens are apt to take for an 
amiable modesty ; and, upon others, a considerable portion 
of that flippancy, which youth sometimes confounds with 
wit. Mistress Margaret had much real shrewdness and 
judgment, which wanted only opportunities of observation 
to refine it — a lively, good-humoured, playful disposition, 
and an excellent heart. Her acquired follies were much 
increased by reading plays and romances, to which she 
devoted a great deal of her time, and from which 
adopted ideas as different as possible from those which 
she might have obtained from the invaluable and affec- 
tionate instructions of an excellent mother ; and the 
freaks of which she was sometimes guilty, rendered her 
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not unjustly liable to the charge of affectation and 
coquetry. But the little lass had sense and shrewdness 
enough to keep her failings out of sight of her godfather, 
to whom she was sincerely attached ; and so high she 
stood in his favour, that^ at his recommendation, she 
obtained permission to visit the recluse Lady Hermione. 

The singular mode of life whicli that lady observed ; 
her great beauty, rendered even more interesting by her 
extreme paleness ; the conscious pride of being admitted 
farther tlian the rest of the world into the society of a 
person who was wrapped in so much mystery, made a 
deep impression on the mind of Margaret Ramsay ; and 
though their conversations were at no time either long 
or confidential, yet, proud of the trust reposed in her, 
Margaret was as secret respecting their tenor as if every 
word repeated had been to cost her life. No enquiry, 
however artfully backed by flattery and insinuation, 
whether on the part of Dame Ursula, or any other person 
equally inquisitive, could wring from the little maiden 
one word of what she heard or saw, after she entered 
these mysterious and secluded apartments. The slightest 
question concerning Master Hcriot’s ghost, was sufficient, 
at her gayest moment, to check the current of her com- 
municative prattle, and render her silent. 

We mention this chiefly to illustrate the early strength 
of Margaret’s character — a strength concealed under a 
hundrea freakish whims and humours, as an ancient and 
massive buttress is disguised by its fantastic covering of 
ivy and wild-flowers. In truth, if the damsel had told 
all she heard or saw within the Foljambe apartments, 
she would have said but little to gratify the curiosity of 
enquirers. 

At the earlier period of their acquaintance, the Lady 
Hermione was wont to reward the attentions of her little 
friend with small but elegant presents, and entertain her 
by a display of foreign rarities and curiosities, many of 
them of considerable value. Sometimes the time was 
passed in a way much less agreeable to Margaret, by her 
receiving lessons from Pauline in the use or the needle. 
But, although her preceptress practised these arts with a 
dexterity then only known in foreign convents, the pupil 
proved so incorrigibly idle and awkward, that the task of 
needle work was at length given up. and lessons of music 
substituted in their stead. Here also Pauline was excel- 
lently qualified as an instructress, and Margaret, nmre 
successful in a science for which Nature had gifted her, 
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made proficiency both in vocal and instrumental music. 
These lessons passed in presence of the Lady Hermione, 
to whom they seemed to give pleasure. She sometimes 
added her own voice to the performance, in a pure, clear 
stream of liquid melody ; but this was only when the 
music was of a devotional oast. As Margaret became 
older, her communications with the recluse assumed a 
different character. She was allowed, if not encouraged, 
to tell what^ever she had remarked out of doors, and the 
Lady Hermione, while she remarked the quick, sharp, 
and retentive powers of observation possessed by her 
young friend, often found sufficient reason to caution her 
against rashness in foi-ming opinions, and giddy petulance 
in expressing them. 

The habitual awe with which she regarded this singular 
personage, induced ^Mistress Margaret, though by no 
means delighting in contradiction or reproof, to listen 
with patience to ner admonitions, and to make full allow- 
ance for the gopd intentions of the patroness by whom 
they were bestowed ; although in her heart slie could 
hardly conceive how Madame Hermione, who never stirred 
from the Foliambe apartments, should think of teaching 
knowledge or the world to one who walked twice a-week 
between Temple-Bar and Lombard-street, besides parad- 
ing in the Park every Sunday that proved to be fair 
weather. Indeed, pretty Mistress Margaret was so little 
inclined to endure such remonstrances, that her inter- 
course with the inhabitants of the Fol3aml)e apartments 
would have probably slackened as her circle of acquaint- 
ance increased in the external world, had she not, on the one 
hand, entertaimid an habitual reverence for her monitress, 
of which she could not divest herself, and been flattered, 
on the other," by being, to a certain degree, the depositary 
6f a confidence for which others thirsted in vain. &sides, 
although the conversation of Hermione was uniformly 
serious, it was not in general either formal or severe ; nor 
was the lady offendea by flights of levity which Mistress 
Margaret sometimes ventured on in her presence, even 
when they were such as made Monna Paula cast her eyes 
upwards, and sigh with that compassion which a devotee 
extends towards the votaries of a trivial and profane 
world. Thus, upon the whole, the little maiden was 
disposed to submit, though not without some wincing, to 
the grave admonitions of the Lady Hermione ; and the 
rather that the mystery annexed to the wrson of her 
monitress was in her mind early assodatea with a vague 
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idea of wealth and importance, which had been rather 
confirmed than lessened by many accidental circumstances 
which she had noticed since she was more capable of 
observation. 

It frequently happens, that the counsel which we reckon 
intrusive when offered to us unasked, becomes precious 
in our eyes when the pressure of difficulties renders us 
more diffident of our own judgment than we are apt to 
find ourselves in the hours of ease and indifference ; and 
this is more especially the case if we suppose that our 
adviser may also possess power and inclination to back 
his counsel with effectual assistance. Mistress Margaret 
was now in that situation. She was, or believed herself 
to be, in a condition where both advice and assistance 
might be necessaixi and it was therefore, after an anxious 
and sleepless nigh^that she resolved to have recourse to 
the Lady Hermione, who she knew would readily afford 
her the one, and, as she hoped, might also possess means 
of giving her the other. The conversation between them 
will best explain the purport of the visit. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

By this grood light, a wench of matchless mettle ! 

This were a leaguer-laaa to love a soldier, 

To bind his wounds, and kiss his hloody brow, 

And sing a roundel as she helf»’d to ariii him, 

Though the rough foetuan’s drums were beat so nigh, 

They seem’d to bear the burden. 

Old Plat/. 

Whien Mistress Margaret entered the Foljambe apart- 
ment, she found tho inmates employed in their usual 
manner ; the lady in reading, and her attendant in em- 
broidering a large piece of tapestry, which had occupied her 
ever since Margaret had l>een first admitted within these 
secluded chain bet’s. 

Hermione nodded kindly to her visitor, but did not 
speak ; and Margaret, accustomed to this reception, and 
in the present case not sorry for it, as it gave her an 
interval to collect her thoughts, stooped over Monna Paula’s 
frame, and observed, in a half whisper, “You were just so 
far as that rose, Monna, when I first saw you—see, there is 
the mark where I had the bad luck to sixiil the flower in 
l^ing to catch the stitch — I was little above flfteen then, 
these flowers mate me an old woman, Monna Paula.*' 
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wish they could make you a wise oue, my child,” 
answered Monna Paula, in whose esteem pretty Mistress 
Margaret did not stand quite so high as in that of hei: 
patroness ; partly owing to her natural austerity, which 
was something intolerant of youth and gaiety, ana partly 
to the jealousy with which a favourite domestic regards 
any one whom she considers as a sort of rival in the 
affections of her mistress. 

“What is it you say to Monna, little one?” asked the 
lady. 

“Nothing, madam,” replied Mistress Margaret, “but 
that I have seen the real nowers blossom three times over 
since I first saw Monna Paula working in her canvass 
garden, and her violets have not budded yet.” 

“True, lady-bird,” replied Hermione ; “but the buds 
that are longest in blossoming will last the longest in 
flower. You have seen them in the garden bloom, thrice, 
but you have seen tliem fade thrice also ; now^, Monna 
Paula’s will remain in blow for ever — they will fear neither 
frost nor tempest.” 

“ True, madam,” answered Mistress Margaret ; “ but 
neither have they life or odour.” 

“ That, little one,” replied the recluse, is to compare a life 
agitated by hope and fear, and chequered ’wdth success and 
disappointment, andf(»vered by the effects of love and hatred, 
a life of passion and of feeling, saddened and shortened by 
its exhausting alternations, to a calm and tranquil exist- 
ence, animated but by a sense of duties, and only employed, 
during its smooth and quiet course, in the un weaned dis- 
cha^e of them. Is that the moral of your answer ?” 

“i do not know, madam,” answered Mistress Margaret ; 
“but, of all birds in the air, I would rather be the lark, 
that sings while ho is drifting down the summer breeze, 
than the weathercock that sticks fast yonder upon his 
iron perch, and just moves so much as to discharge his 
duty, and tell us which way the wind blows.” 

“Metaphors are no arguments, my pretty maiden,” said 
the Lady Hermione, smiling. 

“I am sorry for that, madam,” answered Margaret; 
“for they are such a pretty indirect way of telling one’s 
mind when it differs irorn one’s lietters — besides,^ on this 
subject there is no end of them, and thev are so civil and 
becoming withal.” 

“Indeed?” replied the lady; “let me hear some of them, 
I pray jrou.” 

“Jt wul4 be, for example, very bol4 saic| 
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Margaret. ** to say to your ladyship, that, rather than live 
a quiet lire, I would like a little variety of hope and fear, 
and liking and disliking — and — and — and the other sort 
of feelings which your ladyship is pleased to speak of ; 
but I may say freely, and without olame, that I like a 
butterfly better than a l)eetle, or a trembling aspen better 
than a grim Scots fir, that never wags a leaf — or that of 
all the wood, brass, and wire that ever my father^s fingers 
put together, I do hate and detest a certain huge old 
clock of the German fashion, that rings hours and half 
hours, and quarters and half quarters, as if it were of such 
consequence that the world should know it was wound up 
and going. Now, dearest lady, 1 wish you would only 
compare that clumsy, clanging, Dutch-looking piece of 
lumber, with the beautiful timepiece that Master Heriot 
caused my father to make for your ladyship, which uses 
to play a hundred inerry tunes, and turns out, when it 
strikes the hour, a whole band of morrice-dancers, to trip 
the hays to the measure.” 

“ And which of tliese timepieces goes the truest, Mar- 
garet ? ” said the lady. 

“I must confess the old Dutchman has the advantage 
in that” — said Margaret. “I fancy you are right, madam, 
and that comparisons are no arguments; at least mine 
has not brought me through.” 

“ Upon my word, maiden Margaret,” said the lady, 
smiling, “you have been of late thinking very much of 
these matters.” 

“ Perhaps too much, madam,” said Margaret, so low as 
only to be heard by the lady, behind the back of whose 
chair she liad now placed herself. The words were spoken 
very gravely, and accompanied by a half sigh, which did 
not escape the attention of her to whom they were 
addressed. The Lady Hermione turned immediately 
round, and looked earnestly at Margaret, then paused 
for a moment, and, finally, commanded Monna Paula to 
carry her frame and embroidery into the antechamber. 
When they were left alone, she desired her young friend 
to come from behind the chair, on the back of which she 
still rested, and sit down beside her upon a stool. 

“I will remain thus, madam, under your favour,” 
answered Margaret, without changing her posture; “I 
would rather you heard me without seeing me.” 

“In God’s name, maiden,” returned her patroness, “what 
is it you can have to say, that may not b^ qttered tq 
fac6| to BQ true a friend as I am ) ” 
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Without making anv direct answer, Margaret only 
replied, ‘‘You were right, dearest lady, when you said, I 
had suffered my feelings too much to engross me of late. 
I have done very wrong, and you will be angry with me 
—so will my godfather, but I cannot help it — he must be 
rescued.” 

“i/e?” repeated the lady, with emphasis; “that brief 
little word does, indeed, so far exj)lain yonr mystery ; — 
but come from behind the chair, you silly popinjay ! I 
'will wager you have suffered yonder gay young apprentice 
to sit too near your heart. I have not heard you mention 
young Vincent for many a day— perhaps he has not been 
out of mouth and out of mind both. Have you been so 
foolish as to let him speak to you seriously ? — I am told 
he is a bold youth.” 

“Not bold enough to say anything that could displease 
me, madam,” said Margaret. 

“Perhaps, then, you were not displeased,” said the lady : 
“or perhaps he has not spohe7i, which would be wiser ana 
better. Be open-hearted, my love — your godfather will 
soon return, and we will take him into our consultations. 
If the young man is industrious, and come of honest 
parentage, his poverty may bo no such insurmountablo 
obstacle. But you are both of you very young, Margaret 
— I know your godfather will expect, that the youth 
shall first serve out his apprenticeship.” 

Margaret had hitherto suffered tne lady to proceed, 
under the mistaken impression which she had adopted, 
simply because she could not tell how to interrupt her ; 
but pure despite at hearing her last words gave her bold- 
ne^ at length to say, “ I crave your pardon, madam ; bu t 
neither the youth you mention, nor any apprentice or 
master within the city of London ” 

“ Margaret,” said the hid y, in reply, “the contemptuous 
tone with which you mention those of your own class 
(many hundreds if not thousands of Avliom are in all 
respects better than yourself, and would greatly honour 
you by thinking of you ), is, niethiiiks, no warrant for the 
wisdom of your choice~for a choice, it seems, there is. 
Who is it, maiden, to whom you have thus rashly attached 
yourself ? — rashly, I fear it must be.” 

“It is the young Scottish Lord Glen varloch, madam,” 
answered Margaret, in a low and modest tone, but suffi- 
ciently firm, considering the subject. 

“ The young Lord of Glenvarloch I ” repeated the lady, in 
great surprise— “ Maiden, you are distracted in your wits.” 
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knew you would say so, madam,” answered Margaret. 
“It is what another person has already told me — it is, 
perhaps, what all the world would tell n)e — it is what 1 
am sometimes disposed to teU myself. But look at me, 
madam, for I will now come before you, and tell me if 
there is madness or distraction in my look and word, 
when I repeat to you again, that I have lixed xny affections 
on this young nobleman.” 

“If there is not madness in your look or word, maiden, 
there is infinite folly in wlnit you say,” answered the 
Lady Hermione, sharply. “ When did you ever hear that 
misplaced love brouglit anything but wretchedness ? Seek 
a match among your equals, ^largaret, and escape the 
countless kinds of risk and misery tliat must attend 
an affection beyond your degree. — Why do you smile, 
maiden ? Is there aught to cause scorn in what I say ? ” 

“Surely no, madam,” answered Margaret. “I only 
smiled to think how it should happen, tliat, while rank 
made such a wide difference between creatures formed 
from the same clay, tlie wit of the vulgar should, never- 
theless, jurni) so exactly the same length with that of the 
accomplished and the exalted. It is but the variation of 
the phrase which dividc.s them. Dame Ursley told me 
the very same thing which your ladyship has but now 
uttered ; only you, madam, talk of countless misery, and 
Dame Ursley spoke of the gallows, and Mistress Turner, 
who was hanged upon it.” 

“Indeed?” answered the Lady Heimiione; “and who 
may Daiiie Ui'sley be, that your wise choice has .associated 
witn me in the difficult task of advising a fool ?” 

“The barber’s wife at next door, madam,” answered 
Margaret, with feigned simplicity, but far from being 
sorry at heait., that she hacf found an indirect mode of 
mortifying her luonitress. “She is the wisest woman 
that I know, next to your ladyship.” 

“A proper confidant,” said the lady, “and chosen with 
the same delicate sense of Avhat is due to yourself and 
others! — But what ails you, maiden — where are you 
goiM ?” 

^‘Only to ask Dame Ursley’s advice,” said Margaret, as 
if about to depart ; “for I see your ladyship is too angry 
to give me any, and the emergency is pressing.” 

“ What emergency, thou simple one ?” said the lady, in 
a kinder tone. — “Sit down, maiden, and tell me your tale. 
It is true you are a fool, and a pettish fool to boot ; but 
then you are a child— an amiable child, with all your self- 
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willed folly, and we must help you, if we can. — Sit down. 
I ^y, as you are desired, and you will find mo a safer and 
wiser counsellor than the barber-woman. And tell me 
how you come to suppose, that you have fixed your heart 
unalterably upon a man whom you have seen, as I think, 
but once.” 

“I have seen him oftener” said the damsel, looking 
down ; “but I have only spoken to him once. I should 
have been able to get that once out of my head, though 
the impression was so deep, that I could even now repeat 
every trifling word he said ; but other things have since 
riveted it in my bosom for ever.” 

“ Maiden,” replied the lady, “/or ever is the word which 
comes most lightly on the lips in such circumstances, but 
which, not the less, is almost the last that we should use. 
The fashion of this world, its passions, its joys, and its 
sorrows, pass away like the winged breeze — there is 
nought for ever, but that which belongs to the world 
bevond the grave.” 

“You have corrected me justly, madam,” said Margaret, 
calmly : “ I ought only to have spoken of my present 
state of mind, as what will last me tor njy lifetime, which 
unquestionably may be but short.” 

“And what is there in this Scottish lord that can rivet 
what concerns him so closely in your fancy ? ” said the 
lady. “ I admit him a personable man, for I have seen 
him ; and I will suppose him courteous and agreeable. 
Bdt what are his accomplishments besides, for these surely 
are not uncommon attributes?” 

“He is unfortunate, madam — most unfortunate — and 
surrounded by snares of difierent kinds, ingeniously 
contrived to ruin his character, destroy his estate, and, 

g erhaps, to reach even his life. These schemes have been 
evised by avarice originally, but they are now followed 
close by vindictive ambition, animated, I think, by the 
absolute and concentrated spirit of malice ; for the Lord 
Dalgarno ” 

“ Here, Monna I^ula — Monna Paula ! ” exclaimed the 
liody Hermione, interrupting her young friend’s narrative, 
“ She hears me not,” she answered, rising and going out. 
“ I must seek her — I will return instantly.” She returned 
accordingly very soon after. “You mentioned a name 
which I thought was familiar to me,” she said; “but 
Monna Paula has^ut me right. I know nothing of your 
lord — how was it you named him ?” 

“Lord Dalgarno,” said Margaret; — “the wickedest man 
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who lives. Under pretence of friendship, he introduced 
the Lord Glenvarloch to a gambline-nouse with the 
purpose of engaging him in deep play ; but he with whom 
the perfidious traitor had to deal, was too virtuous, 
moderate, and cautious, to be caught in a snare so open. 
What did they next, but turn his own moderation against 
him, and persuade others that, because he would not 
become the prey of wolves, he herded with them for a 
share of their booty ! And, while this base Lord Dalgarno 
was thus undermining his unsuspecting countryman, he 
took every measure to keep him surrounded by creatures 
of his own, to prevent him from attending Court, and 
mixing with those of his proper rank. Since the Gun- 
powder Treason, there never was a conspiracy more deeply 
laid, more basely and more deliberately pursued.” 

The lady smiled sadly at Margaret’s vehemence, but 
sighed the next moment, while she told her young friend 
how little she knew the world she was about to live in, 
since she testified so much surprise at finding it full of 
villainy. 

“But by what means,” she added, “could you, maiden, 
become possessed of the secret views of a man so cautious 
as Lord jDalgarno—as villains in general are ? ” 

“Permit me to be silent on that subject,” said the 
maiden ; “ I could not tell you without betraying others 
— let it suffice that my tidings are as certain as the means 
by which I acquired them are secret and sure. But I 
must not tell them even to you.” 

“You are too bold, Margaret,” said the lady, “ to traffic 
in such matters at your early age. It is not only 
dangerous, but even unbecoming and unmaidenly.” 

“ 1 knew you would say that also,” said Margaret, with 
more meekness and patience than she usually showed on 
receiving reproof; “but, God knows, my heart acquits 
me of every other feeling save that of the wish to assist 
this most innocent and betrayed man.— I contrived to 
send him warning of his friend’s falsehood ; — alas ! my 
care has only hastened his utter ruin, unless speedy aid 
be found, fie charged his false friend with treachery, 
and drew on him in the Park, and is now liable to the 
fatal penalty due for breach of privilege of the King’s 
palace.’* 

“This is indeed an extraordinary tale,” said Hermione ; 
“ is Lord Glenvarloch then in prison ? ” 

“No. madam, thank God. but in the Sanctuary at 
Whiteiriars— it is matter of doubt whether it will nrotect 
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him in such a case — they speak of a warrant from the 
Lord Chief Justice— A gentleman of the Temple has been 
arrested, and is in trouble, for having assisted him in liis 
flight. — Even his taking temporary refuge in tliat base 
place, though from extreme necessity, will be used to 
the further defaming him. All tliis I know, and yet 
I cannot rescue him — cannot rc.sciie him save*, by your 
means.” 

“By my means, maiden?” said the lady — “you are 
beside yourself! — What means can I possess in this 
secluded situation, of assisting this unfortunate noble- 
man ? ” 

“ You means,” said Margaret, eagerly ; “you have 
those means, unless I mistake greatly, which can do 
anything— can do everything, in this city, in this world 
— you hav'e wealth, and the command of a small ])ortion 
of it will enable me to extricate liim fron) liis present 
danger. He will be enabled and directed how to make 
his escape — and I ” she paused. 

“Will accompany him, doubtless, and reap the fiaiits 
of your sage exertions in his behalf?” said tlie Lady 
Hermione, ironically. 

“May Heaven forgive you the unjust thought, lady,” 
answered Margaret. “I will never see him more — but 
I shall have saved him, and the thought will make me 
happy.” 

“A cold conclusion to so bold and wiirni a flame,” 
|taid the lady, with a smile which seemed to intimate 
incredulity. 

“It is, however, the only one which T expect, madam — 
I could almost say the only one which I wish — I am sure 
I will use no cflforts to bring about any other ; if I am 
bold in his cause, I am timorous ejiough in my own. 
During our only interview J was unable to s}>eak a word 
to him. He knows not the sound of my voice— and all 
that I have risked, and must yet risk, I am doing for one, 
who, were lie asked the question, would say he has long 
since forgotten that he ever saw, spoke to, or sat beside, 
a creature of so little signification as I am.” 

“This is a strange and unr(‘asonable indulgence of a 
passion equally fanciful and dangerous,” said the Lady 
Hennione. 

“ You will not assist me, then ?” said Matjgaret ; “havc^ 

f ood-day then, madam— my secret, I trust, is safe in such 
onourable keeping.” 

“Tarry yet a little,” said the lady, “and tell me what 
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resource you have to assist this youth, if you were 
supplied with money to put it in motion.” 

“It is superfluous to ask me the question, madam,” 
answered Margaret, “ unless you purpose to assist me ; 
and, if you do so pur^se, it is still superfluous. You 
could not understand trie means I must use, and time is 
too brief to explain.” 

“ But have you in reality such means 1 ” said the lady. 

“I have, with the command of a moderate sum,” answei^d 
Margaret Bamsay, “the power of baffling all his enemies 
— of eluding the passion of the irritated King — the colder 
but more determined displeasure of the Prince — the vin- 
dictive spirit of Buckingham, so hastily directed against 
whomsoever crosses the path of his ambition — ^the cold 
concentrated malice of Lord Dalgarno — all, I can baffle 
them all ! ” 

“ But is this to be done without your own personal 
risk, Margaret?” replied the lady ; “for, be your purpose 
what it will, you are not to jieril your own reputation or 

f ierson, in the romantic attempt of serving another ; and 
, maiden, an) answerable to your godfather,-— to your 
benefactor, and my own,— not to aid you in any dangerous 
or unworthy enterprise.” 

“Depend upon my word,— my oath,— dearest lady,” 
replieci the supplicant, “ that I will act by the agency of 
others, and do not myself design to mingle in any enter- 
prise in which my appearance might be either perilous or 
unwomanly.” 

“I know not what to do,” said the Lady Hermione ; 
“ it is perhaps incautious and inconsiderate in me to aid 
so wild a project ; yet the end seems honourable, if the 
means be sure — what is the penalty if he fail into their 
power ? ” 

“Alas, alas! the loss of his right hand!” replied 
Margaret, her voice almost stifled with sobs. 

“ Are the laws of England so ci uel ? Then there is 
mercy in Heaven alone,” said the lady, “since, even in 
this tree land, men are wolves to each other.— Compose 
yourself, Margai*et, and tell me what money is necessary 
to secure Lord- Glenvarloch’s escape.” 

“ Two hundred pieces,” replied Mai'garet ; “ 1 would 
speak to you of restoring tnem—and 1 must one day 
have the power — only that I know— that is, I think — 
your ladyship is indifferent on that score.” 

“ Not a word more of it,” said the lady ; “ call Monna 
Paula hither.” 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Credit me, friend, It hath been ever thus, 

Since the ark rested on Mount Ararat 

False man hath sworn, and woman hath belieTed— 

Repented and reproach’d, and then believed once more, 

Tht New World. 

By the time that Margaret returned with Monna Paula, 
the Lady Hermione was rising from the table at which 
she had been engaged in writing something on a small 
slip of paper, which she gave to her attendant. 

“ Monna Paula,’* she said, “ carry this paper to Roberts 
the cash-keeper ; let him give you the money mentioned 
in the note, and bring it hither presently.” 

Monna Paula left the room, and her mistress proceeded. 

• “I do not know ” she said, “Margaret, if I have done, 
and am doing, well in this afeiir. My life has been one 
of strange seclusion, and I am totally unacquainted with 
the practical ways of this world — an ignorance which I 
know cannot be remedied by mere reading. — I fear I am 
doing wrong to you, and perhaps to the laws of the 
country which affords me refuge, by thus indulging you ; 
and yet there is something in my heart which cannot 
resist your entreaties.” 

“ O, listen to it — listen to it, dear, generous lady ! ” said 
Margaret, throwing herself on her knees and grasping 
those of her benefactress, and looking in that attitude like 
a beautiful mortal in the act of supplicating her tutelary 
angel; “the laws of men are but the injunctions of 
mortality, but what the heart prompts is the echo of the 
voice from Heaven within us. 

“Rise, rise, maiden,” said Hermione; “you affect me 
more than I thought I could have been moved by aught 
that should approach me. Rise and tell me whence it 
comes, that, in so short a time, your thoughts, your looks, 
your speech, and even your slightest actions, are chaMea 
from those of a capricious and fanciful girl, to all this 
energy and impassioned eloquence of word and action?” 

“ I am sure 1 know not, dearest lady,” said Margaret, 
looking down ; “ but I suppose that, when I was a triSer, 1 
was only thinking of trines. What I now reflect is deep 
and senous, and 1 am thankful if my speech and manner 
bear reasonable proportion to my thoughts.” 

“ It must be so,” said the lady ; “ yet the change seems 
a rapid and strange one. It seems to be as if a childish 
girl had at once shot up into a deep-thinking and impas« 
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sloned woman, ready to make exertions alike, and 
sacrifices, with all that vain devotion to a favourite 
obmct of affection, which is often so basely rewarded.” 

The Lady Hermione sighed bitterly, and Monna Paula 
entered ere the conversation proceeded farther. She 
spoke to her mistress in the foreign language in which 
they frequently conversed, but which was unknown to 
Mai^aret. 

“We must have patience for a time.” said the lady to 
her visitor ; “ the cash-keeper is abroad on some business, 
but he is expected home in the course of half an hour ” 

Margaret wrung her hands in vexation and impatience. 

“Minutes are precious,” continued the lady ; “that I am 
well aware of ; and we will at least suffer none of them to 
escape us. Monna Paula shall remain below and transact 
our business, the very instant that Roberts returns home. ^ 

She spoke to her attendant accordingly, who again left 
the room. 

“You are very kind, madam — very good.” said the 
poor little Margaret, while the anxious trembling of her 
lip and of her hand showed all that sickening agitation of 
the heart which arises from hope deferred. 

“Be patient, Margaret, and collect yourself,” said the 
lady ; “ you may, you must, have much to do to cai^ry 
through this your bold purpose — reserve your spirits, 
which you may need so much — be patient — it is the only 
remedy against the evils of life.” 

“Yes, madam,” said Margaret, wiping her eyes, and 
endeavouring in vain to suppress the natural impatience 
of her temper, — “ I have heard so — very often indeed ; and 
I dare say I liavo myself. Heaven forgive me, said so to 
people in perplexity and affliction; but it was before I 
had suffered perplexity and vexation n^yself, and I am 
sure I will never preach patience to any human being 
again, now that I know how much the medicine goes 
against the stomach.” 

“You will think better of it, maiden,” said the Lady 
Hermione ; “ I also, when I first felt distress, thought they 
did me wrong who spoke to me of patience ; but my 
sorrows have been repeated and continued till I have 
be^n taught to cling to it as the best, and— religious 
duties excepted, of which, indeed, patience forms a part — 
the only alleviation which life can afford them.” 

Margaret, who neither wanted sense nor feeling, wiped 
her tears hastily, and aeked her patroness’s forgiveness 
for her petulance, 
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“I might have thought” — she said, “I ought to hAve 
^fleetei that even from the manner of your life, madam, 
it is plain you must have suffered sorrow ; and yet, God 
knows, the patience which I have ever seen you display, well 
entitles you to recommend your own example to others.” 

The lady was silent for a moment, and then replied — 

“ Margaret, I am about to repose a high conndence in 
you. You are no longer a child, but a thinking and a 
feeling woman. You have told me as much of your secret 
as you dared — I will let you know as much or mine as I 
may venture to tell. You will ask me, perhaps, why, at a 
moment when your own mind is agitated, I shoulci force 
upon you the consideration of my sorrows ? and I Mswer, 
that I cannot withstand the impulse which now induces 
me to do so. Perhaps from having witnessed, for the 
first time these three years, the natural effects of human 
passion, my own sorrows have been awakened, and are 
for the moment too big for my own bosom — i^rhaps I 
may hope that vou, who seem driving full sail on the 
very rock on which I was wrecked for ever, will take 
warning by the tale I have to tell. Enough, if you are 
willing to listen, I am willing to tell you who the melan- 
choly inhabitant of the Foljaml>e apartments really is, 
and why she resides liere. It will serve, at le^t, to while 
away the time until Moima Paula shall bring us the reply 
from Roberts.” 

At any other moment of her life, Margaret Ramsay 
would have heard with undivided interest a communica- 
tion so flattering in it.self, and referring to a subject upon 
which the general curiosity had been so strongly excited. 
And even at this agitating moment, although she ceased 
not to listen with an anxious ear and throbbing heart for 
the sound of Monna Paula’s returning footsteps, she 
nevertheless, as gratitude and policy, as well as a portion 
of curiosity dictated, composed herself, in appearance at 
least, to the stricte.st attention to the Lady Hermione, 
and thanked her with humility for the high confldence 
she was pleased to repose in her. The Lady Hermione, 
with the same calmness which always attended her 
speech and actions, thus recounted ner story to her 
young friend : 

“ My father,” she said, “ was a merchant, but he was of 
a city whose merchants are princes. I am the daughter 
of a noble housb in Genoa, whose name stood as high in 
honour and in antiquity, as any inscribed in the Golden 
Pk^egister of that famous aristocracy. 
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**My mother was a noble Scottish woman. She was 
descended — do not start— and not remotely descended, of 
the house of Glenvarloch — no wonder that I was easily 
led to take concern in the misforturujs of this young lord. 
He is injr nc^ar relation, and my mother, who was more 
than sufficiently proud of her descent, early taught me to 
take an interest in the name. My materiial grandfather, 
a cadet of that house of Glenvarloch, had followed the 
fortunes of an unhappy fugitive, Francis Earl of Both well, 
who, after showing his miseries in many a foreign court, 
at length settled in Spain upon a miserable pension, 
which he earned by conforming to the Catholic faith, 
llalph Olifaunt, my grandfather, sei)arated from him in 
disgust, and settled at Barcelona, where, by the friend- 
ship of the governor, his heresy, as it was termed, was 
connived at. My father, in the course of his commerce, 
resided more at Barcelona than in his native country, 
though at times he visited Genoa. 

• “ It was at Barcelona that he became acquainted with 
my mother, loved her, and married her : they ditlered in 
faith, but they agreed in aflection. 1 was their only child. 
In public I conformed to the doctrines and ceremonial of 
the church of Rome ; but my mother, by w'hom these were 
regarded with horror, privately trained me up in those of 
the reformed religion ; and iny father, either indifferent in 
the matter, or un willing to distress the woman whom ho 
loved, overlooked or connived at my secretly joining in 
her devotions. 

“ But when, unhappily, my father was attacked, while 
yet in the prime of life, by a slow wasting disease, which 
he felt to be incurable, he foresaw the hazard to which his 
widow and orphan might bo exposed, after lie was no 
more, in a country so bigoted to Catholicism as Spain. 
He made it his business, during the last two years of 
his life, to realize and to remit to England a large part of 
his fortune, which, by the faitli and honour of his corre- 
spondent, the excellent man under whose roof I now 
reside, was employed to great advantage. Had my father 
lived to complete his purpose, by withdrawing his whole 
fortune from commerce, lie himself would have acoom- 
panied us to England, and would have beheld us settled 
m peace and honour before his death. But Heaven had 
or^ued it otherwise. He died, leaving several sums 
engaged in the hands of his Spanish debtors ; and^ in 
particular, he had made a large and extensive oonsigu- 
ment to a certain wealthy society of merchants at Madrid, 
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who showed no willinmess after his death to account for 
the proceeds. Would to God we had left these covetous 
and wicked men in possession of their booty, for such they 
seemed to hold the property of their deceased corre- 
spondent and friend ! We had enough for comfort, and 
even splendour, already secured in England ; but friends 
exclaimed upon the folly of permitting these unprincipled 
men to plunder us of our rightful property. The sum 
itself was large, and the claim having been made, my 
niother thought that my father’s memory was interested 
in its being enforced, especially as the defences set up for 
the mercantile society went, in some degree, to impeach 
the fairness of his transactions. 

“ We went therefore to Madrid. I was then, my Mar- 
garet, about your age, young and thoughtless, as you 
have hitherto been — We went, I say, to Madrid, to solicit 
the protection of the Court and of the King, without 
which we were told it would be in vain to expect justice 
against an opulent and powerful association. 

“ Our resiaence at the Spanish metropolis drew on from 
weeks to months. For my part, my natural sorrow for a 
kind, though not a fond father, having abated, I cared 
not if the lawsuit had detained us at Madrid for ever. My 
mother permitted herself and me rather more liberty than 
we had oeen accustomed to. She found relations among 
the Scottish and Irish officers, many of whom held a high 
rank in the Spanish armies ; their wives and daughters 
became our friends and companions, and I had perpetual 
occasion to exercise my mother’s native language, which 
I had learned from my infancy. By degrees, as my 
mother’s spirits were lowj and her health indifferent, she 
was induced, by her partial fondness for me, to suffer me 
to mingle occasionally in society which she herself did not 
frequent* under the guardianship of such Indies as she 
imagined she could trust, and particularly under the care 
of the lady of a general officer, whose weakness or false- 
hood was the original cause of my misfortunes. I was as 
gay, Margaret, and thoughtless — I again repeat it— -as 
you were but lately, and my attention, like yours, became 
suddenly riveted to one object, and to one set of feelings. 

“ The person by whom they were excited was young, 
noble, handsome, accomplished, a soldier, and a Briton. 
So far our cases are nearly parallel ; but^ may Heaven 
forbid that the J)arallel should become complete I This 
man, so noble, so fairly formed, so gifted, and so brave — 
this villain^ for that, Margaret, was his fittest name, spoke 
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of love to me, and I listened— Could I suspect his sincerity ? 
If ho was wealthy, noble, and long-descended, I also was a 
noble and an opulent heiress. It is true, that he neither 
knew the extent of my father’s wealth, nor did I com- 
municate to him (I do not even remember if I myself 
knew it at the time) the important circumstance, that the 
greater part of that wealth was beyond the grasp of 
arbitrary power, and not subject to the precarious award 
of arbitrary judges. My lover might think, perhaps, as 
my mother was desirous the world at large should believe, 
that almost our whole fortune depended on the precarious 
suit which we had come to Madrid to prosecute— a belief 
which she had countenanced out of policy, being well 
aware that a knowledge of my fathers having remitted 
such a large part of his fortune to England, would in no 
shape aid the recovery of further sums in the Spanish 
courts. Yet, with no more extensive views of my fortune 
than were possessed by the public, I believe that he, of 
whom I am speaking, was at first sincere in his pretensions. 
He had himself interest sufficient to have obtained a 
decision in our favour in the courts, and my fortune, 
reckoning only what was in Spain, would then have been 
no inconsiderable sum. To be brief, whatever might be 
liis motives or temptation for so far committing himself, 
he applied to ray mother for my hand, with my consent 
and approval. My mother’s judgment had become weaker, 
but her passions had become more irritable, during her 
increasing illness. 

“You nave heard of the bitterness of the ancient 
Scottish feuds, of which it may be said, in the language 
of Scripture, that the fathers eat sour grapes, and the 
teeth of the children are set on edge. Unhappily, — I 
should say happily^ considering what this man has now 
shown himself to oe, — some such strain of bitterness had 
divided his house from my mother’s, and she had succeeded 
to the inheritance of hatred. When he asked her for my 
hand, she was no longer able to command her passions — 
she raked up everv injury which the rival families had 
inflicted upon each other during a bloody feud of two 
centuries-nheaped him with epithets of scorn, and rejected 
his proposal of alliance, as if it had come from the basest 
of mankind. 

“My lover retired in passion ; and I remained to weep 
and murmur against fortune, and— I will confess my fault 
— against my affectionate parent. I had been educated 
witn (Ufferent feelings, and the traditions of the feuds 
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and quarrels of my mother’s family in Scotland, which 
were to her monuments and chroniclesj seemed to me as 
ins^niticant and unmeaning as the actions and fantasies 
of Don Quixote; and I blamed my mother bitterly for 
sacrificing my happiness to an empty dream of family 
dignity. 

“ While I was in this humour, my lover sought a renewal 
of our intercourse. We met repeatedly in the house of 
the lady whom I have mentioned, and who, in levity, or 
in the spirit of intrigue, countenanced our secret corre- 
spondence. At length we were secretly married — so far 
did my blinded passion hurry me. My lover had secured 
the assistance of a clergyman of the English church. 
Monna Paula, who had been my attendant irom infancy, 
was one witness of our union. Let me do the faithful 
creature justice — She conjured me to suspend my purpose 
till my mother’s death should permit us to celebrate our 
marriage openly ; but the entreaties of my lover, and my 
own wayward passion, prevailed over her remonstrances. 
The lady I have spoken of was another witness, but 
whether she was in full possession of my bridegroom’s 
secret, I had never the means to learn. But the shelter 
of her name and roof afforded us the means of frequently 
meeting, and the love of my husband seemed as sincere 
and as unbounded as my own. 

“ He was eager, he sjiid, to ratify his pride, by intro- 
ducing me to one or two of his noble English friends. 

This could not be done at lady D ’s ; but by his 

command, which I was now entitled to consider as my 
law, I contrived twice to visit him at his own hotel, 
accompanied only by Monna Paula. There was a very 
small party, of two ladies and two gentlemen. There was 
music, mirth, and dancing. I had heard of the frankness 
of the English nation, but I could not help thinking it 
bordered on license during these entertainments, and in 
the course of the collation which followed ; but I imputed 
my scruples to my inexperience, and would not doubt 
the propriety of what was approved by my husband. 

“I was soon summoned to other scenes; My ]^r 
mother’s disease drew to a conclusion — Hap^y I am that 
it took place before she discovered what would have cut 
her to the soul. 

“ In Spain you may have heard how the Catholic pWests, 
and particularly the monks, l^siege the beds of the dying, 
to obtain bequests for the good of the church. I have 
said that my mother’s temper was irritated by disease. 
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and her judgment impaired in proportion. She gathered 
spirits and force from the resentment which the priests 
around her bed excited by their importunity, and the 
boldness of the stern sect of reformers, to which she had 
secretly adhered, seemed to animate her dying tongue. 
She avowed the religion she liad so long concealed ; 
renounced all hope and aid which did not come by and 
through its dictates ; rejected with contempt the cere- 
nionicd of the liomish church ; loaded the astonished 
priests with reproaches for their gnanliness and hypocrisy, 
and commanded them to leave hei* house, lliey went in 
bitterness and rage, but it was to return with the inquisi- 
torial power, its warrants, and its officers ; and they 
found only the cold corpse left of her, on whom they had 
hoped to work their vengeance. As I was soon discovered 
to have sliared my mother’s heresy, I was diugged from 
her dead body, i in prisoned in a solitary cloister, and 
treated with severity, which th(‘. Abbess assured me was 
due to the looseness of my life, as well as my spiritual 
errors. I avowed my marriage, to justify the situation in 
which I found myself— I imploretl the assistance of the 
Superior to communicate my situation to my husband. 
She smiled coldly at the proposal, and told me the church 
had provided a better sjKiuse for me ; advised me to 
secure myself of divine grace hereafter, and deserve milder 
treatment here, by presently taking the veil. In order 
to convince me that I had no other resource, she showed 
me a royal decree, by which all my estate was hypothe- 
cated to the convent of Saint Magdalen, and became their 
complete property upon my death, or my taking the vows. 
As I was, both from religious principle, and affectionate 
attachment to my husband, absolutely immovable in my 
rejection of the veil, I believe— may Heaven forgive me 
if I wroxig her ! — ^that the Abbess was desirous to make 
sure of my spoils, by hastening the former event. 

was a small and a poor convent, and situated 
among the mountains of Guadarrama. Some of the 
sisters were the daughters of neighbouring Hidalgoes, as 
poor as they were proud and ignorant; others were 
women immured there on account of their vicious conduct. 
The Superior herself was of a high family, to which she 
owed her situation ; but she was said to have disgraced 
her connexions by her conduct during youth, and now, 
in advanced age, covetousness and the love of power, a 
spirit too of severity and cruelty, had succeeded to the 
thifffit after licentious pleasure. I suffered much under 
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this woman — and still her dark, glassy eye, her tall, 
shrouded form, and her rigid features, haunt my slum- 
bers. 

“I was not destined to be a mother. I was very ill, 
and my recovery was long doubtful. The most violent 
remedies were applied, if remedies they indeed were. 
My health was restored at length, against my own expec- 
tation and that of all around me. But when I first again 
beheld the reflection of my own face, I thought it was 
the visage of a ghost. I was wont to be flattered by all, 
but particularly by my husband, for the fineness of my 
complexion — it was now totally gone, and, what is more 
extraordinary, it has never returned. I have obsers ed 
that the few who now see me, look upon me as a bloodless 
phantom — Such has been the abiding efiect of the treat- 
ment to which I was subjected. May God forgive those 
who were the agents of it ! — I thank Heaven I can say 
so with as sincere a wish as that with which I pray for 
forgiveness of my own sins. They now relented somewhat 
towards me — moved perhaps to compassion by my singular 
appearance, which bore witness to my Bufferings ; or 
afraid that the matter might attract attention during a 
visitation of the bishop, w'hich was approaching. One 
day, as I was walking in the convent-garden, to which I 
had been lately admitted, a miserable old Moorish slaves 
who was kept to cultivate the little spot, muttered as I 
passed him, out still keeping his wrinkled face and decrepit 
form in the same angle with the earth — ‘ There is Heart’s 
Ease near the postern.’ 

“I knew something of the symbolical language of flowers, 
once carried to such perfection among the Moriscoes or 
Spain ; but if I had been ignorant of it, the captive would 
soon have caught at any hint that seemed to promise 
liberty. With all the haste consistent with the utmost 
circumspection— for I might be observed by the Abbess 
or some of the sisters from the window — I hastened to 
the postern. It was closely barred as usual, but when I 
coughed slightly, I was answered from the other side — 
and, O Heaven 1 it was my husband’s voice which said, 
^ Lose not a minute here at present, but be on this spot 
when the vesper bell has tolled.’ 

‘‘ I retired in an ecstasy of joy. I was not entitled or 
permitted to assist at vespers, but was accustomed to be 
confined to my cell while the nuns were in the choir. 
Since my recovery, they had discontinued locking the 
door ; though the utmost severity was denounced against 
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me if I left these precincts. But, let the penalty be what 
it would, I hastened to dare it. — No sooner had tlie last 
toll of the vesper bell ceased to sound, than I stole from 
my chamber, reached the garden unobserved, hurried to 
the postern, oeheld it open with raptur^ and in the next 
moment was in my husband’s arms. He had with him 
another cavalier of noble mien—both were masked and 
armed. Their horses, with one saddled for my use, stood 
in a thicket hard by, with two other maskea horsemen, 
who seemed to be servants. In less than two minutes we 
were mounted, and rode off as fast as we could through 
rough and devious roads, in which one of the domestics 
appeared to act as guide. 

“ The hurried pace at which we rode, and the anxiety 
of the moment, kept me silent, and prevented my expres- 
sing my surprise or my joy save in a few broken words. 
It also served as an apology for my husband’s silence. 
At length we stopped at a solitary hut — the cavaliers dis- 
mounted, and I was assisted from my saddle, not by 

M M my husband, I would say, who seemed 

busied about his horse, but by the stranger. 

“‘Go into the hut,’ said my husband, ‘change your 
dress with the speed of lightning— you will fincT one to 
assist you — we must forward instantly when you have 
shifted your apparel.’ 

“I entered the hut, and was received in the arms of the 
faithful Monna Paula, w'ho had waited my arrival for 
many hours, half distracted with fear and anxiety. With 
her assistance I speedily tore off the detested garments of 
the convent, and exchanged them for a travelling suit, made 
after the English fashion. I observed that Monna Paula 
was in a similar dress. I had but just huddled on my change 
of attire, when we were hastily summoned to mount. A 
horse, I found, was provided for Monna Paula, and we 
resumed our route. On the way, my convent-garb, which 
had been wrapped hastily together round a stone, was 
thrown into a lake along the verge of which we were then 
passing. The two cavjuiers rode together in front, my 
attendant and I followed, and the servants brought up 
the rear. Monna Paula, as we rode on, repeatedly entreated 
me to be silent upon the road, as our lives depended on it. 
I was easily reconciled to be passive, for, the first fever of 
spirits which attended the sense of liberation and of 

g ratified affection having passed away, I felt as it were 
my with the rapid motion ; and my utmost exertion 
was necessary to keep my place on the saddle, until we 
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suddenly (it was now very dark) saw a strong light 
before us. 

“ My husband reigned up his horse, and gave a signal 
by a low whistle twice repeated, which was answeied 
from a distance. The whole party then halted under the 
boughs of a large cork-tree, and my husband, drawing 
himself close to my side, said, in a voice which I then 
thought wm only embarrassed by fear for my safety, — 
‘ We must now part. Those to wliom I commit you are 
arntrabandisU^ who only know you as Englishwomen, but 
who, for a high bribe, have undcirtaken to escort you 
through the passes of the Pyrenees as far as Saint Jean 
de Luz.’ 

“‘And do yon not witli go usT T exclaimed with em- 
phasis, though in a wliispin-. 

“‘It is impossible,’ he said, ‘and would ruin all- See 
that you speak in English in these people’s li(*aring, and 
give not the least sign of imd(*rstanding what tliey say in 
Spanish — your life depends on it ; for, though they live 
in opposition to, and evasion of, the laws or Spain, they 
would tremble at the idea of violating those of tlie church 
— see them coming — farewell — farewell.’ 

“ The last woi ds were hastily uttered — I endeavoured 
to detain him yet a moment by my feeble grasp on his 
cloak. 

“‘You will meet me, then, I trust, at Saint Jeau de 

Luzr 

“ ‘ Ye.s, yes,’ ho answered hastily, ‘at Saint Jean de Luz 
you will meet your protector.’ 

“He then extricated his cloak from my grasp, and was 
lost in the darkness. His companion approached — kissed 
my hand, which in the agony of the moment I was scarce 
sensible of, and followed my husband, attended by one of 
the domestics.” 

The tears of Hermione here flowed so fast as to threaten 
the interruption of her narrative. When she resumed it, 
it was with a kind of apology to Margaret. 

“Every circumstance,” B?iid, “occurring in those 
moments, when I still enjoyed a delusive idea of happiness, 
are deeply imprinted in my remembrance, which, respect- 
ing all that has since haj^ned, is waste and unvaried as 
an Arabian desert. But 1 have no right to inflict on you, 
Margaret, agitated os you are with your own anxieties, 
the unavailing details of my useless recollections.” 

Margaret’s eyes were full of tears — it was impossible 
it could be otherwise, considering that the tale was told 
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hy her suffering benefactress, and resembled, in some 
respects, her own situation ; and yet she must not be 
severely blamed, if, while eagerly pressing her patroness 
to continue her narrative, her eye involuntarily sought 
the door, as if to chide the delay of Monna Paula. 

The Lady Herniione saw ana forgave these conflicting 
emotions ; and she, too, must be pardoned, if, in her turn, 
the minute detail of her narrative showed, that, in the 
discharge of feelings so long locked in her own bosom, she 
rather forgot those which were personal to her auditor, 
and by which it must be supposed Margaret’s mind was 
principally occupied, if not entirely engrossed. 

“I told you, 1 think, that one domestic followed the 
gentlemen,” thus the lady continued her story, “the other 
remained with us for the purpose, as it seemed, of intro- 

<lucing us to two persons whom M , I say, whom my 

husband’s signal had brouglit to the spot. A word or two 
of explanation passed between them and the servant, in a 
sort of wliich 1 did not understand ; and one of the 

strangers taking hold of njy bridle, the other of Monna 
Pauhvs, they led us towards the light, which I have 
already saicl was the signal of our halting. I touched 
Monna Paula, and was sensible that she ti'embled very 
much, which surprised me, because I knew her character 
to be so strong and bold as to border upon the masculine. 

“ When we reached the lire, the gipsy figures of those 
who surrounded it, with their swarthy features, larce 
Sombrero hats, girdles stuck full of pistols and poniards, 
and all the other apparatus of a roving and perilous life, 
would have terrified me at another moment. But then I 
only felt the agony of having parted from my husband 
almost in the very moment of my rescue. The females of 
the gang— for there were four or five women amongst 
these contraband traders — received us Avith a sort of rude 
courtesy. Thtiy wore, in dress and manners, not extremely 
different from the men with whom they associated — were 
almost as hardy and adventurous, carried aims like them, 
and were, as we learned from passing circumstances, 
scarce less experienced in the use of them. 

“ It was impossible not to fear these wild people ; yet 
they gave us no reason to complain of tliem, but us^ us 
on aliocoasions with a kind of clumsy courtesy, accommo- 
dating themselves to our wants and our w^eakiiess during 
the journey, even while we heard them grumbling to each 
other against our eflerninacy, — like some rude carrier, 
who, in charge of a package of valuable and fragile ware, 
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takes every precaution for its preservation, while he 
curses the unwonted trouble which it occasions him. 
Once or twice, when they were disappointed in their 
contraband traffic, lost some goods in a rencontre with 
the Spanish officers of the revenue, and were finally 
pursued by a military force, their murmurs assumed a 
more alarming tone, in the terrified ears of my attendant 
and myself, when, without daring to seem to understand 
them, we heard tnem curse the insular heretics, on whose 
account Gk)d, Saint James, and Our Lady of the Pillar, 
had blighted their hopes of profit. These are dreadful 
recollections, Margaret.” 

“Why, then, dearest lady,” answered Margaret, “will 
you thus dwell on them ? ” 

“It is only,” said the Lady Hermione, “because I 
linger like a criminal on the scaffold, and would fain 
protract the time that must inevitably bring on the final 
catastrophe. Yes, dearest Margaret, I rest and dwell on 
the events of that journey, marked as it was by fatigue 
and danger, though the road lay through the wildest and 
most desolate deserts and mountains, and though our 
companions, both men and women, were fierce and lawless 
themselves, and exposed to the most merciless retaliation 
from those with whom they were constantly engaged— 
yet would I rather dwell on these hazardous events than 
tell that which awaited me at Saint Jean de Luz.” 

“ But you arrived there in safety ? ” said Margaret. 

“Yes, maiden,” replied the Lady Hermione ; “and were 
guided by the chief of our outlawed band to the house 
which h^ l^en assigned for our reception, with the 
same punctilious accuracy with which he would have 
delivered a bale of uncustomed goods to a correspondent, 
I was told a gentleman had expected me for two days — I 
rushed into the apartment, and, when I expected to 
embrace my husband — I found myself in the arms of his 
friend ! ” 

“ The villain ! ” exclaimed Margaret, whose anxiety had, 
in spite of herself, been a moment suspended by the 
narrative of the lady. 

“Yes,” replied Hermione, calmly, though her voice 
somewhat faltered “ it is the name that best— \hat well 
befits him. He, Margaret, for whom I had sacrificed all — 
whose love and whose memory were dearer to me than my 
freedom, when I was in the convent — than my life, when 
I was on myperilous journey — had taken his measures to 
shake me ofi^^ and transfer me, as a privileged wanton, 
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to the protection of his libertine friend. At first the 
stranger laughed at my tears and my agony, as the 
hysterical passion of a deluded and overreached wanton, 
or the wily affectation of a courtezan. My claim of 
marriage he laughed at, assuring me he knew it was a 
mere farce required by me, and submitted to by his 
friend, to save some reserve of delicacy ; and expressed 
his surprise that I should consider in any other light a 
ceremony, which could be valid neither in Spain nor 
England, and insultingly offered to remove my scruples, 
by renewing such a union with me himself. My exclama- 
tions brought Monna Paula to my aid — she was not, 
indeed, far distant, for she had expected some such 
scene.” 

“Good Heaven !” said Margaret, “was she a confidant 
of your base husband 

“ No,” answered Hermione, “ do her not that injustice. 
It was her persevering enquiries that discovered the place 
of my confinement — it was she who gave the information 
to my husband, and who remarked even then that the 
news was so much more interesting to his friend than to 
him, that she suspected, from an early j^eriod, it was the 
purpose of the villain to shake me off. On the journey, 
ner suspicions w'ere confirmed. She had heard him 
remark to his companion, wdth a cold sarcastic sneer, the 
total change which iny prison and my illness had made 
on my complexion : anef she had heard the other reply, 
that the detect might be cured by a touch of Spanish red. 
This, and other circumstances, having prepared her for 
such treachery, Monna Paula now entered, completely 
possessed of herself, and prepared to support me. Her 
calm representations went farther with the stranger than 
the expressions of my despair. If he did not entirely 
believe our tale, he at least acted the part of a man of 
honour, who would not intrude himself on defenceless 
females, whatever was their character ; desisted from 
persecuting us with his presence ; and not only directed 
Monna Paula how we should journey to Paris, but 
furnished her with money for the purpose of our journey. 
From the capital I wrote to Master Heriot, my fathers 
most trusted, correspondent ; he came instantly to Paris 

on receiving the letter ; and But here comes Monna 

Paula, with more than the sum you desired. Take it, my 
dearest maiden— serve this youth if you will. But, O 
Margaret, look for no gratitude in return ! ” 

The Lady Hermione took the bag of gold from her 
XTV. — 9 



258 


THE FORTUNES OP NIGEL. 


attendant, and gave it to her young friend, who threw 
herself into her arms, kissed her on both the pale cheeks, 
over which the sorrows so newly awakened by her 
narrative had drawn many tears, then sprung up, wiped 
her own overflowing eves, and left the Toljambe apart- 
ments with a hasty and resolved step. 


CHAPTER XXL 


Rove not from pole to polo --the man lives here 
Whose razor’s only equall’d by his beer ; 

And where, in either sense, the cockney-put 
Ma^', if he pleases, pet conhiuntled ciU. 

On the sign of an A Uhouse kept by a Barber. 


Wk are under the necessity of transporting our readers 
to the habitation of Benjamin Suddlechop, the husband 
of the active and efficient Dame Ursula, and who also, in 
his own person, discharged more offices than ope. For, 
besides trimming locks and beards, and turning w^hiskers 
upward into the martial and s\vaggering curl, or down- 
ward into the drooping form which oecame mustaches of 
civil policy ; besides also occasionally letting blood, either 
by cupping or by the lancet, extracting a stump, and 
performing other actions of petty phannacy, very nearly 
as well as his neighbour Raredrencn, the apothecary ; he 
could, on occasion, draw a cup of beer as well as a tooth, 
tap a hogshead as well as a vein, and wash, with a^ 
draught of good ale, the mustaches which his art had just 
trimmed. But he carried on these trades apart from each 
other. 

His barber’s shop projected its long and mysterious 
pole into Fleet Street, painted party-coloured- wise, t 6 
represent the ribbons with whicii, in elder times, that 
ensign was garnished. In the window were seen rows of 
teeth displayed upon strings like rosaries— cups with a red 
rag at the bottom, to resemble blood, an intimation that 
patients might be bled, cupped, or blistered, with th^ 
assistance 61 “ sufficient advice ; ” while the more profit- 
able^ but less honourable operations upon the l^ilr of the 
head and beard, were briefly and gravely announced. 
Within was the well-worn leathern ch^r for customer, the 
guitar, then called a ghittern or cittern, with which a 
customer might amuse himself till his pi^eicessor Wat 
dismissed from under Benjamin’s handta^ and which, there- 
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fore, often flayed the ears of the patient metaphorically, 
while his chin sustained from the razor literal scariflcation. 
All, therefore, in this department, spoke the chirurgeon- 
barber, or the barber-chirurgeon. 

But there was a little back-room, used as a private tap- 
room, which had a separate entrance by a dark and 
crooked alley, wjiich communicated with Fleet Street, 
after a circuitous passage through several by-lanes and 
courts. This retired temple of Bacchus had also a con- 
nexion with Benjamin’s more public shop by a long and 
narrow entrance, conducting to the secret premises in 
which a few old topers used to take their morning draught, 
and a few gill-si ppers their modicum of strong waters, in a 
bashful wav, after liaving entered the barbers shop under 
pretence of being shaved. Besides, this obscure tap-room 
gave a separate admission to the apartments of Dame 
IJrsjey, which she was believed to make use of in the 
course of her multifarious practice, both to let herself 
secretly out, and to admit clients and employers who 
cared not to be seen to visit her in public. Accordingly, 
after the hour of noon, by which time the modest and timid 
whetters, who were Benjamin’s best customers, had each 
had his draught, or his thimbleful, the business of the tap 
was in a manner ended, and the charge of attending the 
back-door passed from one of the barber’s apprentices to 
the little mulatto girl, the dingy Iris of Dame Suddlechop. 
Then came mystery thick upon mystery ; muffled gallants, 
and masked femalos, in disguises of different fashions, 
were seen to glide through the intricate mazes of the 
alley ; and even the low tap on the door, which frequently 
demanded the attention of the little Creole, had in it 
something that expressed secrecy and fear of discovery 

It was the evening of the same day w hen Margaret had 
held the long conference with the Lady Hermione. that 
Dame Suddlechop had directed her little portress to “keep 
the door fast as a miser’s purse-strings ; and, as she valued 

her saffron skin, to let in none but ” the name she 

added in a whisper, and accompanied it with a noct The 
little domestic blinked intelligence, went to her post, 
and in brief time thereafter admitted and ushered into 
tJie pretence of the dame, that very city-gallant whose 
clothes sat awkwardly upon him, and who had behaved 
so doughtily in the fray which befell at Nigel’s first visit 
to feaujens ordinary. The mulatto introduced him-— 
fine yopng gentleman, all over gold and velvet” 
muttered to herself as slie shut the door, “fine 
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young gentleman, he ! — apprentice to him who makes the 
tick-ticl”^ 

It was indeed — we are sorry to say it, and trust our 
readers mil sympathize with the interest we take in the 
matter — it was indeed honest Jin Vin, who had been so 
far left to his own devices, and abandoned by his better 
angel, as occasionally to travesty himself in this fashion, 
ana to visit, in the dress of a gallant of the day, those 
places of pleasure and dissipation,. in which it would have 
been everlasting discredit to him to have been seen in his 
real character and condition ; that is, had it been possible 
for him in his proper shape to have gained admission. 
There was now a deep gloom on his brow, his rich habit 
was hastily put on, and outtoned awry ; his belt buckled 
in a most disorderly fashion, so that his sword stuck 
outwards from his side, instead of hanging by it with 
graceful negligence ; while his poniard, tliough fairly 
hatched and gilded, stuck in his girale like a butcher^s steel 
in the fold of his blue apron. Persons of fashion had, by 
the way, the advantage formerly of being better dis- 
tinguished from the vulgar than at present ; for, what the 
ancient farthingale and more modern hoop were to court 
ladies, the sword was to the gentleman ; an article of 
dress, which only rendered those ridiculous who assumed 
it for the nonce, without being in the habit of wearing it. 
Vincentes rapier got between his legs, and, as he stumbled 
over it, he exclaimed — “ Zounds ! ’tis the second time it 
has served me thus— I believe the damned trinket knows 
I am no true gentleman, and does it of set purpose.” 

“Come, come, mine honest Jin Vin— come, my good 
boy,” said the aame, in a soothing tone, “never mind 
these trankums — a frank and hearty London ^prentice is 
worth all the gallants of the inns of court.” 

“I was a frank and hearty London ’prentice before I 
knew you, Dame Suddlechop,” said Vincent ; “ what your 
advice has made me, you may find a name for ; since, fore 
George ! I am ashamed to think about it myself.” 

“ A-well-a-day,” quoth the dame, “and is it even so 
with thee?— nay, then, I know but one cure:” and with 
that, going to a little corner cupboard of carved wsdnscoat, 
she opened it by the assistance of a key, which, with half- 
a-dozen besides, hung in a silver chain at her girdle, and 
produced a long fia^ of thin glass cased with wicker, 
bringing forth at the same time two Flemish rummer 
glasses, with long stalks and capacious wombs. She hlled 
She one brimful for her guest, and the other more modestly 
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to about two-thirds of its capacity, for her own use, 
repeating, as the rich cordial trickled forth in a smooth 
oily stream — “Eight Eosa Solis, as ever washed mulligrubs 
out of a moody brain ! ” 

But, though Jin Vin tossed off his glass without scruple, 
while the lady sipped hers more moderately, it did not 
appear to nroducc the expected anmndment upon his 
humour. On the contrary, as he threw himself into the 
great leathern chair, in which Dame Ursley was wont to 
solace herself of an evening, he declared himself “the 
most miserable dog within the sound of Bow-bell.” 

“And why should you be so idle as to think yourself so, 
silly boy ?” said Dame Suddlechop ; “but ’tis always thus 
— fools and children never know when they are well. 
Why, there is not one that walks in St Paul’s, whether 
in flat cap, or hat and feather, that has so many kind 

f iances from the wenches as you, when ye swagger along 
’lect-street with your bat under your arm, and your cap 
set aside upon your head. Thou knowest well, that, from 
Mrs Deputy’s self down to the waistcoateers in the alley, 
all of them are twiring and ])eeping betwixt their fingers 
when you pass ; and yet you call yourself a miserable dog ! 
and I must tell you all this over and over again, as if 1 were 
whistling the chimes of London to a pettish child, in order 
to bring the pretty baby into good-humour ! ” 

The flattery of I)ame Ursula seemed to have the fate of 
her cordial — it was swallowed, indeed, by the party to 
whom she presented it, and that with some degree of 
relish, but it did not operate as a sedative on the disturbed 
state of the youth’s mind. He laughed for an instant, half 
in scorn, and half in gratified vanity, but cast a sullen look 
on Dame Ursley as he replied to her last words, 

“You do treat me like a child indeed, when you sing 
over and over to me a cuckoo song that I care not a 
copper-filing for,” 

“Aha! ’’said Dame Ursley; “that is to say, you care 
not if you please all, unless you please one — You are a 
true lover, I warrant, and care not for all the city, from 
here to Whitechapel, so you could write yourself first in 
in your pretty Peg-a-Eamsay’s good-will. Well, well, take 
patience, man, and be guided by me, for I will be the hoop 
will bind you together at last.” 

“ It is time you were so,” said Jenkin, “ for hitherto you 
have rather been the wedge to separate us.” 

Dame Suddlechop had by this time finished her cordial 
**~it was not the first she had taken that day ; and, though 
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^ woman of strong brain, and cautious at least, if not 
fibstemious, in her potations, it may nevertheless be sup- 
posed that her patience was not improved by the regimen 
which she observed. 

“ Wliy, thou ungracious and ingrate knave,’' said Dame 
TJrsley, “have not I done everything to put thee in thy 
mistress's good graces ? She loves gentry, the proud 
Scottish minx, as a Welshman loves cheese, and has her 
father's descent from that Duke of Daldevil, or what- 
soever she calls him, as close in her heart as gold in a 
miser’s chesL though she as seldom shows it — and none she 
will think oi, or have, but a gentleman— and a gentleman 
I have made of thee, Jin Vin, the devil cannot deny that.’* 

“You have made a fool of me,” said poor Jenkin, looking 
at the sleeve of his jacket. 

“Never the worse gentleman for that,” said Dame 
Ursley, laughing. 

“ And what is worse,” said he, turning his back to her 
suddenly, and writhing in his chair, “you have made a 
rogue of me.” 

“Never the worse gentleman for that neither,” said 
Dame Ursley, in the same tone ; “let a man bear his folly 

e and his knavery stoutly, and let me see if ^avity or 
sty will look him in the face now-a-days. Tut. man, 
it was only in the time of King Arthur or King Lua, that 
a gentleman was held to blemish his scutcheon by a leap 
over the line of reason or honesty — It is the bold look, the 
ready band, the fine clothes, the brisk oath, and the wild 
brain, that makes the gallant now-a-days.” 

“I know what you have made me,” said Jin Vin ; “since 
I have given up skittles and trap-ball for tennis and 
bowls, good English ale for thin Bourdeaux and sour 
Ehenish, roast-beef and pudding for woodcocks and kick- 
shaws — my bat for a sword, my cap for a beaver, my 
forsooth for a modish oath, my Ohristmas-box for a dice- 
box, my religion for the devil’s matins, and mine honest 

name for Woman, I could brain thee, when I think 

whose advice has guided me in all this ! ” 

“ Whose advice, then ? whose advice, then ? Spmk 
out, thou poor, petty cloak-brusher, and say who advised 
thee ! ” retorted Dame Ursley, flushed and indignant — 
“Marry come up, my paltry companion — say by whose 
advice you have maae a gamester of yourself, and a thief 
besides, as your ^ords would bear— The Lord deliver us 
from evil ! ” And here Dame Ursley devoutly crossed 
barselt 



raE FOEflTKES Of KroEL. 


m 


Hark ye, Datne Ursley Suddlechop/' said Jenkin, 
starting up, his dark eyes flashing with anger ; “ re- 
member I am none of your husband—and, if I were, you 
would do well not to forget whose threshold was swept 
when they last rode the Skimmington* upon such another 
scolding jade as yourself.” 

“ I hope to see you ride up Holborn next,” said Dame 
Ursley, provoked out of all her holyday and sugar plum 
expressions, “ with a nosegay at your breast, and a parson 
at your elbow I ” 

“That may well be,” answered Jin Vin, bitterly, “if I 
walk by your counsels .as I have begun by them ; but, 
before that day conies, you shall know that Jin Vin has 
the brisk boys of Fleet-street still at his wink. — Yes, you 
jade, you shall be carted for bawd and conjurer, double- 
dyed in grain, and bing ofl' to Bridewell, with every 
brass basin betwixt the Bar and Paul’s beating before 
you, as if the devil were banging them with his beef- 
hook.” 

Dame Ursley coloured like scarlet, seized upon the half- 
emptiod flask of cordial, and seemed, by her first gesture, 
about to hurl it at the head of her adversary ; but suddenly, 
and as if by a strong internal effort, she checked her out- 
rageous resentment, and, putting tne bottle to its more 
legitimate use, filled, with wonderful composure, the two 
glasses, and, taking up one of them, said, with a smile, 
which better became her comely and jovial countenance 
than the fury by which it was animated the moment 
before — 

“ Here is to thee, Jin Vin, my lad, in all loving kindness, 
whatever spite thou bearest to me, that have always been 
a mother to thee.” 

Jenkiii’s English good-nature could not resist this forcible 
appeal ; he took up the other glass, and lovingly pledged 
the dame in her cup of reconciliation, and proceeded to 
make a kind of grumbling apology for his own violence — 

“ For you know,” he said, “ it was you persuaded me to 

1 A species of trluxnphal procession in honour of female supremrwgr, when St 
fuse to such a h(%ht as to attract the attention of the neighbourhood. It is 
described at full length in Hudibras {Part 11. Canto II.). As the procession 
Ipiassed on, those who attended it in an official cajiacity were wont to sweep the 
threshold of the houses in which Fame affirmed the mistresses to exercise 
pfvramount authority, which was given and received as a hint that their inmates 
might, in their turn, be made the subject of a similar ovation. The Skim- 
mington, which in some degree resembled the proceedings of Mumbo Jumbo in 
an African village, has been long discontinued in England, apparently because 
female rule has beoome either milder or less fre<)uent than among our 
imoaBtots. (B.) 
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get these fine things, and go to that godless ordinary, and 
ruffle it with the best, and bring you home all the news ; 
and you said, I, that was the cock of the ward, would soon 
be the cock of the ordinary, and would win ten times as 
much at gJeek and priniero, as I used to do at put and 
beggar-niy-neighbour — and turn up doublets with the dice, 
as Dusily as I was wont to trowl down the ninepins in the 
skittle-ground — and then you said I should oring you 
such news out of the ordinary as should make us all, 
when used as you knew how to use it — and now you see 
what is to come of it all ! ” 

*‘Tis all true thou sayest, lad,” said the dame; “but 
thou must have patience. Rome was not built in a day — 
you cannot become used to your court-suit in a month’s 
time, any more than when you changed your long coat 
for a doublet and hose ; and in gaming you must expect 
to lose as well as gain — ’tis the sitting gamester sweeps 
the board.” 

“The board has swept me, I know,” replied Jin Vin, 
“and that pretty clean out. — I would that were the 
worst ; but I owe for all this finery, and settling-day is 
coming on, and my master will find iny accorapt worse 
than it should be by a score of pieces. My old father will 
be called in to make them good ; and 1— may save the 
hangman a labour and do the job myself, or go the 
Virginia voyage.” 

“Do not speak so loud, ray dear boy,” said Dame Ursley ; 
“ but tell me why you borrow not from a friend to make 
up your arrear. You could lend him as much when his 
settling-day came round.” 

“No, no — I have had enough of that work,” said Vincent. 
“Tunstall would lend me the money, poor fellow, an he 
had it; but his gentle, beggarly kindred, plunder him of 
all, and keep him as bare as a birch at Christmas. No— 
my fortune may be spelt in four letters, and these read, 
RUIN.” 

“Now hush, you simple craven,” said the dame; “did 
you never hear, that when the need is highest the help is 
nighest ? We may find aid for you yet, and sooner than 
you are aware of. I am sure I would never have advised 
you to such a course, but only you had set heart and eye 
on pretty Mistress Marget, and less would not serve you 
— and what could I do but advise you to cast your city- 
slough, and try your luck where folks find fortune 

“Ay, ay — I remember your counsel well,” said Jenkin ; 
“ I was to be introduced to her by you when I was perfect 
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in my gallantries, and as rich as the King ; and then she 
was to oe surprised to find I was poor Jin Yin, that used 
to watch, from matin to curfew, for one glance of her eye ; 
and now, instead of that, she has set ner soul on this 
Scottish sparrow-hawk of a lord that won my last tester, 
and be cursed to him ; and so I am bankrupt in love, 
fortune, and character, before I am out of my time, and 
all along of you. Mother Midnight.” 

“Do not call me out of my own name, my dear boy. 
Jin Yin,” answered Ursula, in a tone betwixt rage and 
coaxing, — “ do not ; because I am no saint, but a poor 
sinful woman, with no more patience than she needs, to 
carry her through a thousand crosses. And if I have 
done you wrong by evil counsel, I must mend it, and put 
you right V>y good advice. And for the score of pieces 
that must be made up at settling-day, why, here is, in a 
good green purse, as much as wdll make that matter 
good ; and we will get old Crosspatch, the tailor, to take 
a lone day for your clothes ; and 

“Mother, are you serious?” said Jin Yin, unable to 
trust either his eyes or his ears. 

“ In troth am i,” said the dame ; “ and will you call me 
Mother Midnight now, Jin Yin ? ” 

“Mother Midnight!” exclaimed Jenkin, hugmng the 
dame in his transport, and bestowing on her still comely 
cheek a hearty and not unacceptable smack, that sounded 
like the report of a jiistol, — “ Mother Midday, rather, that 
has risen to light me out of my troubles— a mother more 
dear than she who bore me ; for she, poor soul, only 
brought me into a world of sin and sorrow, and your 
timely aid has helped me out of the one and the other.” 
And the good-natured fellow threw himself back in his 
chair, and fairly drew his hand across his eyes. 

“You would not have me be made to ride the Skim- 
mington then,” said the dame ; “ or parade me in a cart, 
with all the brass basins of the ward beating the march 
to Bridewell before me?” 

“ I would sooner be carted to Tyburn myself,” replied 
the penitent. 

“Why, then, sit up like a man, and wipe thine eyes ; 
" and, if thou art pleased with what I have done, I will 
show thee how thou niayest requite me in the highest 
degree.” 

“How?” said Jenkin Yincent, sitting straight up in his 
chair. — “ You would have me, then, do you some service 
for this friendship of yours?” 
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“Ay, marry would I,” said Datne Ursley ; “for you are 
to know, that though I am right glad to stead you with 
it, this gold is not mine, but was placed in my hands in 
order to find a trusty agent, for a certain purpose ; and 
so — ^But what’s the matter w'ith you? — are you fool 
enough to be angry because you cannot get a purse of 
gold for nothing ? I would I knew where such were to 
come by. I never could find them lying in my road, I 
promise you.” 

“ No, no, dame,” said poor Jenkin, “ it is not for that ; 
for, look you, I would rather work these ten bones to the 

knuckles, and live by my labour ; but ” (and here ho 

paused). 

“But what, man?” said Dame Ursley. “You are 
willing to work for what you want* and yet, when I 
offer you gold for the winning, you look on me as the 
devil looks over Lincoln.” 

“It is ill talking of the devil, mother.” said Jenkin. 
“ I had him even now in my liead—for, look you, I am at 
that pass, when they say he will appear to wretched 
ruined creatures, and proffer them gold for the fee-simple 
of their salvation. But I have been trying these two days 
to bring my mind strongly up to the thought, that I will 
mthor sit down in shame, and sin, and sorrow, as I am 
like to do, than hold on in ill courses to get rid of my 
present straits ; and so take care, Dame Ursula, how you 
tempt me to break such a good resolution.” 

“I tempt you to nothing, young man,” answered Ursula : 
“ and, as I perceive you are too wilful to be wise, I will 
e’en put my purse in my pocket, and look out for some 
one that will work my turn with better will, and more 
thankfulness. And you may go your own coui’se,— break 
your indenture, ruin your father, lose your character, and 
bid pretty Mistress Margaret farewell, for ever and a 
day.’’ 

“ Stay, stay,” said Jenkin ; “the woman is in as great a 
hurry as a brown baker M^hen his oven is overheated. 
First, let me hear that which you have to propose to me.” 

“\^y, after all, it is but to get a gentleman of pink 
and fortune, who is in trouble, carried in secret down the 
river, as far as the Isle of Dogs, or somewhere thereabout, 
where he may lie concealed until he can escape abroad* 
I know thou knowest every place by the river’s aide as 
Well as the devil knows an usurer, or the beggar knows 
his dish.” 

“A plague of your similes, dame,” replied the appren* 
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tice *, “for the devil gave me that knowledge, and beggary 
may be the end on’t. — But what has the gentleman done, 
that ho should need to be under hiding? No Papist, 1 
hope— -no Catesby and Piercy business — no Gunpowder 
Plot?” 

“Py, fyl — what do you take me for?” said Dame 
Ursula. “I am as good a church woman as the parson’s 
wife, save that necessary business will not allow me to go 
there oftener than on Christmas-day, Heaven help me ! — 
No, no — this is no Popish matter. The gentleman hath 
but struck another in the Park ” 

“ Ha ! what?” said Vincent, interrupting her with a start. 

** Ay, ay, I see you guess whom I mean. It is even he 
we have spoken of so often — ^just Lord Glenvarlooh, and 
no one else.” 

Vincent sprung from his seat, and traversed the roonj 
with rapid and disorderly steps. 

“There, there it is now — you are always ice or gun- 
powder. You sit in the great leathern arm-chair as quiet 
as a rocket hangs uj)on the frame in a rejoicing-night till 
the match be fired, and then, whizz ! you are in the third 
heaven, beyond the reach of the human voice, eye, or 
brain. — When you liave wearied yourself with padding to 
and fro across the room, will you tell me your aetermina- 
tion, for time presses ? Will you aid me in this matter, 
ornot?” 

“No — no — no — a thousand times no,” replied Jenkin. 
“Have you not confessed to me, that Margaret loves 
him?” 

“Ay,” answered the dame, “that she thinks she does; 
but that will not last long.” 

“And have I not told you but this instant,” replied 
Jenkin, “ that it was this same Glenvarloch that rooked 
me, at the ordinary, of every penny I had, and made a 
knave of me to boot, by gaining more than was my own ? 
— O that cursed gold, which Shortyard, the mercer, paid 
me that morning on accouipt, for mending the clock of 
Saint Stephen’s ! If I had not, by ill chance, had that 
about me, I could but have beggared my purse, without 
blemishing my honesty ; and, after I had been rooked of 
all the trest amongst them, I must needs risk the last five 
pieces with that snark among the minnows ! ” 

“Granted,” said Dame Ursula. “All this I know ; and 
I own, that as Lord Glenvarloch was the last you played 
with, you have a right to charge your rnin on his head. 
Moreover, I admit, as already said, that Margaret has 
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made him your rival. Yet surely, now he is in danger to 
lose his hand, it is not a time to remember all this ? ^ 

“By mjy* faith, but it is, though,’* said the young citizen. 
“ Lose his hand, indeed ? They may take his head, for 
what I care. Head and hand have made me a miserable 
wretch ! ” 

“ Now, were it not better, my prince of flat-caps,” said 
Dame Ursula, “that matters were squared between you ; 
and that, through means of the same Scottish lord, who 
has, as you say, deprived you of your money and your 
mistress, you should in a short time recover both 

“And now can your wisdom come to that conclusion, 
dame ? ” said the apprentice. “ My money, indeed, I can 
conceive — that is, if I comply with your proposal ; but — 
my pretty Margaret ! — how serving this lord, whom she 
has set her nonsensical head upon, can do me good with 
her, is far beyond my conception.” 

“That is because, in simple phrase,” said Dame Ursula, 
“ thou knowest no more of a woman's heart than doth a 
Norfolk gosling. Look you, man. Were I to report to 
Mistress Marget that the young lord has miscarried 
through thy Tack of courtesy in refusing to help him, 
why, then, thou wert odious to her for ever. Sne will 
loathe thee as well as she will loathe the very cook who is 
to strike off Glenvarloch's hand with his cleaver — and 
then she will be yet more fixed in her afiections towards 
this lord. London will hear of nothing but him — speak 
of nothing but him— think of nothing but him, for three 
weeks at least, and all that outcry will serve to keep him 
uppermost in her mind ; for nothing pleases a girl so much 
as to bear relation to any one who is the talk of the whole 
world around her. Then, if he suffer this sentence of the 
law, it is a chance if she ever forgets him. I saw that 
handsome, proper young gentleman, Babington, suffer in 
the Queen’s time myselL and though I was then but a 
girl, he was in my head for a year after he was hanged. 
But, above all, pardoned or punished, Glenvarloch will 
probably remain in London, and his presence will keep 
up the silly girl’s nonsensical fancy about him. Whereas, 
if he escapes ” 

“ Ay, show me how that is to avail me ?” said Jenkin. 
“If he escapes,” said the dame, resuming her argument, 
“he must resign the Court for years, if not for life j ana 
you know the old saying, ‘out of sight, and out of mind.*” 
“True— most true,” said Jenkin : “spoken like an oracle, 
most wise Ursula.” 
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“Ay, ay, I knew you would hear reason a last,” said 
the wily datnc ; “ and then, when this same lord is off and 
away for once and for ever, who, I pray you, is to be 
pretty pet^s confidential person, and wno is to fill up the 
void in her affections ? — why, who but thou, thou pearl of 
’prentices ! And then you will have overcome your own 
inclinations to comply with hers, and every woman is 
sensible of that—and you will have run some risk^ too. in 
carrying her desires into effect — and what is it that 
woman likes better than bravery, and devotion to her 
will ? Then you have her secret, and she must treat you 
with favour and observance, and repose confidence in 
you, and hold private intercourse with you, till she weeps 
with one eye tor the absent lover whom she is never to 
see again, and blinks with the other blithely upon him 
who IS in presence ; and then if you know not how to 
improve the relation in which you stand with her, you 
are not the brisk lively lad that all the world takes you 
for— Said I well ? ” 

“ You have spoken like an empress, most mighty Ursula, ’ 
said Jenkin Vincent ; “and your will shall be obeyed.” 

“ You know Alsatia well ? continued his tutoress. 

“Well enough, well enough,” replied he with a nod: 
“I have heard the dice rattle there in my day, before I 
must set up for gentleman, and go among the gallants at 
the Shavaleer Bojo’s, as they call him, — the worse rookery 
of the two. thougn the feathers are the gayest.” 

“And tney will have a respect for thee yonder, I 
warrant ? ” 

“Ay, ay,” replied Vin, “when I am got into my fustian 
doublet again, with my bit of a trunnion under my arm, 
I can walk Alsatia at midnight as I could do that there 
Fleet Street in midday — they will not one of them swagger 
writh the prince of ’prentices, and the king of clubs — they 
know I could bring every tall boy in the ward down upon 
them.” 

“And you know all the watermen, and so forth?” 

“Can converse with every sculler in his own language, 
from Bichmond to Gravesend, and know all the water- 
cocks, from John Taylor the Poet to little Grigg the 
Grinner, who never pulls but he shows all his teeth from 
ear to ear, as if he w’ere grimacing through a horse- 
collar.” 

“And you can take any dress or character upon you 
well, such as a waterman^ a butcher’s, a foot-soldier’s,” 
continued Ursula, “or the like?” 
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“Not such a mumnipr as I am within the walls, and 
thou knowest that well enouffh* dame,” replied the 
Mprentioe. “ I can touch the players themselves, at the 
Ball and at the Fortune, for presenting anything except 
a gentleman. Take but this d — d skin of frippery off me, 
which I think the devil stuck me into, and you shall put 
me into nothing else that I will not become as if I were 
bom to it.” 

“Well, we will talk of vour transmutation by and by,” 
said the dame, “ and find you clothes withal, and money 
besides ; for it will take a good deal to carry the thing 
handsomely through.” 

“But where is that money to come from, dame?” said 
Jenkin j “there is a question I would fain have answered 
before I touch it.” 

“Why, what a fool art thou to ask such a question! 
Bujmose I am content to advance it to please young 
madam, what is the harm then ? ” 

“I will suppose no such thing,” said Jenkin hastily: 
“I know that you, dame, have no gold to spare, ana 
maybe would not spare it if you had — so that cock will 
not crow. It must be from Margaret herself.” 

“Well, thou suspicious animal, and wliat if it were?” 
said Ursula. 

“Only this,” replied Jenkin, “that I "will presently to 
her, and learn if she has come fairly by so much ready 
money ; for sooner than connive at her gettiM it by any 
indirection, I would hang myself at once. R is enough 
what I have done myself, no need to engage poor Margaret 
in such villainy — I’ll to her, and tell her of the danger — 
I will, by Heaven ! ” 

“You are mad to think of it,” said Dame Suddlechop, 
considerably alarmed — “hear me but a moment. I know 
not precisely from whom she got the money ; but sure I 
am that she obtained it at her godfather’s.” 

“Why, Master George Heriot is not returned from 
France,^’ said Jenkin. 

“No,” replied Ursula, “but Dame Judith is at home — 
and the strange lady, whom they call Master Heriot^s 
ghost-T-she never goes abroad.” 

“It is very true, Dame Suddlechop,” said Jenkin; 
“and I believe you have guessed right— they say that 
lady has coin at will ; and if Marget can get a handful 
of fairy-gold, why, she is free to throw It away at 
will.” 

“Ah, Jih Vin,” said the dame, reducing her voice altnoSt 
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to a whisper, “we should not want gold at will neither, 
could we out read the riddle of that mdy ! ” 

“They may read it thfit list,” said Jenkin, “I’ll never 
pry into what concerns me not — Master George Heriot 
IS a worthy and brave citizen, and an honour to London, 
and has a right to manage his own household as he likes 
best. — There was once a talk of rabbling him the fifth of 
November before the last, because they said he kept a 
nunnery in his^ house, like old Lady Foljambe ; but 
Master George is well loved among tne ’prentices, and 
W 0 got so many brisk boys of us together as should have 
rabbled the rabble, had they had but the heart to rise.” 

“Well, let that pass,” said Ursula ; “and now, tell me 
how you will manage to bo absent from shop a day or 
two, for you must think that this matter will not he 
ended sooner.” 

“Why, as to that, I can say nothing,” said Jenkin, “I 
have always served duly and truly ; 1 have no heart to 
play truant, and cheat my master of his time as well as 
nis money.” 

“ Nay, but the point is to get back his money for him,” 
said Ursula, “which he is not likely to see on other 
conditions. Could you not ask leave to go down to your 
uncle in Essex for two or three days ? He may be ill, 
you know ” 

“Why, if I must, I mu.st,” said Jenkin, with a heavy 
sigh ; “ out I will not be lightly caught treading these 
dark and crooked paths again.” 

“ Hush thee, then,” said the dame, “and get leave for 
this very evening ; and come back hither, and I will 
introduce you to another implement, who must lie em- 
ployed in the matter.— Stay, stay !— the lad is mazed— 
you would not go into your master’s shop in that guise, 
surely ? Your trunk is in the matted chamber with your 
’prentice things— go and put them on as fast as j^ou can.” 

“I thipk I am bewitched,” said Jenkin, giving a glance 
towards his dress, “or that these fool’s trappings have 
made as great an ass of me as of many I have seen^ wear 
them ; but let me once be rid of the harness, and if you 
catch me putting it on again, I will give you leave to sell 
me to a gipsy, to carry pots, pans, and beggar’s bantlings, 
all the rest of my life.” 

So saying, he retired to change his apparel 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Chance will not do the work — Chance sends the breeze ; 

But if the pilot slumber at the helm, 

The very wind that wafts us towards the port 

May dash us on the shelves. — ^The steerman's part is vigilance. 

Blow it or rough or smooth. 

Old Play. 

Wk left Nigel, whose fortunes we are bound to trace by 
the engagement contracted in our title page, sad and 
solitary m the mansion of Trapbois the usurer, having 
^st received a letter instead of a visit from his friend the 
Templar, stating reasons why he could not at that time 
come to see him in Alsatia. So that it appeared his 
intercourse with the better and more respectable class of 
society, was, for the present, entirely cut off. This was a 
melancholy, and, to a proud mind like that of Nigel, a 
degrading reflection. 

Be went to the window of his apartment, and found 
the street enveloped in one of those thick, dingy, yellow- 
coloured fogs, which often invest the lower part of London 
and W estminster. Amid the darkness, dense and palpable, 
were seen to wander like phantoms a reveller or two, 
whom the morning had surprised where the evening left 
them ; and who now, with tottering steps, and by an 
instinct which intoxication could not wholly overcome, 
were groping the way to their own homes, to convert day 
into night, tor the purpose of sleeping off the debaucn 
which had turned night into day. Although it was broad 
^y in the other parts of the city, it w^as scarce dawn yet 
in Alsatia ; and none of the sounds of industry or occupa- 
tion were there heard, which had lo:^ before aroused the 
slumberers in every other quarter. The prospect was too 
tiresome and disagreeable to detain Lora Glenvarloch at 
his station, so, turning from the window, he examined 
with more interest the furniture and appearance of the 
apartment which he tenanted. 

Much of it had been in its time rich and curious — there 
was a huge four-post bed, with as much carved oak about 
it as would have made the head of a man-of-war, and 
tapestry hangings ample enough to have been her sails. 
There was a huge mirror with a massy fr.ame of gilt brass- 
work, which was of Venetian manufacture, and must have 
been worth a considerable sum before it received the 
tremendous crack, which, traversing it from one corner to 
the other, bore the same proportion to the surface that 
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the Nile bears to the map of Egypt. The chairs were of 
different forms and shapes, some had been carved, some 
gilded, some covered with damasked leather, some with 
Embroidered work, but all were damaged and wonn-eaten. 
vhere was a picture of Susanna and the Elders over the 
diimney-piece, which might have been accounted a choice 
ppce, had not the rats made free with the chaste fair one’s 
n^e, and with the beard of one of her reverend admirers. 

^ a word, all that Lord Gleiivarloch saw, seemed to 
liale been articles carried off by appraisement or distress, 
or i)ought as pennyworths at some obscure broker’s, ana 
huctiled together in the apartment, as in a saleroom, with- 
out vegard to taste or congruity. 

Tile place appeared to Nigel to resemble the houses 
near the sea-coast, w’hich are too often furnished with 
the spoils of wrecked .vessels, as this was probably fitted 
up witli the relics of ruined profligates. — “3^^ own skiff 
is among the breakers,” thought Lord Glenvarloch, 
“thougli my wreck will add little to the profits of the 
spoiler.’' 

He was chiefly interested in the state of the grate, a 
huge assemblage of rusted iron bars which stood in the 
chimney, unequally supported by three brazen feet, 
moulded into the form of lion’s claws, while the fourth, 
which had been bent by an accident, seemed proudly up- 
lifted as if to paw the ground ; or as if the whole article 
had nourished the ambitious purpose of pacing forth into 
the middle of the apartment, and had one foot ready 
raised for the journey. A smile passed over Nigel’s face 
as this fan^stic idea presented itself to his fancy. — “I 
must stop its march, however,” he thought; “for this 
morning is chill and raw enough to demand some fire.” 

He called accordingly from the top of a large staircase, 
with a heavy oaken balustrade, which gave access to his 
own and other apartments, for the liouse was old and of 
considerable size ; but, receiving no answer to his repeated 
summons, ho was compelled to go in search of some one 
wdio might accommodate him witli what he wanted. 

Nigel had, according to the fashion of the old world in 
Scotland, received an education which might, in most 
particulars, be termed simple, liardy, and unostentatious ; 
but he had, nevertheless, been accustomed to much personal 
deference, and to the constant attendance and ministry of 
one or more domestics. This was the universal custom in 
Scotland, where wages were next to nothing, and where, 
indeed, a man of tiSe or influence might have as many 
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attendants as he pleased, for the mere expense of foodV 
clothe^ and countenance. Nigel was therefore mortifies 
and displeased when he founa himself without notice o/ 
attendance ; and the more dissatisfied, because he was 
the same time angry with himself for suffering such a 
trifle to trouble him at all, amongst matters of more d^p 
concernment. “There must surdy be some servant^ in 
so large a house as this,” said he, as he wandered over the 
place, throimh which he was conducted by a passage wfich 
branched off from the gallery. As he went on, he tried 
the entrance to several apartments, some of whiol he 
found were locked and others unfurnished, all apparently 
unoccupied ; so that at length ho returned to the stai^chaOj 
and resolved to make his way down to the lower pirt of 
the house, where he supposed he must at least find fixe old 
gentleman, and his ill-favoured daughter. With this 
purpose he first made his entrance into a little low, dark 
parlour, containing a well-worn leathern easy chair, before 
which stood a pair of slippers, while on the left sid^ rested a 
crutch-handlea staff , an oaken taV)le stood befoie it, apd 
supported a huge desk clamped with iron, and a massive 
pewter inkstand. Around the apartment were shelves, 
cabinets, and other places convenient for depositing 
papers. A sword, mustetoon, and a pair of pistols, hung 
over the chimney, in ostentatious display, as if to intimate 
that the proprietor would bo prompt in the defence of his 
premises. 

“This must be the usurer’s den,” thought Nigel ; and 
he was about to call aloud, when the old man, awakened 
even by the slightest noise, for avarice seldom sleeps 
sound, soon was h^rd from the inner room, speaking in a 
voice of irritability, rendered more tremulous by his 
morning cough. 

“ Ugh, ugh, ugh— -who is there ? I say— ugh, ugh — who 
is there ? Whjr, Martha ! — ugh, ugh — Martha Trapbois — 
here be thieves in the house, and they will not speak to 
me— why, Martha I — thieves, thieves — ugh, ugh, ugh I ” 

Nigel endeavoured to explain, but the idea of thieves 
had taken possession of the old man’s pineal glan4» and he 
kept coughing and screaming, and screaming and odughing, 
until the gracious Martha entered the apartment; and, 
having first outscreamed her father, in order to oonvincd 
him that there was no danger, and to assure him that the 
intruder was their new lodger, and having as often heard 
her sire ejaculate— “ Hold him fast — ugh, ugh— hold him 
fast till I come,” she at length succeeded in silencing his 
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t irs and h!s clamour, and then coldly and dryly asked 
rd Glenvarloch what he wanted in her father’s apart- 
h\ent. 

Her lodger had, in the meantime, leisure to contemplate 
her appearance, which did not by any means improve the 
ida^ he had formed of it by candlelight on the preceding 
ev^ing. She was dressea in what was called a Queen 
Many’s ruff and farthingale ; not the falling ruff with 
whi^h the unfortunate Mary of Scotland is usually painted, 
but that which, with more than Spanish stiffness, sur- 
rounded the throat, and setoff the morose head, of her 
fierce namesake, of Smithfield memory. This antiquated 
dress assorted well with the faded complexion, grey eyes, 
thin lips, and austere visage of the antiquated maiden, 
which was, moreover, enhanced by a black hood, worn as 
her head-gear, carefully disposed so as to prevent any of 
her hair from escaping to view, probably because the 
simplicity of the period knew no art of disguising the 
colour with which time had begun to grizzle ner tresses. 
Her figure was tall, thin, and flat, with skinny arms and 
hands, and feet of the larger size, cased in huge nigh -heeled 
shoes, which added height to a stature already ungainly. 
Apparently some art had been used by the tailor, to 
conceal a slight d()fect of shape, occasioned by the 
accidental elevation of one shoulder above the other ; but 
the praiseworthy efforts of the ingenious mechanic had 
only succeeded in calling the attention of the observer to 
his benevolent purpose, without demonstrating that he 
had been able to achieve it. 

Such was Mrs Martha Trapbois, whose dry “What 
were you seeking here, sir?” fell again, and with reiterated 
sharpness, on the ear of Nigel, as he gazed upon her 
presence, and compared it internally to one of the faded 
and grim figures in the old tapestry which adorned his 
bedstead. It was, however, necessary to reply, and he 
answered, that he came in search of tlie servants, as he 
desired to have a fire kindled in his apartment on account 
of the rawness of the morning. 

“The woman who does our char-work^” answered 
Mistress Martha, “comes at eight o’clock — if you w’^aiit 
fire sooner, there are fagots and a bucket of sea-coal in 
the stone-closet at the head of the stair— and there is a 
flint and steel on the upper shelf — you can light fire for 
yourself if you will.” 

“No — no — no, ^Martha,” ejaculated her father, who, 
having donned his rusty tunic, with Ida hose all ungirt, 
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and his feet slip-shod, hastily came ont of the inne^ 
apartment, with his mind probably full of robbers, for be 
had a naked rapier in his hand, which still looked formal- 
able, though rust had somewhat marred its shine. — Wbat 
he had heard at entrance about lighting a fire, bad 
changed, however, the current of his ideas. “ No — co — 
no,” he cried, and each negative was more emphatic fhan 
its predecessor — “The gentleman shall not have the 
trouble to put on a fire — ugh — ugh. I’ll put it on myself, 
for a con-si-de-ra-ti-on.” 

This last word was a favourite expression with the old 
gentleman, which he pronounced in a peculiar manner, 
gasping it out syllable by syllable, and laying a strong 
emphasis upon the last. It was, indeed, a sort of protect- 
ing clause, by which he guarded himself against all in- 
conveniences attendant on the rash habit of oftering 
service or civility of any kind, the which, when hastily 
snapped at by those to whom they are uttered, give the 
proiferer sometimes room to repent his promptitude. 

“ For shame, father,” said Martha, “ that must not be. 
Master Grahame will kindle his own fire, or wait till 
the char-woman comes to do it for him, just as likes him 
best.” 

“No, child — no, child. Child Martha, no,” reiterated 
the old miser — “no char- woman shall ever touch a grate 
ill my house ; they put — ugh, ugh — the fagot uppermost, 
and so the coal kindles not, and the flame goes up the 
chimn^, and wood and heat are both thrown away. 
Now, I will lay it properly for the gentleman, for a 
consideration, so that it shall last — ugh, ugli — last the 
whole day.” Here his vehemence increased his cough so 
violently, that Nigel could only, from a scattered word 
here and there, comprehend that it was a recommendation 
to his daughter to remove the poker and tongs from the 
stranger’s fireside, with an assurance, that, when necessary, 
his landlord would be in attendance to adjust it himself, 
“ for a consideration.” 

Martha paid as little attention to the old man’s injunc- 
tions as a predominant dame gives to those of a henpecked 
husband. She only repeated, in a deeper and more 
emphatic tone of censure, — “For shame, father — for 
shame ! ” then, turning to her guest, said, with her usual 
ungraciousness of manner, — “ Master Grahame — ^it is best 
to be plain with you at first. My father is an old, a very 
old man, and his wits, as you may see, are somewhat 
weakened—though I would not advise you to make a 



THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 


277 


l&argain with him, else you may find them too sharp for 
your own. For myself, I am a lone woman, and, to say 
truth, care little to see or converse with any one. If you 
can be satisfied with house-room, shelter, and safety, it 
wull be your own fault if you have them not, and they are 
not always to be found in this unhappy quarter. But, if 
you seek deferential observance and attendance, 1 tell 
you at once you will not find them here.” 

“ 1 am not wont either to thrust myself upon acquaint- 
ance, madam, or to give trouble,” said the guest ; “ never- 
theless. I shall need the assistance of a domestic to assist 
me to aress — Perhaps you can recommend me to such?” 

“Yes, to twenty,’^ answered Mistress Martha, “who will 
pick your purse while they tie your points, and cut your 
throat while they smooth your pillow.” 

“I will be his servant myselv said the old man, whose 
intellect, for a moment clistanced, had again, in some 
measure, got up with the conversation. “I will brush 
his cloaK — ugh, ugh — and tie his points — ugh, ugh — and 
clean his shoes — ugh — and run on his errands with speed 
and safety — ugh, ugh, ugh, ugh — for a consideration.’* 

“ Good-morrow to you, sir,” said Martiia, to Nigel, in a 
tone of direct and positive dismissal. “It cannot be 
agreeable to a daughter that a stranger should hear her 
father speak thus. If you bo really a gentleman, you will 
retire to your own apartment.” 

“I will not delay a moment,” said Nigel, respectfully, 
for he was sensible that circumstances palliated the 
woman’s rudeness. “ I would but ask you, if seriously 
there can be danger in procuring the assistance of a 
serving-man in this place V 
“Young gentleman,” said Martha, “you must know 
little of Whitefriars to ask the question. We live alone 
in this house, and seldom has a stranger entered it ; nor 
should you, to be plain, had my will been consulted. 
Look at the door — see if that of a castle can be better 
secured ; the windows of the first floor are grated on the 
outside, and within, look to these shutters.” 

She pulled one or them aside, and showed a ponderous 
apparatus of bolts and chains for securing the window- 
shutters^ while her father, pressing to her side, seized her 
gown with a trembling hand, and said, in a low whisper, 
“ Show not the trick of locking and undoing them. Snow 
him not the trick on’t, Martha~ugh, ugn-^-on no con- 
sideration.” Martha went on, without paying him any 
attention. 
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“And yet, young gentleman, we have been more than 
once like to find all these defences too weak to protect 
our lives ; such an evil eiSect on the wicked generation 
around us hath been made by the unhappy report of my 
poor father^s wealth/' 

“ Say nothing of that, housewife,” said the miser, his 
irritability increased by the very supposition of his being 
wealthy — “Say nothing of that, or I will beat thee, 
housewife — beat thee with my staff, for fetching and 
carrying lies that will procure our throats to be cut at 
last-yugh, ugh. — I am but a poor man,” he continued, 
turning to Nigel — “a very poor man, that am willing to do 
any honest turn upon earth, for a modest consideration.” 

“I therefore warn you of the life you must lead, young 
gentleman,” piicl Martha ; “ the poor woman who does the 
char- work will assist you so far as is in her power, but the 
wise man is his own best servant and assistant.” 

“It is a lesson you have taught me^ madam, and I 
thank you for it — I will assuredly study it at leisure.” 

“You will dd well,” said Martha; “and as you seem 
thankful for advice, I, though I am no professed counsellor 
of others, will give you more. Make no intimacy with 
any one in Whitefriars — borrow no money, on any score, 
especially from my father, for, dotard as he seems, he will 
make an ass of you. Last, and best of all, stay uere not 
an instant longer than you can help it. Farewell, sir.” 

“A gnarled tree may bear good fruit, and a harsh 
nature may give good counsel,” thought the Lord of 
Glenvarlocn, as he retreated to his own apaHment, where 
the same reflection occurred to him again and again, 
while, unable as yet to reconcile himself to the thoughts or 
becoming his own fire-maker, he walked up and down his 
bedroom, to warm himself by exercise. 

At length his meditations arranged themselves in the 
following soliloquy — by which expression I beg leave to 
observe once for all, that I do not mean that Nigel 
literally said aloud with his bodily organs, the woms 
which follow in inverted commas (while pacing the room 
by himself), but that I myself choose to present to 
my dearest reader the picture of my hero's mind, his 
reflections ana resolution^ in the form of a speech* rather 
than in that of a narrative. In other words, I have put 
his thoughts into language ; and this I conceive to be thb 
purpose of the soliloquy upon the stage as well as in the 
eloset, being at once the most natural, and perhaps the 
only way of communicating to the spectator what is 
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supposed to be passing in the bosom of the scenic 
personage. There are no such soliloquies in nature, it is 
true, but unless they were received as a conventional 
medium of communication betwixt the poet and the 
audience, we should reduce dramatic authors to the recipe 
of Master Puff, who makes Lord Burleigh intimate a long 
train of political reasoning to the audience, by one com- 
prehensive shake of his noddle. In narrative, no doubt, 
the writer has the alternative of telling that his personages 
thought so and so, inferred thus and thus, and arrived at 
such and such a conclusion ; but the soliloquy is a more 
concise and spirited mode of communicating the same 
information ; and therefore thus communed, or thus 
might have communed, the Lord of Glenvarlocn with his 
own mind. 

“She is right, and has taught me a lesson I will profit 
by. I have been, through my whole lif^ one who leant 
upon others for that assistance, which it is more truly 
noble to derive from my own exertions. I am ashamed 
of feeling the paltry inconvenience which long habit had 
led me to annex to the want of a servant’s assistance — I 
am ashamed of that ; but far, far more am I ashamed to 
have suffered the same habit of throwing my own burden 
on others, to render me, since I came to this city, a mere 
victim of those ©vents, wnich I have never even attempted 
to influence — a thing never acting, but perpetually acted 
upon — protected by one friend, deeeiv(^d by another ; but 
in the advantage which I received from the one, and the 
evil I have sustained from the other, as passive and 
helpless as a boat that drifts without oar or rudder at the 
mercy of the winds and waves. I became a courtier, 
because Heriot so advised it— a gamester, because T)al- 
garno so contrived it — an Alsatian, because Lowest oft‘e so 
willed it. Whatever of good or bad has befallen me, hath 
arisen out of the agency of others, not from my own. 
My father’s son must no longer hold this facile and 
puerile course* Live or die, sink or swim, Nigel Olifaunt, 
from this moment, shall owe his safety, success, and 
honour, to his own exertions, or shall fall with the credit 
of having at least exerted his own free agency. I will 
Write it down in my tablets, in her very words, — ‘The 
wise man is his own best assistant.’ ” 

He had just put his tablets in his pocket when the old 
char-woman, who, to add to her efficiency, was sadly 
crippled by rheumatism, hobbled into the room, to try if 
she could gain a small gratification by w^aiting on the 
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stranger. She readily undertook to get Lord Glenvar- 
loch^s oreakfast, and, as there was an eating-house at the 
next-door, she succeeded in a shorter time than Nigel had 
augured. 

As his solitary meal was finished, one of the Temple 
porters, or inferior officers, was announced, as seeking 
Master Graham e, on the part of his friend, Master 
LowestofFe ; and, being admitted by the old woman to 
his apartment, he delivered to Nigel a small mail-trunk, 
with the clothes he had desired should be sent to him, 
and then, with more mystery, put into his hand a casket, 
or strong-box, which he carefully concealed beneath his 
cloak. “ I am glad to be rid on't,” said the fellow, as he 
placed it on the table. 

“ Why, it is surely not so very heavy,” answered Nigel, 
“ and you are a stout young man.” 

“Ay, sir,” replied the fellow; “but Sampson himself 
would not have carried such a matter sarely through 
Alsatia, had the lads of the HuiF known what it was. 
Please to look into it, sir, and see all is right — I am an 
honest fellow, and it comes safe out of my hands. How 
long it may remain so afterwards, will depend on your 
own care. I would not my good name were to suffer by 
any after-clap.” 

To satisfy the scruples of the messenger, Lord Glen- 
varloch opened the casket in his presence, and saw that 
his small stock of money, with two or three valuable 
papers which it contained, and particularly the original 
sign-manual which the King had granted in his favour, 
were in the same order in which he had left them. At 
the man’s further instance, he availed himself of the writ- 
ing materials which were in the casket, in order to send 
a line to Master Lowestoffe, declaring that his property 
had reached him in safety. He added some grateful ac- 
knowledgments for Lowestoffe’s services, and, just as he 
was sealing and delivering his billet to the messenger, his 
aged landlord entered the apartment. His thre^bare 
suit of black clothes was now somewhat better arranged 
than they had been in the dishabille of bis first appearance, 
and his nerves and intellects seemed to be less fluttered : 
for, without much coughing or hesitation, he invited 
Nigel to partake of a morning draught of wholesome 
single alcj which he brought in a large leathern tankard, 
or black-jack, carried in the one hand, while the other 
stirred it round with a sprig of rosemary, to give it, as 
the old man said, a flavour, • 
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Nigel declined the courteous proffer, and intimated by 
his maimer, while he did so, that he desired no intrusion 
on the privacy of liis own apartment ; which, indeed, he 
was the more entitled to maintain, considering the cold 
reception he had that morning met with when straying 
from its precincts into those of his landlord. But the 
open casket contained matter, or rather metal, so attrac- 
tive to old Traphois, that he remained fixed, like a setting- 
dog at a deaa point, liis nose advanced, and one hand 
expanded like the lifted forepaw, by which that sagacious 
quadruped sometimes indicates that it is a hare which he 
has in the wind. Nigel was about to break the charm 
which had thus arrested old Trapbois, by shutting the lid 
of the casket, when his attention was withdrawn from 
him by the question of the messenger, who, holding out 
the letter, asked whether he was to leave it at Mr Lowe- 
stoffe’s chambers in the Temiile, or carry it to the Mar- 
shalsca ? 

“The Marshalsea?” repeated Lord Glenvarloch; “what 
of the Marshalsea 

“ Why, sir,” said the man, “ the poor gentleman is laid 
up there in lavender, because, they say, his own kind 
heart led him to scald his fingers with another man’s 
broth.” 

Nigel hastily snatched back the letter, broke the seal, 
joined to the contents his earnest entreaty that he might 
oe instantly acquainted with the cause of his confinement, 
and added, that, if it arose out of liis own unhappy affair, 
it would be of brief duration, since lie had, even before 
hearing of a reason which so peremptorily demanded that 
he should surrender himself, adopted the resolution to do 
so, as the manliest and most proper course which his ill 
fortune and imprudence had left in his own power. He 
therefore conjured Mr Low^estoffe to have no delicacy 
upon this score, but, since his surrender was what he had 
determined upon as a sacrifice due to his own character, 
that he would have the frankness to mention in wliat 
manner it could be best arranged, so as to extricate him. 
Lowestoffe, from the restraint to which the writer could 
not but fear his friend had been subjected, on account of 
the generous interest which he had taken in his concerns. 
The letter concluded, that the writer would suffer twenty- 
four hours to elapse in expectation of hearing from him, 
and, at the end of that period, was determined to put his 
purpose in execution. He delivered the billet to the 
messenger, and, enforcing his request with a piece of 
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^oney* urged hitn, without a iuoment^s delay, to convey 
it to the hands of Master Lowestoffe. 

«I — carry it to him myself,” said the old 
usurer, “ for half the consideration.” 

The man, who heard this attempt to take his duty and 
perquisites over his head, lost no time in pocketing the 
money, and departed on his errand as fast as he could. 

“ Master Trapbois,” said Nigel, addressing the old man 
somewhat impatiently, “had you any particular com- 
mands for mer^ 

“I — I — came to see if you rested well,” answered the 
old man ; “ and— if I could do anything to setve you, on 
any consideration.” 

“Sir, I thank you,” said Lord Gletlvarloch — “I thank 
you ; and, ere he could say more, a heavy footstep was 
heard on the stair. 

“ My God ! ” exclaimed the old man, starting up — “ Why, 
Dorothy — char- woman — why, daughter, — draw bolt, I say, 
housewives — the door hath been left a-latch ! ” 

The door of the chamber opened wide, and in strutted 
the portly bulk of the military hero whom Nigel had on 
the preceding evening in vain endeavoured to recognise. 


CHAPTER XXIIL 

!?wa9h^BucldeT, Bilboe’s the word — 

Pierrot. It hath been S)K>ko too often. 

The si>ell hath lost its charm— I tell thee, friend. 

The meanest cur that trots the street, will turn. 

And snarl against your proffer’d bastinado. 

Swdsh- Buckler. 'Tis art shall do it, then— I will dose the 
mongrels — 

Or, in plain terms, Til use the private knife 
'Stead of tlie brandish’d falchion. 

Old Play. 

The noble Captain Colepepper or Pepperciill, for he 
was known by both these names, and some others besides, 
had a martial and a swashing exterior, which, on the 
• present occasion, was rendered; yet more peculiar, by a 
patch covering his left eye and a part of the cheek. 
The sleeves of his thickset velvet jerkin were polished 
and shone with grease,— his buff gloves had huge tops, 
which reached almost to the elbow ; his sword-belt of tne 
same materials extended its breadth from his haunch- 
bone to his small ribs, and supported on the one side his 
large black 'Kilted back-sword, on the other a dagger of 
like proportions. He paid his compliments to Nigel with 
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tKat air of predotorminod effrontery, which announces 
that it will not be repelled by any coldness of reception, 
asked Trapbois how he did, by the familiar title of ola 
Peter Pillory, and then, seizing upon the black-jack, 
emptied it off at a draught, to the health of the last and 
youngest freeman of Alsatia, the noble and loving Master 
K igel Grahame. 

When he had set down the empty pitcher and drawn 
his breath, he began to criticise the liquor which it had 
lately contained. — ‘‘Sufficient single beer, old Pillory — 
and, as I take it, brewed at the rate of a nutshell of malt 
to a butt of Thames — as dead as a corpse, too, and yet it 
went hissing down my throat— bubbling, by Jove, like 
water upon hot iron. — You left us early, noble Master 
Grahame, but, good faith, we had a carouse to your 
honour — wo heard butt ring hollow ere we parted ; we 
were m loving as inkle- weavers — we fought, too, to finish 
off the gawdy. I bear some marks of the parson about 
me, you see — a note of the sermon or so, which should 
have been addressed to my ear, but missed its mark, and 
reached my left eye. The man of God bears my sign- 
manual too, but the Duke made us friends again, and it 
cost me more sack than 1 could carry, and all the Rhenish 
to boot, to pledge the seer in the. w ay of love and recon- 
ciliation — Rut, Oaracco ! Tis a vile old canting slave for 
all that, whom I will one day beat out of his devil’s livery 
into all the colours of the rainbow. — Rasta ! — Said I well, 
old Trapbois ? Where is thy daughter, man ? — what says 
she to my suit ?— ’tis an honest one — wilt have a soldier 
for thy sdii-in-law. old Pillory, to mingle the soul of 
martial honour with thy thieving, miching, petty-laroeny 
bloo(L as men put bold brandy into muddy ale?” 

“M.y daughter receives not company so early, noble 
captain,’^ said the usurer, and concluded his speech with a 
dry, emphatical “ugh, ugh.” 

“What, upon no con-si-de-ra-ti-on ? ” said the Captain ; 
“and wherefore not, old Truepenny? she has not much 
time to lose in driving her bargain, methinks.” 

“Captain,” said Trapbois, “I was upon some little 
business with our noble friend here, Master Nigel Green 
—ugh, ugh, ugh 

“And you would have me gone, I warrant you?” 
answered the bully’; “but patience, old Pillory, thine 
hour is not yet come, man— You see,” he said, pointing to 
the casket, “that noble Master Grahame, whom you call 
Green, has got the decuses and the smeltsJ* 
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** Which you would willingly rid him of, ha ! ha ! — ugh, 
ugh,” answered the usurer, “ if you knew how — but, lack- 
a-day ! thou art one of those that come out for wool, and 
art sure to go home shorn. Why, now, but that I am 
sworn against laying of wagers, I would risk some con- 
sideration that this honest guest of mine sends thee home 
penniless, if thou darest venture with him — ugh, ugh — at 
any game which gentlemen play at.” - 

“ Marry, thou hast me on the hip there, thou old miserly 
cony-catcher!” answered the captain, taking a bale of 
dice from the sleeve of his coat : “ I must always keep 
company with these damnable doctors, and they have 
made me every baby’s cully, and purged my purse into an 
atrophy ; but never mind, it passes the time as well as 
aught else — How say you, Master Grahame ?” 

The fellow paused ; but even the extremity of his 
impudence could hardly withstand the cold look of utter 
contempt with which Nigel received his proposal, return- 
ing it with a simple, “I only play where I know my 
company, and never in the morning. 

“Cards may be more agreeable,” said Captain Cole- 
pepper ; “and, for knowing your company, here is honest 
old rillory will tell you Jack Colepepper plays as truly 
on the square as e’er a man that trowled a die — Men talk 
of high and low dice, Fulhams and bristles, topping, 
knapping, slurring, stabbing, and a hundred ways of 
rooking besides ; but broil me like a rasher of bacon, if I 
could ever learn the trick on ’em ! ” 

“You have got the vocabulary perfect, sir, at the least,'' 
said Nigel, in the same cold tone. 

“Yes, by mine honour have I,” returned the Hector; 
“ they are phrases that a gentleman learns about town. — 
But perhaps you would like a set at tennis, or a game at 
balloon — we have an indifferent good court hard by here, 
and a set of as gentlemanlike blades as ever ^ingea 
leather against brick and mortar.” 

“I beg to be excused at present,” said Lord Qlenvarloch ; 
“and to be plain, among the valuable privileges your 
society has conferred on me, I hope I may reckon that of 
being private in my own apartment when I have a mind." 

“ Your humble servant, sir,” said the captain ; “ and I 
thank you for your civility — Jack Colepepper can have 
enough of company, and thrusts himself on no one. — But 
perhaps you will like to make a match at skittles ? ” 

“I am by no means that way disposed,” replied the 
young nobleman. 
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“ Or to leap a flea—run a snail— match a wherry, eh ? ” 

“ No — I will do none of these,” answered Nigel. 

Here the old man, who had been watching with his 
little peery eyes, pulled the bulky Hector by the skirt, 
and wnispered, “ Do not vapour him the huff, it will not 
pass — let the trout play, he will rise to the hook presently.” 

But the bully, confiding in his own strength, and pro- 
bably mistaking for timidity the patient scorn with which 
Nigel received his proposals, incited also by the opeii 
ca^et, began to assume a louder and more threatening 
tone. He drew himself up, bent his brows, assumed a 
look of professional ferocity, and continued, “ In Alsatia, 
look ye, a man must be neighbourly and companionable. 
Zouns 1 sir, we would slit any nose that was turned up at 
us honest fellows.— Ay, sir, we would slit it up to the 
gristle, though it had smelt nothing all its life but musk, 
ambergris, and court-scented water. — Rabbit me, I am a 
soldier, and care no more for a lord than a lamplighter 1 ” 

“Are you seeking a quarrel, sir?” said Nigel, calmly, 
having in truth no desire to engage himself in a discredit- 
able broil in such a place, and witli such a character. 

“Quarrel, sir?” said the captain ; “I am not seeking a 
quarrel, though I care not how soon I find one. Only I 
wish you to understand you must be neighbourly, that’s 
all. What if we should go over the water to the garden, 
and see a bull hanked this fine morning — ’sdeath, will 
you do nothing ? ” 

“Something I am strangely tempted to do at this 
moment,” said Nigel. 

“Videlicet,” said Colepeppcr, with a swaggering air, 
“let us hear the temptation.” 

“ I am tempted to throw you headlong from the window, 
unless you presently make the best of your way down 
stairs.” 

“Throw me from the window ?— hell and furies ! ” ex- 
claimed the captain ; “I have confronted twenty crooked 
sabres at Euda with my single rapier, and shall a chitty- 
faced, beggarly Scots lordling, speak of me and a window 
in the same breath ?— Stand off, old Pillory, let me make 
Scots collops of him — he dies the death ! ” 

“For the love of Heaven, gentlemen,” exclaimed the 
old miser, throwing himself between them, “do not 
break the peace on any consideration ! Noble guest, 
forbear the captain— he is a very Hector of Troy — Trusty 
Hector, forbear my guest, he is like to prove a very 
Achilles-ugh-ugh” 
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Here he was interrupted by his asthma, bvit neverthe- 
less, continued to interpose his person between Colepepper 
(who had unsheatlied his whinyard, and was making vain 
passes at his antagonist) and Nigel, who had stepped 
^ck to take his sword, and now held it undrawn in his 
left hand. 

“Make an end of this foolery, you scoundrel!” said 
Nieel — “ Do you come hither to veht your noisy oaths 
ana your bottled-up valour on me? You seem to kiiovr 
me, and I am half ashamed to say T have at length been 
able to recollect you — remember the garden behind the 
ordinary, you dastardly ruiiian, and the speed with which 
fifty men saw you run from a drawn ^sword. — Get you 
gone, sir, and do not put me to the vile labour of cudgel* 
liim 4uph a cowardly rascal down stairs.” 

The bully’s countenance grew dark as night at this 
unexpected recognition ; for ne had undoubtedly thought 
himself secure in his change of dress, and his black patch, 
from being discovered by a person who had seen him but 
once. He set his teeth, clenched his hands, and it seemed 
as if he was seeking for a moment’s courage to fly upon 
his antagonist. But his heart failed, he sheathed his 
sword, turned his back in gloomy silence, and spoke not 
until he reached the door, when, turning round, he said, 
with a deep oath, “If 1 be not avenged of you for this 
insolence ere many days go by, I would the gadlows had 
my body, and the devil my spirit 1 ” 

So saying, and with a look where determined spite and 
malice made his features savagely fierce, though they 
could not overcome his fear, he turned and left the house. 
Nigel followed him as far as the gallery at the head of 
the staircase, with the purpose of seeing him depart, and 
ere he returned was met by Mistress Martha Trapbois, 
whom the noise of the quarrel had summoned from her 
own apartment. He could not resist Sfiying to her in his 
natural displeasure — “I would, madam, you could teach 
your father and his friends the lesson which you hod the 
goodness to bestow on me this morning, and prevail on 
them to leave me the unmolested privacy of my own 
apartment.” 

“If you came hither for quiet or retirement, young 
man,” answered she, “you have been advised to an evu 
retreat. ^ You might seek mercy in the Star-Chamber, or 
holiness in h^ll, with better success than quiet in Alsatia. 
But my father shall trouble you no longer.” 

So saying, she entered the apartment, and, fixing her 
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eyes on the casket, she said with emphasis — “If you 
display such a loadstone, it will draw many a steel knife 
to your throat.” 

While Nigel hastily shut the casket, she addressed her 
father, upbraiding him, with smhll reverence, for keeping 
company with the cowardly, hectoring, murdering villain, 
John Colepepper. 

“Ay, ay, child,'* said the old man, with the cunning 
leer which intimated perfect satisfaction with his own 
superior address — “I know— 1 know — ugh^but*I'll cross- 
bite him —I know them all, and 1 can manage them — ay, 
ay — 1 have the trick on’t — u^h — ugh.” 

“ You manage, father !” said the austere damsel ; “you 
will manage to have your tliroat cut, and that ere long. 
You cannot hide from them your gains and your gold as 


formerly.” 

“ My gains, wench ^ niy gold said the usurer ; “alack- 
a-day, few of these and hard got — few and hard got.” 

“ Tins will not serve you, hither, any longer,” said she, 
“ and had not served you thus long, but that Bully Cole- 
pepper had contrived a cheaper way of plundering your 
house, oven by means of niy miserable self. — But why do 
1 speak to hini of all this,” she said, checking herself, and 
shrugging l^er shoulders with an expression of pity which 
did not fall much short of scorn. “Ue hears me not — he 


thinks not of me. — Is it not strange that the love of 
gathering gold should survive tlie care to preserve both 
projierty and life ?” 

“Your father,” said Lord Glenvarloch, who could not 
help respecting the strong sense and feeling sho^vn by 
this poor woman, even amidst all her rudeness and severity, 
“ your father seems to have his faculties sufficiently alert 
when he is in the exercise of his ordinary pursuits and 
functions. I wonder he is not sensible of the weight of 
your arguments.” 

“ Nature made him a man senseless of danger, and that 
insensibility is tlie best thing I have derived from him,” 
said she ; “ age has left him shrewdness enough to tread 
his old beaten paths, but not to seek new courses. The old 
blind horse will long continue to go its rounds in the mill, 
when it would stumble in the open meadow.” 

“Daughter !— why, wench —why, housewife!” said the 
old man, awakening out of some dream, in which he had 
been sneering and chuckling in imagination, probably 
over a successful piece of roguery,— “go to chamber, 
wench — go to chamber — draw bolts and chain — look sharp 
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to door— let none in or out but worshipful Master Grahame 
— I must take my cloak, and go to Duke Hilclebrod — ay, 
ay, time has been, my own warrant was enough ; but the 
lower we lie, the more are we under the wind.” 

And, with his wonted chorus of muttering and cough- 
ing, the old man left the apartment. His daughter stood 
for a moment looking after him, with her usual expression 
of discontent and sorrow. 

“You ought to persuade your father,” said Nigel, “to 
leave thife evil neignbourhooa, if you are in reality appre- 
hensive for his safety.” 

“He would be safe in no other quarter,” said the 
daughter ; “ I would ratlier the old man were dead than 
publicly dishonoured. In other quarters he would be 
pelted and pursued, like an owl which ventures into sun- 
shine. Here he was safe, while his comrades could avail 
themselves of his talents ; he is now squeezed and fleeced 
by them on every pretence. They consider him as a 
vessel on the strand, from which each may snatch a prey ; 
and the very jealousy which they entertain respecting 
him as a common property, may perhaps induce them to 
guard him from more private and daring assaults.” 

“Still, methinks, you ought to leave this place,” answered 
Nigel, “since you might find a safe retreat in some dis- 
tant country.” 

“ In Scotland, doubtless,” said she, looking at him with 
a sharp and suspicious eye, “and enrich strangers with 
our rescued wealth — Ha 1 young man ? ” 

“Madam, if you knew me,” said Lord Glenvarloch, 
“you would spare the suspicion implied in your words.” 

“ Who shall assure me of that ? ” said Martha, sharply. 
“Thev say you are a brawler and a gamester, and 1 know 
how mr these are to be trusted by the unhappy.” 

“They do me wrong, by Heaven!” said Lord Glen- 
varloch. 

“It may be so,” said Martha ; “I am little interested in 
the degree of your vice or your folly ; but it is plain, that 
the one or the other has conducted you hither, and that 
your best hope of peace, safety, and happiness, is to be 
gone, with the least possible delay, from a place which is 
always a sty for swine, and often a shambles.” So saying, 
she left the apartment. 

There was something in the ungracious manner of this 
female, amounting almost to contempt of him she spoke 
to— -an indignity to which Glenvarloch, notwithstanding 
his poverty, had not as yet been personally exposed, and 
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which, therefore, gaye him a transitory feeling of painful 
surprise. Neither did the dark hints which Martha threw 
out concerning the danger of his place of refuge, sound 
by any means agreeably to his ears. The bravest man, 
placed in a situation in which he is surrounded by sus- 
picious persons, and renioy|d from all counsel and assist- 
ance, except those afibrdea by a valiant heart and a 
strong arm, experiences a sinking of the spirit, a con- 
sciousness of abandonment, which for a moment chills 
his blood, and depresses his natural gallantry of dispo- 
sition. 

But, if sad reflections arose in NigeVs mind, he had not 
time to indulge them ; and, if he saw little prospect of 
finding friends in Alsatia, he found that he was not likely 
to be solitary for lack of visitors. 

He had scarcely paced his apartment for ten minutes, 
endeavouring to arrange his ideas on the course which he 
was to pursue on quitting Alsatia, when he was inter- 
rupted oy the Sovereign of the quarter, the great Duke 
Hiidebrod himself, before whose approach the bolts and 
chains of the miser’s dwelling fell, or withdrew, as of their 
own accord ; and both the folding leaves of the door were 
opened, that he might roll himself into the house like a 
huge butt of liquor, a vessel to which ho bore a consider- 
able outward resemblance, both in size, shape, complexion, 
and contents. 

“Good-morrow to your lordship,” said the greasy 
puncheon, cocking his single eye, and rolling it upon 
Ni^el with a singular expression of familiar impudence ; 
whilst his grim bull-dog, which was close at his heels, 
made a kind of gurgling in his throat, as if saluting in 
similar fashion a starved cat, the only living thing in 
Trapbois’ house which we have not yet enumerated, and 
which had flown up to the top of the tester, where she 
stood clutching and grinning at the mastiff’, whose greeting 
she accepted with as much good-will as Nigel bestowed 
on that of the dog’s master. 

“Peace, Belziel— D— n thee, peace!” said Duke Hiide- 
brod. “ Beasts and fools will be meddling, my lord.” 

“ I thought, sir,” answered Nigel, with as much haughti- 
ness as was consistent with the cool distance which he 
desired to preserve, “ I thought I had told you, my name 
at present was Nigel Grahame.” 

His eminence or Whitefriars on this burst out into a 
loud, chuckling, impudent laugh, repeating the word, till 
his voice was almost inarticulate, — “Niggle Green — Niggle 
XIV. — 10 
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Green — Niggle' Green ! — why, my lord, you would be 
queered in the drinking of a penny pot of Malmsey, if 
you cry before you are touched. Why, you have told ino 
the secret even now, had 1 not had a shrewd guess of it 
before. Why, Master Nigel, since that is the word, I only 
called you my lord, because w^ made you a peer of Alsatia 
last night, when the sack predominant. — How you 

look now ! — Ha I ha ! ha ! ” 

Nigel, indeed, conscious that he had unnecessarily 
betrayed himself, replied hastily, — “ he was much obliged 
to him for the honours conferred, but did not propose to 
remain in the Sanctuary long enpugh to enjoy them.” 

“Why, that may be as you will, an you will walk by 
wise counsel,” answered the ducal porpoise ; and, although 
Nigel remained standing, in hopes to accelerate his guest’s 
departure, he threw hiinself into one of the old tapestry- 
backed easy-chairs, which cracked under his weight, and 
began to call for old Trapbois. 

The crone of all work appearing instead of her master, 
the Duke cursed her for a careless jade, to let a strange 
gentleman, and a brave guest, go without his morning’s 
draught. 

“ I never take one, sir,” said Glen varloch. 

“ Time to begin — time to begin,” answered the Duke. — 
“ Here, you old refuse of {Sathan, go to our palace, and 
fetch Lord Green’s morning draught. Let us see — what 
shall it be, my lord ? — a humming double pot of ale, with 
a roasted crab dancing in it like a wherry above bridge ? 
— or, hum— ay, young men are sweet-toothed— a quart of 
burnt sack, with sugar and spice ? — good against the fogs. 
Or, what say you to sipping a gill of right distilled waters ? 
Come, we will have them all, and you shall take your 
choice. — Here, you Jezebel, let Tim send the ale, and the 
sack, and the nipperkin of double-distilled, with a bit of 
diet loaf, or some such trinket, and score it to the new 
comer.” 

Glen varloch, bethinking himself that it might be as 
well to endure this fellow’s insolence for a brief season, as 
to get into farther discreditable quarrels, suffered him to 
take his own way, without interruption, only observing, 
“You make yourself at home, sir, in my apartment ; but, 
for the time, you may use your pleasure. Meanwhile, I 
would fain know what has procured me the honour of this 
unexpected visit ? ” 

“You shall know that when old Deb has brought the 
liquor — I never speak of business dry-lipped. Why, how 
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she drumbles— I warrant she stops to take a sip on the 
road, and then you will think you have had unchristian 
measure.—In the meanwhile, look at that dog there — look 
Belzebub in the face, and tell me if you ever saw a sweeter 
beast—never flew but at head in his life ” 

And, after this congenial panegyric, he was proceeding 
with a tale of a dog and a bull, which threatened to be 
somewhat of the longest, when he was interrupted by the 
return of the old crone, and two of his own tapsters* 
bearing the various kinds of drinkables which he had 
demanded, and which probably was the only species of 
interruption lie would have enaiired with equanimity. 

When the cups and cans were duly arranged upon the 
table, and when Deborah, wliom the ducal generosity 
honoured with a penny farthing in the way of gratuity, 
had withdrawn with her satellites, the worthy potentate, 
having first slightly invited Lord Glenvarlocn to partake 
of the liquor which he was to pay for, and after having 
observed, that, excepting three poached eggs, a pint of 
bastard, and a cup of clary, he was fasting from every 
thing but sin, set himself seriously to reinforce the radical 
moisture. Glenvarloch had seen Scottish lairds and Dutch 
burgomasters at their potations; but their exploits (though 
each might be termed a thirsty generation) were nothing 
to those of Duke Hildebrod, who seemed an absolute sand- 
bed, capable of absorbing any given quantity of liquid with- 
out being either vivitiea or overflowed. He drank off the 
ale to quench a thirst which, as he said, kept him in a 
fever from morning to night, and night to morning ; tippled 
off the sack to correct the crudity of the ale ; sent the 
spirits after the sack to keep all ouiet, and then declared 
that, probably, he should not taste liquor till post meridiem, 
unless it was in compliment to some especial friend. 
Finally, he intimated that he was ready to proceed on 
the business which brought him from home so early, a 
proposition which Nigel readily received, though he could 
not nelp suspecting that the most important purpose of 
Duke Hildebrod^s visit was already transacted. 

In this, however. Lord Glenvarloch proved to be mis- 
taken, Hildebrod, before opening what he had to say, 
made an accurate survey of the apartment, laying, from 
time to time, his finger on his nose, and winking on Nigel 
with his single eye, while he opened and shut the doors, 
lifted the tapestry, which concealed, in one or two places, 
the dilapidation of time upon the wainscoted walls, peeped 
into closets, and, finally, looked under the bed, to assure 
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himself that the coast was clear of listeners and inter- 
lopers. He then resumed his seat, and beckoned confi- 
dentially to Nigel to draw his chair close to him. 

“I am well as I am, Master Hildebrod,” replied the 
young lord, little disposed to encourage the familiarity 
which the man endeavoured to fix on him ; but the undis- 
mayed Duke proceeded as follows : 

“You shall pardon me, my lord — and I now give you 
the title right seriously— if I l emind you that our waters 
may be watched ; for though old Trapbois be as deaf as 
Saint Paul’s, yet his daughter has sharp ears, and sharp 
eyes enough, and it is of them that it is my business to 
speak.” 

“Say away, then, sir,” said Nigel, edging his chair 
somewhat closer to the Quicksand, “althou^ 1 cannot 
conceive what business I have either with mine host or 
his daughter.” 

“ We will see that in the twinkling of a quart-pot,” 
answered the gracious Duke ; “ and lirst, my lord, you 
must not think to dance in a net before old Jack Hilde- 
brod, that has thrice your years o’er his head, and was 
born, like King Richard, with all his eye-teeth ready 
cut.” 

“ Well, sir, go on,” said Nigel. 

“Why, then, my lord, I presume to say, that, if you 
are, as I believe you are, that Lord Glenvarloch whom all 
the world talk oi — the Scotch gallant that has spent all, 
to a thin cloak and a light purse — be not moved, my lord, 
it is so noised of you — men call you the sparrowhawk, 
who will fly at all — ay, were it in the very Park — Be not 
moved, my lord.” 

“ I am ashamed, sirrah,” replied Glenvarloch, “ that you 
should have power to move me by your insolence— but 
beware— and, if you indeed guess who I am, consider how 
long I may be able to endure your tone of insolent 
familiarity.^’ 

“I crave pardon, my lord” said Hildebrodj with a 
sullen, yet apologetic look ; “ I meant no harm in speak- 
ing my poor mind. I know not what honour there may 
be in being familiar with your lordship, but I judge there 
is little safety, for Lowestoffe is laid up in lavenaer only 
for having shown you the way into Alsatia ; and so, what is 
to come of those who maintain you when you are here, 
or whether they will get most nonour or most trouble 
by doing so, I -leave with your lordship’s better judg- 
ment.” 
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“ I will bring no one into trouble on my account,” said 
Lord Glenvarloch, “ I will leave Whitefnars to-morrow, 
by Heaven, I will leave it this day.” 

“You will have more wit in your anger, I trust,” said 
Duke Hildebrod ; “ listen first to what I have to say to 
you, and, if honest Jack Hildebrod puts you not in the 
way of nicking them all, may he never cast doublets, or 
gull a greenhorn again ! Ana so, my lord, in plain words, 
you must wap and win.” 

“ Your words must be still plainer before I can under- 
stand them,” said Nigel. 

“What the devil— a gamester, one who deals with the 
devil’s bones and the doctors, and not understand pedlar’s 
French ! Nay, then, I must speak plain English, and 
that’s the simpleton’s tongue.” 

“ Speak, then, sir,” said Nigel ; “ and I pray you be brief, 
for I nave little more tin»e to bestow on you.” 

“ Well, then, my lord, to be brief, as you and the lawyers 
call it — I understand you have an estate in the north, 
which changes masters for want of the redeeming ready. 
— Ay, you start, but you cannot dance in a net before me, 
as 1 said before ; and so the King runs the frowning 
humour on you, and the Court vapours you the go-by ; 
and the Prince scowls at you from under his cap ; and 
the favourite serves you out the puckered brow and the 
cold shoulder ; and the favourite’s favourite” 

“ To go no further, sir,” interrupted Nigel, “ suppose all 
this true — and what follows ? ” 

“ What follows 1 ” returned Duke Hildebrod. “ Marry, 
this follows, that you will owe good deed, as well as good 
will, to him who shall put you in the way to walk with 

S our beaver cocked in the presence, as an ye were Earl of 
dldare : bully the courtiers ; meet the Prince’s blighting 
look wdth a bold brow ; confront the favourite ; baffle liis 
deputy, and ” 

“ This is all well,” said Nigel ; “ but how is it to be 
accomplished ? ” 

“By making thee a Prince of Peru, my lord of the 
northern latitudes ; propping thine old castle with ingots. 
— fertilizing thy failing fortunes with gold dust — it shall 
but cost thee to put tliy baron’s coronet for a day or so 
on the brows of an old Caduca here, the man’s daughter 
of the house, and thou art master of a mass of treasure 

that shall do all I have said for thee, and ” 

“What, you would have me marry this old gentle- 
woman here, the daughter of mine host?” said Nigel, 
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surprised and angry, yet unable to suppress some desire 
to laugh. 

“ Nay, my lord, I would have you marry fifty thousand 
good sterling pounds ; for that, and better, hath old Trap- 
bois hoarded ; and thou slialt do a deed of mercy in it to 
the old man. who will lose his golden smelts in some 
worse way — tor now that he is wellnigh past his day of 
work, his day of payment is like to follow.” 

“ Truly, this is a most courteous offer,” said Ix>rd Glen- 
varloch ; “ but may I pray of your candour, most noble 
duke, to tell me why you dispose of a ward of so much wealth 
on a stranger like me, wdio may leave you to-morrow ? ” 

“ In sooth, my lord.” said the Duke, “ that question 
smacks more of the wit of Beauieu’s ordinary than any 
word I have yet heard your lordship speak, and reason it 
is you should be answered. Touching my peers, it is but 
necessary to say, that IVIistress Martha Trapbois will 
none of them, whether clerical or laic. The captain hath 
asked her, so hath t])e parson, but she will none of them 
— she looka higher than either, and is, to say truth, a 
woman of sense, and so forth, too profound, and of spirit 
Something too high, to put up with greasy buff or rusty 
prunella. For ourselves, we need but hint that we have 
a consort in the land of the living, and, what is more to 
purpose, Mrs Martha know^s it. So, as she will not lace 
her Kersey hood save with fi quality binding, you, my lord, 
roust be ’the man, and must carry off fifty thousana 
decuses, the spoils of five thousand bullies, cutters, and 
spendthrifts, — always deducting from the main sum some 
five thousand pounds for our princely advice and counte- 
nance, without which, as matters stand in Alsatia, you 
would find it hard to win the plate.” 

** But has your wisdom considered, sir,” replied Glen- 
varloch, “how this v^edlock can serve me in my present 
emergence ? ” 

“As for that, my lord,” said Duke Hildebrod, “if, with 
forty or fifty thousand pounds in your pouch, you cannot 
save yourself, you will deserve to lose your head for your 
folly, and your hand for being close-fistea.” 

“ But, since your goodness has taken my matters into 
such serious consideration,” continued Nigel, who coti- 
ceived there was no prudence in breaking with a mari, 
who, in his way, meant him favour rather th^n offeneb* 
“perhaps you* may be able to tell me how my kindrea 
will be likely to receive such a bride as you recommend 
tome?” 
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“Touchipg that matter, my lord, I have always heard 
your countrymen knew as well os other folks, on which 
side their bread was buttered. And; truly, speaking from 
report. I kixow no place where fifty thousand pounds — 
fifty tliousand pounds, I say — will make a woman more 
welcome than it is likely to do in your ancient kingdom. 
And, truly, saving the slight twist in her shoulder^ Mrs 
Martha Trapbois is a person of very awful and majestic 
appearance, and may, for aught I know, be come of better 
blood than any one wots of ; for old Trapbois looks not 
over like to be her father, and her mother w?is a generous, 
liberal sort of a woman.” 

“I am afraid,” answered Nigel, ‘‘that chance is rather 
too vague to assure her a gracious reception into an 
honourable house.” 

“ Why, then, iny lord,” replied Hildebrod, “ I think it 
like she will be even with them ; for I will venture to 
say, she has as much ill-nature as will make her a match 
for your whole clan.” 

“That may inconvenience me a little,” replied Nigel. ^ 

“Not a whit — not a whit,” said the Duke, fertile in 
expedients ; “ if she should become rather intolerably 
which is not unlikely, your honourable house, which 1 
presume to be a castle, hath, doubtless, both turrets and 
dungeons, and ye may bestow your bonny bride in either 
the one or the other, and then you know you will be out of 
hearing of her tongue, and she will bo either above or 
below the contempt of your friends.” 

“It is sagely counselled, most equitable sir,” replied 
Nigel, “ and such restraint would be a fit meed for her 
folly that gave me any power over her.” 

“You entertain the project then, my lord ?” said Duke 
Hildebrod. 

“I must turn it in my mind for twenty-fou?* hours,” 
said Nigel; “and I will pray you so to order matters 
that I be npt further interrupted by any visitors.” 

“ We will utter an edict to secure your privacy,” said 
the Duke ; “ and you do not think,” he added, lowering 
his voice to a confidential whisper^ “ that ten thousp,nd is 
too much to pay to the Sovereign, xn name of wardship 

“ Ten thousand I ” said Lord Glenvarloch ; “ why, you 
said five thousand but now.” 

“Aha! art avised of that?” said the Duke, touching 
the side of bis nose with his finjjer ; “nay, if you have 
marked me so closely, you are thinking on the case more 
nearly than I believed, till you trapped me. Well, well. 
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we will not quarrel about the consideration, as old 
Trapbois would call it — do you win and wear the dame; 
it will be no hard matter with your face and figure, and I 
will take care that no one interrupts you. I will have an 
edict from the Senate as soon as they meet for their 
meridiem.” 

So saying, Duke Hildebrod took his leave. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

This is the time — Heaven's maiden sentinel 
Hath quitted her high watch— the lesser strangles 
Are paling one by one ; give me the ladder 
And the snort lever — bid Anthony 
Keep with his carabine the wicket-gate ; 

And do th<m bare thy knife and follow me, 

For we will in and do it— darkness like this 
Is dawning of our fortunes. 

Old Play 

When Duke Hildebrod had withdrawn, NigeFs first 
impulse was an irresistible feeling to laugh at the sago 
adviser, who would have thus connected nim with age, 
ugliness, and ill-temper ; but his next thought was pity 
for the unfortunate father and daughter, who, being the 
only persons possessed of wealth in this unhappy district, 
seemed like a wreck on the sea-shore of a barbarous 
country, only secured from plunder for the moment by 
the jealousy of the tribes among whom it had been cast. 
Neither could he help being conscious that his own 
residence here was upon conditions equally precarious, 
and that he was considered by the Alsatians in the same 
light of a godsend on the Cornish coast, or a sickly but 
wealthy caravan travelling through the wilds of Alnca, 
and emphatically termed by the nations of despoilers 
through whose regions it passes, Dummalafong^ which 
signifies a thing given to be devoured — a common prey to 
all men. 

Nigel had already formed his own plan to extricate 
himself, at whatever risk, from his perilous and degrading 
situation ; and, in order that he might carry it into 
instant execution, he only awaited the return of Lowe- 
stoffe’s messenger. He expected him. however, in vain, 
and could oply amuse himself by looting through such 
parts of his baggage as had been sent to him from his 
former lodgings, in order to select a small packet of the 
moat necessary articles to take with him, in tiie event of 
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his quitting his lodgings secretly and suddenly, as speed 
and privacy would, he foresaw, be particularly necessary, 
if he meant to obtain an interview with the King, which 
was the course his spirit and his interest alike determined 
him to pursue. 

While he was thus engaged, he found, greatly to his 
satisfaction, that Master XowestofTe had transmitted not 
only his rapier and poniard, but a pair of pistols, which 
he had used in travelling ; of a smaller and more convenient 
size than the large petronels, or horse pistols, which were 
then in common use, as being made tor wearing at the 
girdle or in the pockets. Next to having stout and 
friendly comrades, a man is chiefly emboldened by finding 
himself well armed in case of need, and Nigel, who had 
thought with some anxiety on the hazard of trusting his 
life, if attacked, to the protection of the clumsy weapon 
with which LowestoflTo had equipped him, in order to 
complete his disguise, felt an emotion of confidence 
approaching to triumph, as, drawing his own good and 
well-tried rapier, he wiped it with his handkerchief 
examined its point, bent it once or tw'ice against the 
ground to prove its well-known metal, and finally replaced 
it in the scabbard, the more hastily, that he heard a tap 
at the door of his chamber, and had no mind to be found 
vapouring in the apartment with his sw ord drawn. 

It was nis old host who entered, to tell him with many 
cringes that the price of his apartment was to be a crown 
per diem ; and that, according to the custom of White- 
friars, the rent was always payable per advance, although 
he never scrupled to let the money lie till a week or 
fortnight, or even a month, in the hands of any honourable 
guest hke Master Grahame, always upon some reasonable 
consideration for the use. Nigel got rid of the old dotard’s 
intrusion, by throwing down two pieces of gold, and 
requesting the accommodation of his present apartment 
for eight days, adding, however, he did not think he 
shoula tarry so long. 

The miser, with a i^arkling eye and a trembling hand, 
clutched fast the proffered coin, and, having balanced the 
pieces with exquisite pleasure on the extremity of his 
withered finger, began almost instantly to show that not 
even the possession of gold can gratify for more than an 
instant the very heart that is most eager in the pursuit of 
it. First, the pieces might be light— with hasty hand he 
drew a small pair of scales from his bosom and weighed 
them, first together, then separately, and smiled with glee 
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tts he saw them attain the due depression in the balance 
— a circumstance which might add to his profits if it were 
true, as was currently reported, that little of the gold 
coinage was current in Alsatia in a perfect state, and that 
none ever left the Sanctuary in that condition. 

Another fear then occurred to trouble the old miser^s 
pleasure. He had been just able to conipreliend that 
Higel intended to leave the Friars sooner than the arrival 
of the term for which he had deposited the rent. This 
might imply an expectation of refunding, which, as a 
Scotch wag said, of all sj)ociea of funding, jun»ped least 
with the old gentleman’s humour. He was beginning to 
enter a hypothetical caveat on this subject, and to guote 
several reasons wliy no part of the money once consigned 
as room-rent, could be repaid back on any pretence, with- 
out great hardship to the landlord, when Nigel, growing 
impatient, told him that the money was liis absolutely, 
and without any intention on liis part of resuming any of 
it — all he asked in return was the liberty of enjoying in 
private the apartment he had paid for. Old Trapbois, 
who had still at his tongue’s end much of the smooth 
language, by which, in his time, he had hastened the ruin 
of many a young spendthrift, began to launch out upon 
the noble and generous disposition of his new guest, until 
Nigel, growing impatient, took the old gentleman by the 
hand, and gently, yet irresistibly, loading him to the door 
of his chamber, put him out, but with such a decent and 
moderate exertion of his superior strength, as to render the 
action in no shape indecorous, and, fastening the door, 
began to do that for his pistols which he had done for his 
favourite sword, examining with care the flints and locks, 
and reviewing the state of liissmall provision of ammunition. 

In this operation he was a second time interrupted by 
a knocking at liis door— he called upon the person to 
enter, having no doubt that it was Lowestoffe’s messenger 
at length arrived. It was, however, the ungracious 
daughter of old Trapbois, who, muttering something 
about her father’s mistake, laid dqwn upon the table one 
of the pieces of gold which Nigel had just given to him, 
saying, that what she retained was the full rent for the 
term he had specitied. Nigel replied, he had paid the 
money, and haa no desire to receive it agaip. 

Do as you will with it, then,” relied his hostess, ‘‘for 
there it lies, and shall lie for me. If you are fool enough 
to pay more than is reason, my father shall not be knave 
enough to take it.” 
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“But your father, mistress,” said Nigel, “your father 
told me” 

“ Oh, my father, my father,” said she, interrupting him, 
— “my father managed these affairs while he was able — i 
manage them now, and that may in the long run be as 
well for both of us.” 

She then looked on the table, and observed the weapons. 

“ You have arms, I see,” she said ; “ do you know how 
to use them 

“I should do so, mistress,” replied Nigel, “for it has 
been my occupation.” 

“You are a soldier, then 1” she demanded. 

“No farther as yet, than as every gentleman of my 
country is a soldier.” 

“Ay, that is your point of honour — to cut the throats 
of the poor— a proper gentlemanlike occupation for those 
who should protect them I ” 

“I do not deal in cutting throats, mistress,” replied 
Nigel; “but I carry arms to defend myself, and my 
country if it needs me.” 

“Ay,” replied Martha, “it is fairly worded; but men 
say you are as prompt as others in petty brawls, where 
neither your safety nor your country is in hazard ; and 
that had it not been so, you would not have been in the 
Hanctuary to-day,” 

“ Mistress,” returned Nigel, “ I should labour in vain to 
make you understand that a man’s honour, which is, or 
should be, dearer to him than his life, may often call on 
and compel ns to hazard our own lives, or those of others, 
ou what would otherwise seem trifling contingencies.” 

“ God’s law says nought of that,” said the female ; “ I 
have only read there, that thou shalt not kill. But I have 
neither time nor inclination to preac h to you — you will 
find enough of fighting here if you like it, and well if it 
come not to seek you when you are least prepared. Fare- 
well for the preseut—the cnar- woman will execute your 
commands for your meals.” 

She left the room, just as Nigel, provoked at her 
assuming a superior tone of judgment and of censure, 
was about to be so superfluous as to enter into a dispute 
with an old pawnbroker’s daughter ou the subject of the 
point of honour. }Je smiled at himself for the folly into 
which the spirit of self- vindication had so nearly hurried 
him. 

Lord Qlenvarloch then applied to old Deborah the 
char-woman, by whose intermediation lie was provided 
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with a tolerably decent dinner ; and the only embarrass- 
ment which he experienced, was from the almost forcible 
entry of the old dotard his landlord, who insisted upon 
giving his assistance at laying the cloth, Nigel had some 
difficulty to prevent him from displacing his arms and 
some papers which were Iving on the small table at which 
he had been sitting ; ana nothing short of a stern and 
positive injunction to the contrary could compel him to 
use another board (though there were two in the room) 
for the purpose of laying the cloth. 

Having at length obliged him to relinquish his purpose, 
he could not help observing that the eyes of the old dotard 
seem^ still anxiously fixed upon the small table on which 
lay his sword and pistols ; and that, amidst all the little 
duties which he seemed officiously anxious to render to 
his guest, he took every opportunity of looking towards 
and approaching these objects of his attention. At length, 
when Trapbois thought he had completely avoided the 
notice of his guest, Nigel, through the observation of one 
of the cracked mirrors, on which cliannel of communication 
the old man had not calculated, beheld him actually extend 
his hand towards the table in question. He thought it 
unnecessary to use farther ceremony, but telling his land- 
lord, in a stern voice, that he permitted no one to touch 
his arms, he commanded him to leave the apartment. 
The old usurer commenced a maundering sort of apology, 
in which all that Nigel distinctly apprehended, was a 
frequent repetition of the word conmhration^ and which 
did not seem to him to require any other answer than a 
reiteration of his command to him to leave the apartment 
upon pain of worse consequences. 

The ancient Hebe who acted as Lord Glenvarloch's 
cupbearer, took his part against the intrusion of the still 
more antiquated Ganymede, and insisted on old Trapbois 
leaving the room instantly, menacing him at the same time 
with her mistress’s displeasure if he remained there any 
longer. The old man seemed more under petticoat govern- 
ment than any other, for the threat of the char- woman 
produced greater effect upon him than the more formid- 
able displeasure of Nigel. He withdrew grumbling and 
muttering, and Lord Glenvarloch heard him bar a large 
door at the nearer end of the gallery, which served as a 
division betwixt the other parts of the extensive mansion, 
and the apartment occupied by his guest, which, as the 
reader is aware, had its access from the landing-place at 
the bead of the grand staircase. 
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Nigel accepted the careful sound of the bolts and bars 
as they were severally drawn by the trembling hand of 
old Trapbois, as an omen that the senior did not mean 
again to revisit him in the course of the evening, and 
heartily rejoiced that he was at length to be left to 
uninterrupted solitude. 

The old woman asked if there was aught else to be 
done for his accommodation ; and, indeed, it had hitherto 
seemed as if the pleasure of serving him, or more properly 
the reward whicn she expected, had renewed her youth 
and activity. Nigel desired to have candles, to have a 
fire lighted in his apartment, and a few fagots placed 
beside it, that he might feed it from time to time, as he 
began to feel the chilly effects of the damp and low 
situation of the house, close as it was to the Thames. 
Ihit w’hile the old woman was absent upon his errand, he 
be^an to think in w'hat way he should pass the long 
solitary evening with which he was threatened. 

His own reflections promised to Nigel little amusement, 
and less applause, lie had considered his own perilous 
situation lu every light in which it could be viewed, and 
foresaw as little utility as comfort in resuming the survey. 
To divert the current of his ideas, books were, of course, 
the readiest resource ; and although, like most of us, Nigel 
had, in his time, sauntered through large libraries, and 
even spent a long time there without greatly disturbing 
their learned contents, he was now in a situation where 
the possession of a volume, even of very inferior merit, 
becomes a real treasure. The old housewife returned 
shortly afterwards with fagots, and some pieces of half- 
burnt wax-candles, the perquisites, probably, real or 
usurped, of some experienced groom of the chambers two 
of wliicn she placed in large brass candlesticks, of dif- 
ferent shapes and patterns, and laid the others on the 
table, that Nigel might renew them from time to time as 
they burnt to the socket. She heard with interest Lord 
Glenvarloch^s request to have a book — any sort of book — 
to pass away the night withal, and returned for answer, 
that she knew of no other books in the house th^ her 
young mistress’s (as she always denominated Mistress 
Martha Trapbois) Bible, which the owner would not lend : 
and her master’s Whetstone of Witte, being the second 
part of Arithmetic, by Bobert Becord, with the Cossike 
Practice and Buie of Equation ; which promising volume 
Nigel declined to borrow. She offered, however, to bring 
him some books from Duke Hildebrod— *‘who sometimes. 
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good gentleman, gave a glance at a book when the State 
affairs of Alsatia left him as much leisure.” 

Nigel embraced the proposal, and his unwearied Iris 
scuttled away on this second embassy. She returned in 
^ short time with a tattered quarto volume under her 
arm, and a pottle of sack in her hand ; for the Duke, 
judging that mere reading was dry w'ork, had sent the 
wine by way of sauce to help it down, not forgetting to 
add the price to the morning’s scora which he had already 
run up against the stranger in the Sanctuary. 

Nigel seized on the book, and did not refuse the wine, 
thinking that a glass or two, as it really proved to be or 

f ood quality, would be no bad interlude to his studies. 

[e dismissed with thanks and assurance of reward, the 
poor old drudge who had been so zealous in his service ; 
trimmed his fire and candles, and placed tlie ea^siest of the 
old arm-chairs in a convenient posture betwixt the fire 
and the table at which he had dined, and which now 
supported the measure of sack and the lights ; and thus 
accompanying his studies with such luxurious appliances 
as were in his power, ho began to examine the only 
volume with which the ducal library of Alsatia had been 
able to supply him. 

The contents, though of a kind generally interesting, 
were not well calculated to dispel the gloom by wddch he 
was surrounded. The book was entitled “Goa’s llevenge 
against Murther ; ” not, as the bibliomaniacal reader may 
easily conjecture, the work which Eeynolds published 
under that imposing name, but one of a much earlier 
date, printed and sold by old Wolfe ; and which, could a 
copy now be found, would sell for much more than its 
weight in gold.^ 

Nigel had soon enough of the doleful tales which the 
book contains, and attempted one or two other modes of 
killing the evening. He looked out at window, but the 
night was rainy, with gusts of wind ; he tried to coax the 
fire, but the fagots were green, and smoked without 
burning ; and as he was naturally temperate, he felt his 
blood somewhat heated by the canary sack which he had 
alre^y drank, and had no farther inclination to that 
pastime. He next attempted to compose a memorial 
addressed to the King, in which he set forth hia case and 

1 Only three copies are Isnown to exist ; one in the library at Eennaquhair, 
and two — one foxed and cftopped, the other tall and in good condition— both 
in the poseession of an eminent member of the Boxbmghe CHiib.— Noes ty 

CentMir CwmsBMVOE, (a) 
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his grievances ; but, speedily stung with the idea that his 

3 'ication would be treated with scorn, he flung the 
into the Are, and, in a sort of desperation, resumed 
the book which he had laid aside. 

Nigel became more interested in the volume at the 
second than at the first attempt which he made to peruse 
it. The narratives, strange and shocking as they were to 
human feeling, possessed yet the interest of sorcery or of 
fascination, which rivets the attention by its awaKetiing 
horrors. Much was told of the strange and horrible acts 
of blood by which men, setting nature and humanity alike 
at defiance, had, for the thirst of revenge, the lust of gold, 
or the cravings of irregular ambition, broken into the 
tabernacle of life. Yet more surprising and mysterious 
tales were recounted of the mode in which such deeds of 
jjlood had come to be discovered and revenged. Animals, 
irrational animals, had told the secret, and birds of the 
air had carried tne nnatter. The elements had seemed 
to betray the deed which had polluted them — earth had 
ceased to support the murderer's steps, fire to warm his 
frozen limbs, water to refresh his parched lips, air to 
relieve his gasping lungs. All, in short, bore evidence to 
the hoinicioe’s guilt. In other circumstances, the criminars 
own awakened conscience pursued and brought him to 

i *ustice ; and in some narratives the grave w^as said to 
lave yawned, that the ghost of the sufierer might call for 
revenge. 

It was now wearing late in the night, and the book was 
still in Nigel's hands, when the tapestry which hung 
behind him flapped against the wall, and the wdnd pro> 
duced by its motion waved the flame of the candles by 
which he was reading. Nigel .started and turned round, 
in that excited and irritated state of mind which arose 
from the nature of his studies, especially at a period when 
a certain degree of superstition was inculcated as a point 
of religious faith. It was not w’ithout emotion that he 
saw the bloodless countenance, meagre form, and ghastly 
aspect of old Trapbois, once more in tlie very act of 
extending his withered hand towards the table which 
supported his arms. Convinced by this untimely appari- 
tion that something evil was meditated towards nim, 
Nigel sprung up, seized his sword, drew it, and placing it 
at the old man’s breast, demanded of him what he did in 
his apartment at so untimely an hour. Trapbois showed 
neither fear nor surprise, and only answered by some 
imperfect expressions, intimating he \vould part with his 
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life rather than with his property; and Lord Glenvarloch, 
strangely embarrassed, anew not what to think of the 
intruder^j motives, ana still less how to get rid of him. 
As he again tried the m^iis of intimidation, he was 
surprised by a second apparition from behind the tapestry, 
in the person of the daughter of Trapbois, bearing a lamp 
in her hand. She also seemed to possess her father^s 
insensibility to danger, for, coming close to Nigel, she 
pushed aside impetuously his naked sword, and even 
attempted to take it out of his hand. 

“For shame,” she said, “your sword on a man of eighty 
years and more ! — this the honour of a Scottish gentleman ! 
— give it to me to make a spindle of ! ” 

“Stand back,” said Nigel; “I mean your father no 
injury — but I will know what has caused him to prowl 
this whole day, and even at this late hour of pight, 
around my arms.” 

“Your arms!” repeated she; “alas! young man, the 
whole arms in the Tower of London are of little A*alue 
to him, in comparison of this miserable piece of gold 
which I left this morning on the table of a young spend- 
thrift, too careless to put what belonged to lain into his 
own purse.” 

So saying, she showed the piece of ^old, which, still 
remaining on the table, where she left it, had been the 
bait that attracted old Trapbois so frequently to the spot ; 
and which, even in the silence of the nigiit, had so dwelt 
on his imagination, that he had made use of a private 
passage long disused, to enter his guest’s apartment, in 
order to possess himself of the treasure during his slumbers. 
He now exclaimed, at the highest tones or his cracked 
and feeble voice— 

^ “ It is mine — it is mine ! — he gave it to me for a con- 
sideration— I will die ere I part with my property 1 ” 

“It is indeed his own, mistress,” said Nigel, “and I 
do entreat you to restore it to the person on whom 
I have bestowed it, and let me have my apartment in 
quiet.” 

“I will account with you for it, then,”— said the maiden, 
reluctantly giving to her father the morsel of Mammon, 
on which he darted as if his bony fingers had been the 
talons of a hawk seizing its prey ; and then making a 
contented muttering and mumbling, like an old dog after 
he has been fed, and just when he is wheeling himself 
thrice round for the purpose of lying down, he followed 
his daughter behind the tapestry, through a little sliding- 
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door, which was perceived when the hangings were 
drawn apart. 

i “ This shall be properly fastened to-raorrow,^* said the 
daughter to Nigel, sneaking in such a tone that her father, 
Veat, and engrossed by his acquisition, could not hear 
\er ; “ to-night I will continue to watch him closely. — 1 
\isn you good repose.” 

\These few words, pronounced in a tone of more civility 
tfen she had yet made use of towards her lodger, con- 
tained a wish which was not to be accomplished, although 
J'oKguest, presently after her depjirture, retired to bed. 

There was a slight fever in Nigers blood, occasioned 
by fie various events of the evening, which put him, as 
the phrase is, beside his rest. Perplexing and painful 
thou^ts rolled on his mind like a troubled stream, and 
the more he laboured to lull himself to slumber, the 
fartherhe seemed from attaining his object. He tried all 
the resources, common in such cases ; kept counting from 
one to a \housand, until his liead was giddy — he watched 
the embei^ of the wood fire, till his eyes were dazzled— he 
listened tdthe dull moaning of the wdnd, the swinging 
and creakitg of signs which projected from the houses, 
and the baying of here and there a homeless dog, till his 
very ear was weary. 

Suddenly, however, amid this monotony, came a sound 
which startled him at once. It was a female shriek. He 
sat up in his bed to listen, tlien remembered he was in 
Alsatia, where brawls of every sort were current among 
the unruly inhabitants. But another scream, and another, 
and another, succeeded so close, that he was certain, 
though the noise was remote and sounded stifled, it must 
be in the same house with himself, 

Nigel jumped up hastily, put on a part of his clothes, 
seized his sword and pistols, and ran to the door of his 
chamber. Here he plainly heard the screams redoubled, 
and, as he thought, the sounds came from the usurer’s 
apartment. All access to the gallery was efiectually 
excluded by the intermediate door, which the brave 
young lord shook with eager, but vain impatience. But 
the secret passage occurred suddenly to his recollection. 
He hasten^ back to his room, and succeeded with some 
diffilculty in lighting a candle, powerfully agitated by 
hearing the cnes repeated, yet still more afraid lest they 
should sink into silence. 

He rushed along the narrow and winding entrance 
guided by the noise, which now burst more wildly on his 
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^ar ; and, while he descended a narrow staircase which 
terminated the passage, he heard the stifled voices of 
men, encouraging, as it seemed, each other. — “D — n her 
strike her down— silence her — beat her brains out!V 
while the voice of his hostess, though now alinof 
exhausted, was repeating the cry of “murder.” a|d 
“ help.” At the bottom of the staircase was a small do^r. 
which gave way before Nigel as he precipitated himi^lf 
upon the scene of action, — a cocked pistol in one han<> a 
candle in the other, and his naked sword under his arn. 

Two rulilans h?ixi, with great difficulty, overpoweref, or, 
rather, were on the point of overpowering, the daupter 
of Trapbois, whose resistance appeared to nave been most 
desperate, for the floor was covered with fragments of 
her clothes, and handfuls of her hair. It appeared that 
her life was about to be the price of her defence, for one 
villain had drawn a long clasp-knife, when they were 
surprised by the entrance of Nigel, who, as thry turned 
towards him, shot the fellow with the knife deid on the 
spot, and when the other advanced to him, hurled the 
candlestick at his head, and then attacked rim with his 
sword. It was dark, save some pale moonlight from the 
window ; and the ruflian, after firing a pistol without 
effect, and fighting a traverse or two with his sword, lost 
heart, made for the window, leaped over ic, and escaped. 
Nigel fired his remaining pistol after him at a venture, 
ana then called for light. 

“There is light in the kitchen,” answered Martha 
Trapbois, with more presence of mind than could have 
been expected. “ Stay, you know not the way ; I will 
fetch it myself. — Oh ! my father— my poor father ! — I 
knew it would come to this — and all along of the accursed 
gold ! — They have murdered him ! ” 


CHAPTER XXV. 

Death Sods us ’mid our playthings-^snatches itt, 

As a cross nurse might do a wayward child, 

From all our toys and baubles. His rough call 
Vulooses all our favourite ties ou earth ; 

And well if they are such ae may be answer’d 
In yonder world, where all is Judged of 

It was a ghastly scene which opened, upon Martha 
Trapbois’s return with a light. Her own haggard and 
austere features were exaggerated by all the desperation 
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^ grief, fear, and passion — but the latter was predomi- 
nant. On the floor lay the body of the robber, who had 
ei^nred without a groan, while his blood, flowing plentb 
fuly, had crimsoned all around. Another body lay also 
thete, on which the unfortunate woman precipitated 
herfelf in agony, for it was that of her unhappy father. 
In fee next moment she started up, and exclaiming — 
“Thfijre may be life yet 1” strove to raise the body, Nigel 
went*!to her assistance, but not without a glance at the 
open window j which Martha^ as acute as if undisturbed 
either by passion or terror, failed not to interpret justly. 

‘‘Fear not," she cried, “fear not ; they are base cowards, 
to whoja coun^e is as much unknown as mercy. If I bad 
had weapons 1 could have defended myself against them 
without ^assistance or protection. — Oh I my poor father I 
protection comes too late for this cold and stiiF corpse. — 
He is dead— dead ! " 

While she spoke, they were attempting to raise the 
dead body of the old miser ; but it was evident, even 
from the feeling of the inactive weight and rigid joints, 
that life had forsaken her station. Nigel looked for a 
wound, but saw none. The daughter of the deceased, 
with more presence of mind than a daughter could at the 
time have oeen supposed capable of exerting, discovered 
the instrument of his murder —a sort of scarf, which had 
been drawn so tight round his throat, as to stifle his cries 
for assistance in the flrst instance, and afterwards to 
extinguish life. 

She undid the fatal noose ; and, laying the old man’s 
body in the arms of Lord Glenvarloch, she ran for water, 
for spirits, for essences, in the vain hope that life might 
be only suspended. That hope proved indeed vain. She 
chafed his temples, raised his head, loosened his night- 
gown (for it seemed as if he had arisen from bed upon 
hearing the entrance of the villains), and, finally, opened, 
with difficulty, his fixed and closely-clenched hands, from 
one of which dropped a key, from the other the very 
piece of gold about which the unhappy man had been a 
little before so anxious, and which probably, in the 
impaired state of his mental faculties, he was disposed to 
defend with as desperate energy as if its amount had 
been necessary to his actual existence. 

“ It is in vain— it is in vain,” said the daughter, desisting 
from her fruitless attempts to recall the spirit which had 
been effectually dislodged, for the neck had been twisted 
by the violence of the murderers; “It is in vain— he is 
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murdered— I always knew it would be thus ; and no;^ I 
witness it ! ” 

She then snatched up the key and the piece of in(;ney, 
but it was only to dash them again on the floor, she 
exclaimed, “ Accursed be ye both, for you are the qk-uses 
of this deed ! ” ^ / 

Nigel would have spoken — would have reminddi her, 
that measures should be instantly taken for the pursuit 
of the murderer who had escaped, as well as for h^r own 
security against his return ; but she interrupted him 

silent,” she said, “be silent. Think fOu, the 
thoughts of my own heart are not enough to distract me» 
and with such a sight as this before me? I ss^, be 
silent,” she said again, and in a yet sterner tone — “ Can a 
daughter listen, and her father’s murdered corpse lying 
on her knees ? ” 

Lord Glenvarloch, however overpowered by the energy 
of her grief, felt not the less the embarr^sment of his 
own situation. He had discharged both bis pistols — the 
robber might return — he had probably other assistants 
besides the man who had fallen, and it seemed to him, 
indeed, as if he had heard a muttering beneath the 
windows. He explained hastily to his companion the 
necessity of procuring ammunition. 

“You are right,” ^e said, somewhat contemptuously^ 
“ and have ventured already more than ever I expects 
of man. Go, and shift for yourself, since that is your 
purpose — leave me to my fate.” 

Without stopping for needless expostulation, Nigel 
hastened to his own room through the secret passage, 
furnished himself with the ammunition he sought for. 
and returned with the same celerity ; w^ondering himself 
at the accuracy with which he achieved, in the dark, all 
the meanderings of the passage which he had traversed 
only once, and that in a moment of such violent agitation. 

He found, on his return, the unfortunate woman stand- 
ing like a statue by the body of her father, which she 
had laid straight on the floor, having covered the f«we 
with the skirt of his gown. She testified neither surprise 
nor pleasure at Nigel’s return, but said to him calmly — 
“ My moan is made — my sorrow — all the sorrow at least 
that man shall over have noting of, is gone past ; but I 
will have justice, and the base villain who murdered this 
poor defenceless old man, when he had not, by the course 
of nature, a twelvemonth’s life in him, shall not cumber 
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the earth long after him. Stranger, whom heaven has 
sent to forward the revenge reserved for this action, go 
to Hildebrod’s— -there they are awake all night in their 
revels— bid him come hither — he is bound by his duty, 
ind dare not, and shall not, refuse his assistance, which 

knows well I can reward. Why do ye tarry? — go 
instantly.’* 

would,” said Nigel, “but I am fearful of leaving you 
alone ; the villains may return, and ” — 

*^True, most true,” answered Martha, “ he may return ; 
ana, though I care little for his murdering me, he may 
possess himself of what has most tempted him. Keep 
this key and this piece of gold ; they are both of im- 
portance— defend your life if assailed, and if you kill the 
villain I will make you rich. I go myself to call for aid.” 

Nigel would have remonstrated with her, but she had 
departed, and in a moment he heard the house-door clank 
behind her. For an instant he thought of following her ; 
but upon recollection that the distance was but short 
betwixt the tavern of Hildebrod and the house of 
Trapbois, he concluded that she knew it better than he 
— incurred little danger in passing it, and that he would 
do well in the meanwhile to remain on the watch as she 
recommended. 

It was no plet^ant situation for one unused to such 
scenes to remain in the apartment with two dead bodies, 
recently those of living and breathing men, who bad both, 
within the space of less than half an nour, suffered violent 
death ; one of them by the hand of the assassin, the other, 
whose blood still continued to flow from the wound in his 
throat, and to flood all around him, by the spectator’s own 
deed of violence, though of justice. He turned his face 
fi^m those wretched relics of mortality with a feeling of 
disgust, mingled with superstition ; and he found, when 
he nod done so, that the consciousness of the presence of 
these ghastly objects, though unseen by him, rendered 
him more uncomfortable than even when he had his eyes 
fixed upon, and reflected by, the cold, staring, lifeless 
eyeballs of the deceased. Fancy also played her usual 
^ort with him. He now thought he heard the well-worn 
damask nightgown of the deceased usurer rustle ; anon, 
that he heard the slaughtered bravo draw up his leg, the 
boot scratching the floor as if he was about to lise ; and 
again he deemed he heard the footsteps and the whisper 
of the returned ruffian under the window from which he 
had lately escaped. To face the last and most real 
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ganger, ^nd to parry the terrors which the other class of 
feelings were like to impress upon him, Nigel went to 
the window, and was mucli cheered to observe the light; 
of several torches illuminating tlie street, and followed 
as the murmur of voices denoted, by a number of persona 
armed, it would seem, wdth firelocks and halberds, ai4 
attendant on Hildebrod, who (not in his fantastic office 
of duke, but in that which he really possessed of bailiff of 
the liberty and sanctuary of Whitef riai*s) was on his way 
to enquire into the crime and its circumstances. 

It was a strange and melancholy contrast to see these 
debauchees, disturbed in the very depth of their midnight 
revel, on their arrival at such a scene as this. They 
stared on each other, and on the bloody work before them, 
with lack-lustre eyes ; staggered with uncertain steps 
over boards slippery with blood; their noisy brawling 
voices sunk into stammering whispers ; and, with spirits 
quelled by what they saw, while their brains were still 
stupified by the liquor which they had drunk, they seemed 
like men walking m their sleep. 

Old Hildebrod was an exception to the general condition. 
That seasoned cask, however full, was at all times capablo 
of motion, when there occurred a motive sufficiently strong 
to set him a-rolling. Ho seemed much shocked at what 
he beheld, and his proceedings, in consequence, had more 
in them of regularity and propriety, than he might have 
been supposed capable of exhibiting upon any occasion 
whatever. The daughter was first examined, and stated, 
with wonderful accuracy and distinctness, the manner in 
which she had been alarmed with a noise of struggling 
and violence in her father’s apartment, and that the more 
readily, because she was watching him on account of some 
alarm concerning his health. On her entrance, she had 
seen her father sinking under the strength of two men, 
upon whom she rushed with all the fury she was capable 
or. As their faces were blackened, and their figures 
disguised, she could not pretend, in the hurry of a moment 
so dreadmily agitating, to distinguish either of them as 
persons whom she had seen before. She remembered 
little more except the firing of shots, until she found 
herself alone witu her guest, and saw that the rufi&ans bad 
escaped. 

.Lord Qlenvarlocb told his story as we have given it to 
the reader. The direct evidence thus received, Hildebrod 
examined the premises. He found that the villains bad 
made their entrance by the window out of which the 
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florvivor had made his e8cax)e ; yet it seemed sin^ilar that 
they should have done so, as it was secured with strong 
ir^n bars, which old Trapbois was in the habit of shutting 
with his own hand at nightfall. He minuted down with 
great accuracy, the state of everything in the apartment, 
and examined carefully the features of the slain robber. 
He was dressed like a seaman of the lowest order, but his 
face was known to none present. ^ Hildebrod next sent 
for an Alsatian surgeon, whose vices, undoing what his 
skill might have done for him, had consigned him to the 
wretched practice of this place. He made him examine 
the dead bodies, and make a proper declaration of the 
Tnannor in which the sufferers seemed to have come by 
their end. The circumstance of the sash did not escape 
the learned judge, and having listened to all that could 
be heard or conjectured on the subject, and collected ail 
particulars of evidence which apj)eared to bear on the 
uloody transaction, he commanded the door of the apart- 
ment to be locked until next morning ; and carrying the 
unfortunate daughter of the murdered man into the 
kitchen, where tnere was no one in presence but Lord 
Glenvarloch, he asked her gravely whether she suspected 
no one in particular of having committed the deed. 

“ Do you suspect no one V answered Martha, looking 
fixedly on him. 

“Perhaps I may, mistress; but it is my part to ask 
questions, yours to answer them. That’s the rule of the 
game.” 

“ Then I suspect him who wore yonder sash. Do not 
you know whom 1 mean?” 

“Why, if you call on me for honours, I must needs say 
I have seen Captain Peppercull ha^ e one of such a fashion, 
and he was not a man to change his suits often.” 

“ Send out, then,” said Martha, “ and have him appi'e- 
hended.” 

“ If it is he, he will be far by this time ; but I will com- 
municate with the higher powers,” answered the judge. 

“You would have him escape,” resumed she, fixing her 
eyes on him sternly. 

“By cock and pie,” replied Hildebrod, “did it depend 
on me, the murdering cut-throat should hang as high as 
ever Haman did — but let me take my time. He has 
friends among us, that you wot well ; and all that should 
assist me, are as drunk as fiddlers.” 

“ I will have revenge — 1 will have it,” repeated she ; 
“and take heed you trifle not with me.” 
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“Trifle! I would sooner trifle with a she-bear the 
minute after they had baited her. I tell you, mistress, be 
but patient, and we will have him. I know all his haunts, 
and ne cannot forbear them long ; and I will have trap- 
doors open for him. You cannot want justice, mistress, 
for you have the means to get it.” 

“They who help me in my revenge,” said Jilartha, “shall 
share those means.” 

“ Enough said,” replied Hildebrod ; “ and now I would 
have you go to mv house, and get something hot — you 
will be but dreary here by yoursmf.” 

“ I will send for the old char- woman,” replied Martha, 
“ and we have the stranger gentleman, besides.” 

“Umph, uraph — the stranger gentleman!” said Hilde- 
brod to Nigel, whom he drew a little apart. “I fancy 
the captain has jnade the stranger gentleman’s fortune 
when he was making a bold dash for his own. I can tell 
your honour — I must not say lordship — that I think my 
having chanced to give the greasy buft-and-irou scoundrel 
some hint of whatl recommended to you to-day, has put 
him on this rough game. The better for you — you will 
get the cash without the father-iii-law.—You will keep 
conditions, I trust ? ” 

“I wish you had said nothing to any one of a scheme so 
absurd,” said Nigel. 

“ Absurd 1—V\^y, think you she will not have thee? 
Take her with the tear in her eye, man — take her with 
the tear in her eye. Let me hear from you to-morrow. 
Good-night, good-night — a nod is as good as a wink, I 
must to my business of sealing and locking up. By the 
way, this horrid work has put all out of my he^d*— Here 
is a fellow from Mr Lowestoffe has been asking to see you. 
As he said his business was express, the Senate only made 
him drink a couple of flagons, and he was just coming to 
beat up your quarters when this breeze blew up. — Ahey, 
friend f there is Master Nigel Grahame.” 

A young man, dressed in a green plush jerkin, with a 
badge on the sleeve, and having the appearance of a 
waterman, approached and took Nigel aside, while Duke 
Hildebrod went from place to place to exercise his 
authority, and to see the windows tastened, and the doors 
of the apartment locked up. The news communicated by 
Lowestoffe’s messenger were not the most pleasant. They 
were intimated ip a courteous whisper to Nigelf to the 
following effect : — ^That Master Lowes toffeprayed him to 
consult nis safety by instantly leaving Whitefriars, for 
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that a warrant from the Lord Chief-Justice had been 
issued out for apprehending him, and would be put in force 
to-morrow, bv the assistance of a party of musketeers, a 
force which the Alsatians neither would nor dared to resist 

“And so, squire,” said the .aquatic emissary, “my wherry 
is to wait you at the Temple Stairs yonder, at five this 
morning, and, if you would give the blood-hounds the 
slip, why, you may.” 

“Why did not Master Lowestoffe write to me?” said 
Nigel. 

“Alas ! the good gentleman lies up in lavender for it 
himself, and has as little to do with pen and ink as if he 
were a parson.” 

“Did he send any token to me?” said Nigel. 

“Token! — ay, marry did he — token enough, an I have 
not forgot it.” said the fellow ; then, giving a hoist to the 
waistband of his breeches, he said, — “ Ay, I have it — you 
were to believe me, because your name was written with 
an O, for Oraharne. Ay, that was it, I think. — Well, 
shall we meet in two hours, when tide turns, and go down 
the river like a twelve- oared barge?” 

“Where is the king just now, knowest thou ?” answered 
Lord Glenvarloch. 

“The king? why, he went down to Greenwich yesterday 
by water, like a noble sovereign as he is, who will always 
float where he can. He was to have hunted this weeh. 
but that purpose is broken, they say ; and the Prince, ana 
the Duke, and all of them at Greenwich, are as merry as 
minnows.” 

“ Well,” replied Nigel, “ I will be ready to go at five ; 
do thou come hither to carry my baggage.” 

“Ay, ay, masterj” replied the fellow, and left the house, 
mixing himself with the disorderly attendants of Duke 
Hildebrod, who were now retiring. That potentate en- 
tr^ted Nigel to make fast the doors behind him, and, 
pointing to the female who sat by the expiring fire with 
her limbs outstretched, like one whom the hand of Death 
had already arrested, he whispered, “ Mind your hits, and 
mind your bargain, or I will cut your bowstring for you 
before you can draw it.” 

Feeling deeply the ineffable brutality which could re- 
commend the prosecuting such views over a wretch in 
such a condition, Lord Glenvarloch yet commanded his 
temper so far as to receive the advice in silence, and 
attend to the former part of it, by barring the door care- 
lolly behind Duke Eudebrod and his suite, with the tacit 
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hope that he should never again see or hear of them. He 
then returned to the kitchen, in which the unhappy 
woman remained, her hands still clenched, her eyes fixed, 
and her limbs extended, like those of a person in a trance. 
Much moved by her situation, and with the prospect 
which lay before her, he endeavoured to awaken her to 
existence by every means in his power, and at length 
apparently succeeded in dispelling her stupor, and attract- 
ing her attention. He then explained to ner that he was 
in the act of leaving Wliitefriars in a few hours— that hia 
future destination was uncertain, but that he desired 
anxiously to know whether he could contribute to her 
protection by apprizing any friend of her situation, or 
otherwise. With some difficulty she seemed to compre- 
hend his meaning, and thanked him with her usual short 
ungracious manner. “Ho might mean well,” she said, 
“but he ought to know that the miserable had no 
friends.” 

Nigel said, “He would not willingly be importunate, but. 

as he was about to leave the Friars ” Sne interrupted 

him — 

“You are about to leave the Friars? I will go with 
you.” 

“ You go with me ! ” exclaimed Lord GlenvarJoch. 

“Yes,” she said, “I will persuade my father to leave 
this murdering den.” But, as she spoke, the more perfect 
recollection of what had passed crowded on her mind. 
She hid her face in her hands, and burst out into a dread- 
ful fit of sobs, moans, and lamentations, which terminated 
in hysterics, violent in proportion to the uncommon 
strength of her body and mind. 

Lord Qlenvarloch, shocked, confused, and inexperienced, 
was about to leave the house in quest of medical, pr at 
least female assistance ; but the patient, when the par- 
oxysm had somewhat spent its force, held him fast by the 
sleeve with one hand, covering her face with the other, 
while a copious flood of tears came to relieve the emotionii 
of grief by which she had been so violently agitated. 

“Do not leave me,” she said — “do not leave 
call no one. I have never been in this way before, and 
would not now,” she said, sitting upright, and wiping her 
eyes with her apron, — “would not now— but that— but 
tnat he loved me, if he loved nothing else that was 
—To die so, and by such hands ! ” 

And again the unhappy womap gave way to a paroxysm 
of sorrow, mingling her tears with sobbiug, wauiag, and 
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all the abandonment of female grief, when at its utmost 
height. At length, she gradually recovered the austerity 
of her natural composure, and maintained it as if by a 
folrcible exertion of resolution, repelling, as she spoke^ the 
repeated returns of the hysterical affection, by such an 
effort as that by which epileptic patients ate known to 
suspend the recurrence of tlunr ffts. Yet her mind, how- 
ever resolved, could not so al)solut(*ly overcome the affec- 
tion of her nerves, but that she 'was agitated by strong 
lits of trembling, which, for a minute or two at a time, 
shook her whole iramo in a manner frightful to witness. 
Nigel forgot his own situation, and, indeed, everything 
else, in tlie interest inspinnl by tlie unhappy woman 
before him — an interest which affected a prouci spirit the 
more deeply, that she^ herself, with correspondent high- 
ness of mind, seemed determined to owe as little as pos- 
sible either to the humanity or the pity of others. 

“ I am not wont to be in this w’ay,” she said, — ** but — 
but — Nature Avill have power over the frail beings it has 
made. Over you, sir, 1 have some ripht; for, without 
you, I had not survived this awful night. I wish your 
aid had been either (‘arlier or later— but you have savcjd 
my life, and you are bound to assist in making it endur- 
alile to me.” 

“If you will show me how it is possible,” answered 

mpi 

“ You are going hence, you say, instantly — carry mo 
•with you,” said the unhappy woman, “by my own 
efforts, I shall never escape from this wilderness of guilt 
iand misery,” 

“Alas! what can I do for you?” replied Nigel. “Mv 
own way, and I must not devie-tt*. from it, l(*ads me, in {ill 
probability, to a dungeon. I might, indeed, transport 
you from nence with me, if you could afterw'ards bestow 
yourself with any friend.” 

“Friend!” she exclaimed — “I have no friend— they 
have long since discarded us. A spectre arising from the 
dead were more welcome than 1 should be at the doors of 
those who have disclaimed us ; and, if they were willing 
to restore their friendship to mo now, I w'ould despise it 
because they withdrew it from him — from him” — (here 
ishe underwent strong but suppressed agitation, and then 
added firmly) — “from him who lies yonder.- -I have no 
friend.” Here she paused ; and then suddenly, as if 
recollecting herself, added, “ I have no friend, but I have 
that will purchase maiiy—i have that which will purchase 
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both friends and avengers. — ^It is well thought of ; I must 
not leave it for a prey to cheats and ruffians. — Stranger, 
you must return to yonder room. Pass through it boldlv 
to his— that is, to the sleeping apartment ; push the bed- 
stead aside ; beneath each of the posts is a brass plate, as 
if to support the weight, but it is that upon the left, nearest 
to the wall, which must serve your turn — press the corner 
of the plate, and it will spring up and snow a keyhole, 
which this key will open. You will then lift a concealed 
trap-door, ana in a cavity of the floor you will discover a 
small chest. Bring it hither ; it shall accompany our 
journey, and it will be hard if the contents cannot pur- 
chase me a place of refuge.” 

But the door communicating with the kitchen has 
been locked by these people,” said Nigel. 

“ True, I had forgot ; they had their reasons for that, 
doubtless,” answered she. “ But the secret passage from 
your apartment is open, and you may go that way.” 

Lord Glenvarloch took the key, and, as he lighted a 
lamp to show him the way, she read in his countenance 
some unwillingness to the task imposed. 

“You fear?” she said — “there is no cause; the mur- 
derer and his victim are both at rest. Take courage, I 
will go with you myself — you cannot know the tricK of 
the spring, and the chest will be too heavy for you.” 

“No fear, no fear,” answered Lord Glenvarloch, ashamed 
of the construction she put on a momentary hesitation, 
arising from a dislike to look upon what is horrible, often 
connected with those high- wrought nnnds which are the 
last to fear what is merely dangerous — “ I will do your 
errand as you desire ; but for you, you must not — cannot 
go yonder.” 

“I can — I will,” she said. “I am composed. You shall 
see that I am so.” She took from the table a piece of 
unfinished sewing-work, and, with steadiness and com- 
posure, passed a silken thread into the eye of a fine needle. 
— “Could I have done that,” she said, with a smile yet 
more ghastly than her previous look of fixed despair, “had 
not my heart and hana been both steady 

She then led the way rapidly up stairs to Nigel’s 
chamber, and proceeded through the secret passage with 
the same haste, as if she had feared her resolution might 
have failed her ere her purpose was executed. At the 
bottom of the stairs she paused a moment, before entering 
the fatal apartment, then hurried through with a rapid' 
step to the sleeping-chamber beyond, followed closely by 
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Lord Glenvarloch, whose reluctance to approach the scene 
of butchery was altogether lost in the anxiety which he 
felt on account of the survivor of the tragedy. 

Her first action was to pull aside the curtains of her 
father’s bed. The bed-clothes were thrown aside in con- 
fusion, doubtless in the action of his starting from sleep 
to oppose the entrance of the villains into the next apart- 
ment. The hard mattress scarcely showed the slight 
pressure where the emaciated body of the old miser had been 
deposited. His daughter sank beside the bed, clasped her 
hands, and prayed to Heaven, in a short and affecting 
manner, for support in her affliction, and for vengeance 
on the villains who had made her fatherless. A low- 
muttered and still more brief petition recommended to 
Heaven the soul of the sufferer, and invoked pardon for 
his sins, in virtue of the great Christian atonement. 

This duty of piety performed, she signed to Nigel to aid 
her ; and, having pushed aside the heavy bedstead, they 
saw the brass jnate which Martha had described. She 
pressed the spring, *and, at once, the plate starting up, 
showed the keyhole, and a large iron ring used in lifting 
the trap-door, whicn, when raised, displayed the strong- 
box, or small chest, she had mentioned, and which proved 
indeed so very weighty, that it might perhaps have been 
scarcely possible for Nigel, though a very strong man, to 
have raised it without assistance. 

Having replaced everything as they had found it, 
Nigel, with such help as his companion was able to afford, 
assumed his load, and made a shift to carry it into the 
next apartment, where lay the miserable owner, insensible 
to sounds and circumstances, which, if anything could 
have broken his long last slumber, would certainly have 
done so. 

His unfortunate daughter went up to his body, and 
had even the courage to remove the sheet which had been 
decently disposed over it. She put her hand on the heart, 
but there was no throb — held a feather to the lips, but 
there was no motion — then kissed with deep reverence 
the starting veins of the pale forehead, and then the 
emaciated hand. 

“I would you could hear me,” she said,— Father ! I 
would you could hear me swear, that, if 1 now save what 
you most valued on earth, it is only to assist me in obtain- 
ing vengeance for your death ! ” 

She replaced the covering, and, without a tear, a sigh, 
pr an additional word of any kind, renewed her efforts, 
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tintil they conveved the strong-box betwixt them into 
Lord Olenvarlocas sleeping apartment. “It must pass,” 
she said, “as part of your baggage. I will be in readiness 
BO soon as the waterman calls.” 

She retired ; and Lord Glenvarloch, who saw the hour 
of their departure approach, tore down a part of the old 
hanging to make a covering, which he corded upon the 
trunk, lest the peculiarity of its shape, ahd the care with 
which it was banded’ and counterbanded with bars of steel, 
might afford suspicions respecting the treasure w^hich it 
contaimed. Having taken this measure of precaution, he 
changed the rascally disguise, which he had assumed on 
entering Whitefriars, into a suit becoming his quality, 
and then, unable to sleep, though exhausted with the 
events of the night, he threw himself on his bed to await 
the summons of the waterman. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

Give tw g:no<i voyage, gentle stream— we stun not 
Thy sober car with sounds of revelry ; 

Wake not the slutnVjering echoes of thy banks 
With voice of flute and horn —we do but seek 
On the broad pathway of thy swelling bosom. 

To glide ill silent safety. 

The DtAibU Bridal, 

Geey, or rather yellow light, was beginning to twinkle 
through the fogs of Whitefriars, when a low tap at the 
door of the unhappy miser announced to Lord Glen- 
varloch the summons of the boatman. He found at the 
door the man w'hom he had seen the night before, with a 
companion. 

“Dome, come, master, let us get afloat,” said one of 
them, in a rough impressive whisper, “ time and tide wait 
for no man.” 

“ They shall not wait for me,” said Lord Glenvarloch ; 
“ but I have some things to carry with me.” 

“ Ay, ay — no man will take a pair of oars now, Jack, 
unless he means to load the wherry like a six-horse waggon. 
V^en they don’t want to shift the whole kitt, they take 
a sculler, and he d — d to them.-— Come, come, where be 
your rattle-traps 1 ” 

One of the men was soon sufficiently loaded, in his own 
estimation at least, with Lord Glenvarloch’s mail and its 
accompaniments, which burden he began to trudge 
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towards the Temple Stairs. His comrade, who seemed 
the principal, began to handle the trunk which contained 
the misers treasure, but pitched it down again in an 
instant, declaring, with a great oatk that it was as 
reasonable to expect a man to carry PauVs on his back. 
The daughter of Trapbois, who had by this time joined 
them, mufiled up in a long dark hood and mantle, ex- 
claimed to Lord Glenvarloch — “Let them leave it if they 
will — let them leave it all ; let us* but escape from this 
horrible place.” 

We have mentioned elsew-herc, that Nigel was a very 
athletic J^oung maxi, and, impelled by a strong feeling of 
compassion and indignation, he showed his bodily strength 
singularly on this occasion, by seizing on the ponderous 
strong-box, and, by nieans of the rope he had cast around 
it, thx-owing it on his shoulders, and marching resolutely 
forward under a weight, which would have sunk to the 
earth three young galhints, at the least, of our degenerate 
day. The waterman followed him in amazement, calling 
out, “Why, master, master, you might as well gie me 
t’other end on’t ! ” and anon ofTored his assistance to 
support it in some degree behind, which after the fii’st 
minute or two Nigel was fain to accept. His strength 
was almost exhausted when he reached the wherry, which 
was lying at the Temple Stairs according to appointment ; 
and, when he pitched the trunk into it, the weight sank 
the bow of the boat so low in the water as weUnigh to 
overset it. 

“We shall have as hard a fare of it,” said the waterman 
to his companion, “as if we were ferrying over an honest 
bankrupt with all his secreted goods — Ho, ho ! good 
woman, what are you stepping in for?— our gunwale 
liea deep enough in the water without live lumber to 
boot.” 

“ This person comes with me,” said Lord Glenvarloch ; 
“ she is for the present under my protection.” 

“ Come, come, master,” rejoined the fellow, “ that is out 
of my commission. You must not double my freight on 
me — she may go by land— and, as for protection, her face 
willprotect her from Berwick to the Land’s End.” 

“You will not except at my doubling the loading, if I 
double the fare?” said Nigel, determined on no account 
to relinquish the protection of this unhappy woman, for 
which he had already devised some sort of plan, likely 
now to be baffled by the characteristic rudeness of the 
Thames watermen 
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** Ay, by Q— , but 1 will except, though,” said the fellow 
with the green |dush jacket ; i will overload my wherry 
neither for love nor money — 1 love pay boat as well as my 
wife, and a thought better ” 

“Nay, nay, comrade,” said his mate, “that is speaking 
no true water language. For doubloiare we are bound to 
row a witch in her eggshell if she bid us ; and so pull 
away, Jack, and let us have no more orating.” 

They got into thestrMm*way accordingly, and, although 
heavily laden, began to move down the river with reason- 
able spa^. 

The lighter vessels which passed, overtook, or crossed 
them, in their course, failed not to assail them with the 
boisterbus raillery, which was then called water-wit ; for 
which the extreme plainness of Mistress Martha’s features, 
contrasted with the youth, handsome figure, and good 
looks of Nigel, furnished the principal topics : while the 
ci]!%umstanoe of the boat being somewhat overloaded, did 
not escape their notice. They were hailed successively, 
as a grocer’s wife upon a party of pleasure with her eldest 
apprentice — as an old woman carrying her grandson to 
school — and as a young strapping Irishman, conveying an 
ancient maiden to Dr Kigmarole^ at Redriife, whobuoxles 
beggars for a tester and a dram of Geneva. All this 
abuse was retoHed in a similar strain of humour by 
Green-jacket and his companion, who maintained the 
war of wit with the same alacrity with which they were 
assailed. 

Meanwhile, Lord Glenvarloch asked his desolate com- 
panion if she had thought on any place where she could 
remain in safety with her property. She confessed, in 
more detail than formerly, that her father’s character 
bad left her no friends ^ and that, from the time he had 
betaken himself to Whitefriars, to escape certain^ legal 
consequences of his eager pursuit of gain, she had lived a 
life of total seclusion ; not associating with the society 
which the place afibrded, and, by her residence there, as 
well as her father’s parsimony, effectually cut off from all 
other comnany. What she now wished, was, in the first 
place, to ODtain the shelter of a decent lodging, and tho 
countenance of honest people, however low in lif^ until 
she should obtain legal advice as to the mode of obtaining 
justice on her father’s murderer. She had no hesitation 
Ip charge the guilt upon CJolepepper (commonly called 
Feppercull), whom she knew to 1^ as capable or any act 
of treacherous cruelty, as he was cowardly, where actual 
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manhood was required. He had been strongly sus]^cted 
of two robberies before, one of which was coupled with an 
atrocious murder. He had, she intimated, made preten- 
sions to her hand as the easiest and safest way of obtaining 
possession of her father’s wealth ; and, on her refusing his 
addresses, if they could be termed so, in the most positive 
termsj he had thrown out such obscure hints of vengeance, 
as, joined with some imperfect assaults upon the house, 
had kept her in frequent alarm, both on her father’s 
account and her own. 

Nigel, but that his feeling of respectful delicacy to 
the unfortunate woman forbade him to do so, could here 
have communicated a circumstance corroborative of her 
suspicions, which had already occurred to his own mind. 
He recollected the hint that old Hildebrod threw forth on 
the preceding night, that some communication betwixt 
liimself and Colepepper had hastened the catastrophe. 
As this communication related to the plan which Hilde* 
brod had been pleased to form, of promoting a marriage 
betwixt Nigel himself and the rich heiress of Trapbois, 
the fear of losing an opportunity not to be regained, 
together with the mean malignity of a low-bred rufiSan, 
disappointed in a favourite schem^ was most likely to 
instigate the bravo to the deed 6f violence which had 
been committed. The reflection that his own name was 
in some degree implicated with the causes of this horrid 
tragedy, doubled Lord Glenvarloch’s anxiety in behalf of 
the victim whom he had rescued, while at the same time 
he formed the tacit resolution, tliat, so soon as his own 
affairs were put upon some footing, he would contribute 
all in his power towards the investigation of this bloody 
affair. 

After ascertaining from his companion that she could 
form no better plan of her own, he recommended to her 
to take up her lodging for the time, at the house of his 
old landlord, Christie the ship-chandler, at Paufs Wharf, 
describing the decency and honesty of that worthy couple, 
and expressing his hopes that they would receive her 
into their own house, or recommena her at least to that 
of some person for whom they would be responsible, uhtil 
she should have time to enter upon other arrangements 
for herself. 

The poor woman received advice so grateful to her in 
her desolate condition, with an expression of thanks, brief 
indeed, but deeper than anything nad yet extracted from 
the austerity or her natural disposition, 

XIV. — 1 1 
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Lord Olenvarloch then proceeded to inform Martha, 
that certain reasons, connected with his personal safety, 
called him immediately to Greenwich, and, therefore, it 
would not be in his power to accompany her to Christie’s 
house, which he would otherwise have done with pleasure ; 
but, tearing a leaf from his tablet, he wrote on it a few 
lines, addressed to his landlord, as a man of honesty and 
humanity, in which he described the bearer as a person 
who stood ill singular necessity of temporary protcxtion 
and good advice, for which her circumstances enabled lier 
to make ample acknowledgment. Ho therefore requested 
John Christie, as his old and good friend, to afford her 
the shelter of his roof for a short time , or, if that might 
not be consistent with his convenience, at least to direct 
her to a proper lodging— and, finally, he imposed on him 
the additional, and somewhat more difficult commission, 
to recommend her to the counsel and services of an honest, 
at least a reputable and skilful attorney, for the transact- 
ing some law business of importance. This note he 
subscribed with his real name, and, delivering it to his 
jyrotecfee^ who received it with anotlior deejily uttered “I 
thank you,” which spoke the sterling f<*elings of her 
gratitude better than a thousand combined phrases, he 
commanded the watermen to pull in for Paul’s Wharf, 
which they were now approaching. 

** Wo have not time,” said Green- jacket ; “wo cannot be 
stuping every instant.” 

But, upon Nigel insisting upon his commands being 
obeyed, and adding, that it was tor the purpose of putting 
the lady ashore, the waterman declared he woulcf rather 
have her room than her company, and put the wherry 
alongside of the wharf accordingly. Ilero two of the 
porters, who ply in such places, were easily induced to 
undertake the charge of the ponderous strong box, and at 
the same time to guide the owner to tho well-known 
mansion of John Christie, with whom all who lived in 
that neighbourhood were perfectly acquainted. 

The boat, much lightened of its load, went down the 
Thames at a rate increased in proportion. But we must 
forbear to pursue her in her voyage for a few minutes, 
since we have previously to mention the issue of Lord 
Glenvarloch’s recommendation. 

Mistress Martha Trapbois reached the shop in perfect 
safety, and wa« about to enter it, when a sickening sense 
of the uncertainty of her situation, and of the singularly 
painful task of teUing her story, came over her so strongly, 
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that she paused a moment at the very threshold of her 
proposed place of refuge, to think in what manner she 
could best second the recommendation of the friend whom 
Providence had raised up to her. Had she possessed that 
knowledge of the world, from which her habits of life had 
cotnpletmy excluded her, she might have known that the 
large sum of money which she brought along with her, 
might, judiciously managed, have been a passport to her 
into the mansions of nobles, and the palaces of princes. 
But, however conscious of its general power, which assumes 
so many forms and complexions, she was so inexperienced 
as to be most unnecessarily afraid that the means by 
which the wealth had been acquired, might exclude its 
inheretrix from shelter even in the house of a humble 
tradesman. 

While she thus delayed, a more reasonable cause for 
hesitation arose, in a consideral)le noise and altercation 
within the house, which grew louder and louder as the 
disputants issued forth upon the street or lane before the 
door. 

The first who entered upon the scene, was a tall, raw- 
boned, hard-favoured man, who stalked out of the shop 
hastily, with a gait like that of a Spaniard in a passion, 
who, disdaining to add speed to his locomotion by run- 
ning, only condescends, in the utmost extremity of his 
angry haste, to add length to his stride. He faced about, 
so soon as he was out of the house, upon his pursuer, a 
decent-looking, elderlv, plain tradesman — no other than 
John Christie himself, the owner of the shop and tene- 
ment, by whom he seemed to be followed, and who was in 
a state of agitatipn more than is usually expressed by 
such a person. 

“ I'll near no more on’t,” said the personage who first 
appeared on the scene. — “ Sir, I will hear no more on it. 
Besides being a most false and impudent figment, as I can 
testify — it is ScaTidaalwn Magnaatum, sir — Scandaaluni 
Atagnaatuniy* he reiterated with a broad accentuation of 
the first vowel, well known in the colleges of Edinburgh 
and Glasgow, which we can only express in print hv 
doubling the said first of letters and of vowels, and whicn 
would have cheerod the cockles of the reigning monarch 
had he been within hearing, -^as he was a severer stickler 
for what he deemed the genuine pronunciation of the 
Eoman tongue, than for any of the royal prerogatives, 
for which he was at times disposed to insist so strenuously 
in his speeches to Parliament 
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“I care not an ounce of rotten cheese,” said John 
Christie in reply, “ what you call it — ^but it is true ; and 
I am a free Englishman, and have right to speak the 
truth in my own concerns ; and your master is little 
better than a villain, and you no more than a swaggering 
coxcomb, whose head I will presently break, as I have 
known it well broken before on lighter occasion.” 

And, so saying, he flourished the paring-shovel which 
usually made clean the steps of his little shop, and which 
he had caught up as the readiest weapon of working his 
foeman damage, and advanced therewith upon him. The 
cautious Scot (for such our readers must have already 

E renounced him, from his language and pedantry) drew 
ack as the enraged ship-chandler approached, but in a 
surly manner, and bearing his hancl on his sword-hilt 
lather in the act of one who was losing habitual forbear- 
ance and caution of deportment, than as alarmed by the 
attack of an antagonist inferior to himself in youth, 
strength, and weapons. 

“Bide back,” he said, “Maister Christie— I say bide 
back, and consult your safety, man. I have evited ^ 
striking you in your ain house under muckle provocation, 
because 1 am ignorant how the laws here may pronounce 
respecting bursary and hamesucken,^ and such matters ; 
ana. besides, I would not willingly hurt ye, man, e’en on 
the causeway, that is free to us baith, because I mind 
your kindness of lang syne,^ and partly consider ye as a 
poor deceived creature. But deil d — n me, sir, and I am 
not wont to swear, but if you toucli my Scotch shouther 
with that shule^ of youns, I will make six inches of 
ray Andrew Ferrara aeevilish intimate with your guts,® 
Tieighbour.” 

And therewithal, though still retreating from the 
brandished shovel, he made one-third of the basket-hilted 
broadsword which he wore, visible from the sheath. The 
wrath of John Christie was abated, either by his natural 
temperance of disposition, or perhaps in part by the 
glimmer of cold steel, which iiashea on him from his 
adversary’s last action. 

“I would do well to cry clubs on thee, and have thee 
duck^ed at the wharf,” he said, grounding his shovel, how- 
ever, at the same time, “for a paltry swaggerer, that 
would draw thy bit of iron there on an honest citizen 
before his own door ; but get thee gone, and reckon on a 

1 Avoided. ^ Assaulting a man on his own premises. 3 Bygone days, 

* Shovel. 6 Entrails. 
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Balt eel for thy supper, if thou shouldst ever come near 
my house again. 1 wish it had been at the lK)ttom of 
Thames when it first gave the use of its roof to smooth- 
faced, oily-tongued, double-minded Scots thieves ! ” 

“It’s an ill bird that fouls its own nest,” replied his 
adversary, not perhaps the less bold that he saw matters 
were taking the turn of a pacific debate ; “and a pity it 
is that a kindly Scot should ever have married in foreign 
parts, and given life to a purse-proud, pudding-headed, 
fat-gutted, lean-brained Southron, e’en such as you, 
Maister Christie. But fare ye weel— fare ye weel, for 
ever and a d«ay ; and, if you quarrel wi’ a Scot again, 
man, say as mickle ill o’ himsell as ye like, but say nane 
of his patron or of his countrymen, or it will scarce be 
your flat cap that will keep your lang lugs^ from the 
sharp abridgement of a Highland whinger,*^ man.” 

“And, if you continue your insolence to me before my 
own door, were it but two minutes longer,” retorted 
John Christie, “I will call the constable, and make 
your Scottish ankles acquainted with an English pair of 
stocks!” 

So saying, he turned to retire into his shoj) with some 
show of victory ; for his enemy, whatever might be his 
innate valour, manifested no desire to drive matters to 
extremity — conscious, perhaps, that whatever advantage 
he might gain in single combat with John Christie, 
would be more than overbalanced by incurring an aflair 
with the constituted authorities of Old England, not at 
that time apt to be })articularly favourable to their new 
fellow-subjects, in the various successive broils which 
were then constantly taking place between the individuals 
of two proud nations, who still retained a stronger sense 
of their national animosity during centuries, than of 
their late union for a few years under the government of 
the same prince. 

Mrs Martha Trapbois had dwelt too long in Alsatia, to 
be either surprised or terrified at the altercation she had 
witnessed. Indeed, she only wondered that the debate 
did not end in some of those acts of violence by which 
they were usually terminated in the Sanctuary. As the 
disputants separated from each other, she, who had no 
idea that the cause of the quarrel was more deeply rooted 
than in the daily scenes of the same nature which she 
had heard of or witnessed, did not hesitate to stop Master 
Christie in his return to his shop, and present to him the 
1 Long ears. 9 OutluB. 
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letter which Lord Glenvarloch had given to her. Had 
. she been better acquainted with life and its business, she 
would certainly liave waited for a more temperate moment ; 
and she had reason to repent of her precipitation, when, 
without saying a single word, or taking the trouble to 
gather more of the information contained in the letter 
than was expressed in tiie subscription, the incensed ship- 
chandler threw it down on the ground, trampled it in high 
disdain, and, without addressing a single word to the bearer, 
except, indeed, something mumi more like a hearty curse 
than was perfectly consistent with his own grave appear- 
ance, he retired into his shop, and shut the natch-door. 

It was 'vnth the most inexpressible anguish that the 
desolate, friendless, and unhappy female, thus beheld her 
sole hope of succour, countenance, and protection, vanish 
at once, without being able to conceive a reason ; for, to 
do her justice, the idea tliat her friend, whom she know 
by the name of Nigel Grahame, had imposed on her, a 
solution which might readily have occurred to many in 
her situation, never once entered her mind. Although it 
was not her temper easily to bend her mind to entreaty, 
she could not help exclaiming after the ireful and retreat- 
ing ship-chandler, — “ Good Master, hear me but a moment I 
for mercy’s sake, for honesty’s sake ! ” 

Mercy and honesty from him, mistress ! ” said tho 
Scot, who, though he essayed not to interrupt the retreat 
of his antagonist, still kept stout possession of the field of 
action, — “ye might as weel expect brandy from bean- 
stalks, or milk from a craig of blue whuustane. The man 


IS mad, horn mad, to boot.” 

“ I must have mistaken the t 
was addressed, then ; ” and, as sn 


3rson to whom the letter 
5 spoke, Mistress Martha 


Trapbois was in the act of stooping to lift the paper 
which had been so uncourteously received. Her com- 
panion, with natural civility, anticipated her purpose ; 
but, what was not quite so much in etiquette, he took a 
sly glance at it as he was about to hand it to her, and his 
eye having caught the subscription, he said, with surprise, 
“Glenvarloch — Nigel Olifaunt of Glenvarloch! Do you 
know the Lord Glenvarloch, mistress ? ” 

“I know not of whom you speak,” said Mrs Martha, 
peevishly. “I had that pa^r from one Master Nigel 


“ Nigel Grahame ! — uunph. — O, ay, very true— I had 
forgot,^’ said the Scotsman. “ A tall, welLset young man, 
about my height; bright blue eyes like a hawk’s; a 
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pleasant speech ; something leaning to the kindly north- 
country accentuation, but not much, in respect of his 
having been resident abroad ? ” 

“All this is true—and what of it all?” said the daughter 
of the miser. 

“ Hair of my complexion ? ” 

“ Yours is red,” replied she. 

“ I pray you peace,” said the Scotsman. “ I was going 
to say — of my complexion, but with a deeper shade of the 
chestnut. ^ Weel, mistress, if I have guessed the man 
aright, he is one with whom I am, and have been, intimate 
and familiar, — nay, I may truly say I have done liim much 
service in rny time, and may live to do him niore. I had 
indeed a sincere good-will for him, and I doubt he has 
been much at a loss since we parted ; but the fault is not 
mine. Wherefore, as this letter will not avail you with 
him to whom it is directed, you may belie\o that Heaven 
liath sent it to me, who have a special regard for the 
writer — £ have, besides, as much nuu-cy and honesty 
within me as man can weed mak(' liis bread with, and am 
willing to aid any distressed creature, that is my friend’s 
friend, with my counsel, and otherwisf*, so that I arn not 
put to much charges, being in a strange country, like a 
poor lamb that has w'aiuhin'd from its ain native hirsel,' 
and leaves a tait of its woo^ ^ in e\ery d— d Southron 
bramble that comes across it.” While he spoke thus, he 
read the contents of the letter, without waiting for 
permission, and then continued, — “ And so this is all that 
you are wanting, my dove ? nothing more than safe and 
lionourable lodging, and sustenance, upon your own 
charges?” 

“ Nothing more,” said she. “ If you are a man and a 
Christian, you will help mo to what i need so much.” 

“A man I am,” replied the formal Caledonian, “e’en sic 
as ye see me ; and a Christian I may call myself, though 
unworthy, and though I have hoard little pure doctrine 
since I came hither — a’ polluted with men’s devices — 
ahem ! Week and if ye be an honest woman ” (here he 
peeped under her muffler), “as an honest woman ye seem 
likely to be— -though, let me tell you, they are a kind of 
cattle not so rife in the streets of this city as I would 
desire them — I was almost strangled with my owm band 
by twa rampallians,® wha w-anted yestreen, nae farther 
gane, to harle* me into a change-house— -however, if ye be 
a decent honest woman ” (here he took another peep at 
^ nook. * A Uttio bit of itt wool. 3 i^w womon. « Dru^. 
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features certainly bearing no beauty which could infer 
suspicion), “ as decent and honest ye seem to be, why, I 
will advise you to a decent house, where you will get 
douce, ^ quiet entertainment, on reasonable terms, and the 
occasional benedt of my own counsel and direction — 
that is, from time to time, as my other avocations may 
permit” 

*^May I venture to accept of such an offer from a 
stranger 1 ” said Martha, with natural hesitation. 

“ Troth, I see nothing to hinder you, mistress,” replied 
the bonn^ Scot ; “ ye can but see the place, and do after 
as ye think best. Besides, we are nae such strangers, 
neither ; for I know your friend, and you, it’s like, know 
mine, whilk knowledge, on either hand, is a medium of 
communication between us, even as the middle of the 
string connecteth its twa ends or extremities. But I will 
enlarge on this farther as we pass along, gin ye list to bid 
your twa lazy loons * of porters there lift up your little 
kist between them, whilk ae true Scotsman might carry 
under his arm. Let me tell you, mistress, ye will soon 
make a toom pock-end * of it in Lon’on, if you hire twa 
knaves to do the work of ane.” 

So saying, he led the way, followed by Mistress Martha 
Trapbois, whose singular destiny, though it had heaped 
her with wealth, had left her, for the moment, no wiser 
counsellor, or more distinguished protector, than honest 
Bichie Moniplies, a discarded serving-man. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

This wa.; lie safety and a sure retreat ; 

Yonder lie dangrer, shame, and punishment. 

Most welcome danger then — Nay» let me say', 

Though spoke with swelling heart—welcome e'en shame; 

And welcome punishment — ^for, call me guilty, 

I do but pay the tax that’s due to justice ; 

And call me guiltless, then that punishment 
Is shame to those alone who do inflict it. 

The Tribunal, 

We left Lord Glenvarloch, to whose fortunes our story 
chiefly attaches itself, gliding swiftly down the Thames. 
He was not, as the reader may have observed, very affable 
in his disposition, or apt to enter into conversation with 
those into whose company he was casually thrown. This 
was, indeed, an error in his conduct, arising less from 
1 Bespeeiabie. 8 Raaoals. 3 JElmpty punte. 
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pride, though of that feeling we do not pretend to excuh 
pate nim, than from a sort of bashful reluctance to mix in 
the conversation of those with whom he was not familiar. 
It is a fault only to be cured by experience and knowledge 
of the worlds which soon teaches every sensible and acute 
person the important lesson, that amusement, and, what is 
of more consequence, that information ana increase of 
knowledge, are to be derived from the conversation of 
every individual whatever, with whom he is thrown into 
a natural train of communication. For ourselves, we can 
assure the reader — and perhaps if we have ever been able 
to afford him amusement, it is owing in a great degree to 
this cause — that we never found ourselves in company 
with the stupidest of all possible companions in a post- 
chaise, or with the most arrant cumber-corner that ever 
occupied a place in the niail coach, without finding, that, 
in the course of our conversation with him, we had some 
ideas suggested to us, either grave or gay, or some informa- 
tion communicated in the course ot our journey, which 
we should have regretted not to have learned, and which 
we should be sorry to have immediately forgotten. But 
Nigel was somewnat immured within the Bastile of his 
rank, as some philosopher (Tom Paine, we think) has 
happily enough expressed that sort of shyness which 
men of dignined situations are apt to be beset with, 
rather from not exactly knowing how far, or with whom, 
they ought to be familiar, than from any real touch of 
aristocratic pride. Besides, the immediate pressure of our 
adventurers own affairs was such as exclusively to engross 
his attention. 

He sat, therefore, wrapt in his cloak, in the stern of the 
boat, with his mina entirely bent upon the pro^ble issue 
of the interview with his Sovereign, which it was his 
purpose to seek ; for which abstraction of mind he may 
be fully justified, although perhaps, by questioning the 
watermen who were transporting him down the river, he 
might have discovered matters of high concernment to 
him. 

At any rate, Nigel remained silent till the wherry 
approached the town of Greenwich, when he commanded 
the men to put in for the nearest landing-place, as it wea 
his purpose to go ashore there, and dismiss them from 
further attendance. 

“ That is not possible/* said the fellow with the green 
jacket, who, as we have already said, seemed to take on 
himself the charge of pilotage. “We must go,” he 
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continued, “ to Gravesend, where a Scottish vessel, which 
dropt down the river last tide for the very purpose, lies 
with her anchor a-peak, waiting to carry you to your own 
dear northern country. Your hammock is slung, and all 
is ready for you, and you talk of going ashore at Green- 
wich, as seriously as if such a thing were possible ! ” 

“ I see no impossibility,” said Nigel, “ in your landing me 
where I desire to be landed ; but very little possibility of 
your carrying me anywhere I am not desirous of going.” 

“Why, whether do you manage the wherry, or we, 
master?” asked Green-jacket, in a tone betwixt jest and 
earnest ; “1 take it she will go the way we row her.” 

“Ay,” retorted Nigel, “but I take it you will row her 
on the course I direct you, otherwise your chance of pay- 
ment is but a poor one.” 

“Suppose we are content to risk that,” said the un- 
dauntccl waterman, “ I wish to know how you, who talk 
so big — I mean no offence, master, but you do talk big — 
would help yourself in such a case ? ” 

“Simply thus,” answered Lord Glenvarloch — “You saw 
me, an hour since, bring down to the boat a trunk that 
neither of you could lift. If wo are to contest the destina- 
tion of our voyage, the same strength which tossed that 
chest into the wherry, will suffice to fling you out of it ; 
wherefore, before we begin the scuffle, I pray you to 
remember, that, whither 1 would go, there I will oblige 
you to carry me.” 

“Qramercy for your kindness,” said Green-jacket ; “and 
now mark me in return. My comrade and I are two men 
— and you, were you as stout as George-a-Green, can pass 
but for one ; and two, you will allow, are more than a 
match for one. You mistake in your reckoning, my 
friend.” 

“It is you who mistake,” answered Nigel, who began to 
grow warm ; “ It is I who am three to two, sirrah — I 
carry two men's lives at my girdle.” 

Bo saying, he opened his cloak and showed the two 
pistols which he had disposed at his girdle. Green -jacket 
was unmoved at the display. 

“I have got,” said he, “a pair of barkers that will 
match yours,” and ho showed that he also was armed 
with pistols ; “ so you may begin as soon as you list.” 

“Then,” said Lord Glenvarloch, drawing forth and 
cocking a pistol, “the sooner the better. Take notice, 
1 hold you as a ruffian, who have declared you will put 
force on my person ; and that I will shoot you through 
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the head if you do not put me instantly ashore at 
Greenwich.” 

The other waterman, alarmed at Niigers gesture, lav 
upon Iiis oar; but Green-jacket replied coolly — “Look 
you, master, I should not care a tester to venture a life 
with you on this matter ; but the truth is, I am employed 
to do you good, and not to do you harm.” 

“By whom are you employed?” said the Lord Glen- 
varloch ; “or who dare concern themselves in me, or my 
affairs, without my authority?” 

“As to that,” answered the waterman, in the same 
tone of indifference, “I shall not sliow my commission. 
For myself, I care not, as I said, whether you land at 
Greenwich to get yourself h.anged, or go down to get 
aboard the Iloyal Thistle, to make your escape to your 
own country ; you will be equally out of my reach either 
way. But it is fair to put the choice before you.” 

“My choice is made,” said Nigel. “1 have told you 
thrice alrefidy it is my pleasure to be landed at Green- 
wich.” 

“Write it on a piece of paper,” said the waterman, 
“that such is your positive will • I must have something 
to show to my employers, that the transgression of their 
orders lies with yourself, not with me.” 

“I choose to hold this trinket in my hand for the 
present,” said Nigel, showing his pistol, “and will write 
you the acquittance when 1 go ashore.” 

“I would not go ashore with you for a hundred pieces,” 
said the waterman. “Ill luck has ever attended you, 
except in small gaming ; do me fair justice, and give me 
the testimony I desire. If you are afraid of foul play 
while you write it, you may hold my pistols, if you will.” 
Ho offered the weapons to Nigel accordingly, who, while 
they were under his control, and all possibility of his 
being taken at advantage was excluded, no longer 
hesitated to give the waterman an acknowledgment, in 
the following terms : — 

“Jack in the Green, with his mate, belonging to the 
wherry called the Jolly Haven, have done their duty 
faithfully by me, landing me at Greenwich by my express 
commana ; and being themselves willing to carry me on 
board the Hoyal Thistle, presently lying at Gravesend.” 
Having finished this acknowledgment, which he signed 
with the letters, N. O. G. as indicating his name and title, 
he ^ain requested to know of the waterman, to whom he 
delivered it, the name of his employers. 
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“Sir,” replied Jack in the Green, “I have respected 
your secret, do not you seek to pry into mine. It would 
do you no good to know for whom I am taking this present 
trouble ; and, to be brief, you shall not know it — and, if 
you will fight in the quarrel, as you said even now, the 
sooner we begin the better. Only this you may be cock* 
sure of, that we designed you no harm, and that, if you 
fail into any, it will be of your own wilful seeking.” As 
he spoke, they approached the landing-place, where Nigel 
instantly iumped ashore. The waterman placed his small 
mail-trunk on the stairs, observing that there were plenty 
of spare hands about, to carry it where he would. 

“We part friends, I hope, my lads,” said the young 
nobleman, ofiering at the same time a piece of money 
more than double the usual fare, to the boatmen. 

“ We part as we met,” answered Green-jacket ; “ and, 
for your money, I am paid sufficiently with this bit of 
paper. Only, if you owe me any love for the cast I have 
given you, I pray you not to dive so deep into the pockets 
of the next apprentice that you find fool enough to play 
the cavalier. — And you, you greedy swine,” said he to his 
companion, who still had a longing eye fixed on the money 
which Nigel continued to offer, “ push off, or, if I take a 
stretcher in hand, 111 break the knave’s pate of thee.” 
The fellow pushed off, as he was commanded, but still 
could not help muttering, “This >vas entirely out of 
waterman’s rules.” 

Glenvarloch, though without the devotion of the 
“injured Thales” of the moralist, to the memory of that 
great princess, had now attained 

“The hallow’d soil which gave Eliza birth,” 

whose halls were now less respectably occupied by her 
successor. It was not, as has been well shown by a late 
author, that James was void either of parts or of good 
intentions ; and his predecessor was at least as arbitrary 
in effect as he was in theory. But, while Elizabeth 
possessed a sternness of masculine sense and determination 
which rendered even her weaknesses, some of which were 
in themselves sufficiently ridiculous, in a certain degree 
respectable, James, on the other hand, was so utterly 
devoid of “firm resolve,” so well called by the Scottish 
bard, 

“The stalk of carle-hemp* in man,” 

that even nis virtues and his good meaning became laugh 
1 The largest and strongest stalk of hemp. 



THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 


333 


able, from the whimsical uncertainty of his conduct ; so 
that the wisest things he ever said, and the best actions 
he ever did, were often touched with a strain of the 
ludicrous and fidgety character of the man. Accordingly, 
though at different perio<ls of his reign he contrived to 
acquire with his people a certain degree of temporary 
popularity, it never long outlived the occasion which pro- 
duced it ; so true it is, that the mass of mankind will 
respect a monarch stained with actual guilt, more than 
one whose foibles render him only ridiculous. 

To return from this digression, Lord Glenvarloch soon 
received, as Green-jacket had assured him, the offer of an 
idle bargeman to transport his baggage where he listed ; 
but that where was a question of momentary doubt. At 
length, recollecting the necessity that his hair and beard 
should be properly arranged before he attempted to enter 
the royal presence, and desirous, at the same time, of 
obtaining some information of the motions of the Sove- 
reign and of the Court, he desired to be guided to the 
next barber’s shop, which we have already mentioned as 
the place where news of every kind circled and centred. 
He was speedily shown the way to such an emporium of 
intelligence, and soon found he was likely to hear all he 
desired to know, and much more, while his head was 
subjected to the art of a nimble tonsor, the glibness of 
whose tongue kept pace with the nimbleness of his fingers, 
while he ran on, without stint or stop, in the following 
excursive manner 

“The Court here, master? — yes, master— much to the 
advantage of trade— good custom stirring. His Majesty 
loves Greenwich — hunts every morning in the Pa,rk — all 
decent persons admitted that have the entries of the 
Palace — no rabble — frightened the King’s horse with their 
hallooing, the uncombed slaves. — Yes, sir, the beard more 
peaked? Yes, master, so it is worn. I know the last cut 
— dress several of the courtiers — one valet-of-the-chamber, 
two pages of the body, the clerk of the kitchen, three 
running footmen, two dog-boys, and an honourable Scot- 
tish knight. Sir Munko Malgrowler.” 

“ Malagrowther, I suppose ? ” said Nigel, thrusting in his 
conjectural emendation, with infinite difficulty, betwixt 
two clauses of the barber’s text. 

“Yes, sir— Malcrowder, sir, as you say, sir — hard names 
the Scots have, sir, for an English mouth. Sir Munko is 
a handsome person, sir— perhaps you know him— bating 
the loss of his fingers, and the lameness of his leg, and the 
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length of his chin. Sirj it takes me one minute, twelve 
seconds, more time to tnm that chin of his, than any chin 
that I know in the town of Greenwich, sir. But he is a 
very comely gentleman, for all that ; and a pleasant — a 
very pleasant gentleman, sir — and a good-humoured, sav- 
ing that he S so deaf he can never hear good of any one, 
and so wise, that he can never believe it ; but he is a very 
good-natured gentleman for all that, except when one 
speaks too low, or when a hair turns awry.-— Did I graze 
you, sir? We shall put it to rights iii a moment, with one 
drop of styptic — my styptic, or rather my wife’s, sir — She 
makes the water herself. One drop of the styptic, sir, 
and a bit of black taffeta patch, lust big enough to be the 
saddle to a flea, sir — Yes, sir, rather improves than otlier- 
wise. The Prince had a patch the other day, and so had 
the Duke ; and, if you will believe me, there are seventeen 
yards three quarters of black taffeta already cut into 
patches for the courtiers.” 

“But Sir Muneo Malagrowther ? ” again interjected 
Nigel, with diflSculty. 

“Ay, ay, sir— -Sir Munko, as you say ; a pleasant, good- 
humoured gentleman as ever — To be spoken with, did you 
say ? O ay, ^sily to be spoken withal, that is, as easily 
as his infirmity will permit. He will presently, unless 
some one hath asked him forth to breakfast, be taking his 
bone of broiled beef at my neighbour Ned Kilderkin’s 
yonder, removed from over the way. Ned keeps an 
eating-houso, sir, famous for pork-griskins ; but Sir Munko 
cannot abide pork, no more than the King’.s most Sacred 
Majesty,^ nor my Lord Duke of Lennox, nor Lord Dal- 
garno, — nay, I am sure, sir, if I touched you this time, it 
was your fault, not mine. — But a single drop of the styptic, 
another little patch that would make a doublet for a flea, 
just under the left moustache j it will become you when 
you smile, sir, as well as a dimple ; and if you would 
salute your fair mistress—but I beg pardon, you are a 
grave gentleman, very grave to be so young. — Hope I 
have given no offence ; it is my duty to entertain cus- 
tomers — my duty, sir, and my pleasure— Sir Munko Mal- 
crowther? — yes, sir, I dare say he is at this moment in 
Ned’s eating-house, for few folks ask him out, now Lord 
Huntinglen is gone to London. You will get touched 

i The Scots, till \rithin the last veneration, dfeliked swine’e flesh as an article 
of food as Ixinch as the HighlancMirs 4o at present. It nras remarked as extra- 
ordinary rapacity, whep the Border depredators condescended to make prey of 
Ue accurst race, whhm the fiend made his habitation. Ben Jonson, in 
drawing James's charaeief', tayt, he loved ** no part of a iWtike." (8.) 
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agiiiii — yes, sir— there you shall find him with his can of 
feingle ale, stirred with a sprig of rosemary, for he never 
drinks strong potations, sir, unless to oblige Lord Huntin- 
gltMi — take heed, sir — or any other person who asks him 
foi th to breakfast— but single beer he always drinks at 
Ned’s, with his broiled bone of beef or mutton — or, it may 
lie, lamb at the season — hut not pork, though Ned is 
famous for his griskins. But the Scots never eat pork — 
strange that ! some folk think they are a sort or Jews. 
There is a resemblance, sir, — Do you not think so ? Then 
they call our most gracious Sovereign the second Solomon, 
ancf Solomon, you know, was King of the Jews ; so the 
thing bears a face, you see. I believe, sir, you will find 
yourself trimmed now to your content. I will be judged 
by the fair mistress of your afiections. Crave pardon — 
no olience, I trust. Pray, consult the glass — one touch of 
the crisping tongs, to reduce this straggler. — Thank your 
munificence, sir — hope your custom while you stay in 
Greenwich. Would you have a tune on that ghittern, to 
])ut your temper in concord for Uie day? — Twang, twang 
— twang, twang, dillo. Something out of tune, sir — too 
many hands to touch it — we cannot keep these things like 
artists. Let me help you with your cloak, sir— yes, sir— 
You would not play yourself, sir, would you? — Way to Sir 
Munko’s eating-house? — Yes, sir; but it is Ned’s eating- 
house, not Sir Munko’s.— The knight, to bo sure, eats 
tliere, and that makes it his eating liouse in some sense, 
.sir — ha, ha I Y^onder it is, removed from over the way, 
new whitewashed posts, and red lattice — fat man in his 
doublet at the door — Ned himself, sir- -worth a thousand 
pounds, they say — better singeing pigs’ faces than trim- 
ming courtiers — but ours is the less mechanical vocation. 
— Farewell, sir; hope your custom.” 8o saying, he at 
length permitted Nigel to depart, whose ears, so long 
tormented with his continued babble, tingled when it had 
ceased, as if a bell had been rung close to them for the 
same space of time. 

Upon his arrival at the eating-house, where he proposed 
to meet with Sir Mungo Malagrowther, from whom, in 
despair of better advice, he trusted to receive some in- 
formation as to the best mode of introducing himself into 
the royal presence, Lord Oi(«ivarloch found, in the host 
with whom he communed, the consequential taciturnity 
of an Englishman well to pass in the world. Ned Kilder- 
kin spoke as a banker writes, only touching the needful. 
Being asked if Sir Mungo Malagrowther was there? he 
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replied, No. Being interrogated whether he was expected ? 
he said, Yes. And being a^in required to say when he 
was expected, he answered, rresently. As Lord Glenvar- 
loch next enquired, whether he himself could have any 
breakfast? the landlord wasted not even a syllable in 
reply, but, usliering him into a neat room where there 
were several tables, he placed one of them before an arm- 
chair, and beckoning Lord Glenvarloch to take possession, 
he set before him, in a very few minutes, a substantial 
repast of roast -beef, together with a foaming tankard, to 
which refreshment the keen air of the river disposed him, 
notwithstanding his mental embarrassments, to do much 
honour. 

While Nigel was thus engaged in discussing his 
commons, but raising his head at the same time when 
ever he heard the door of the .apartment open, eagerly 
desiring the arrival of Sir Mungo Malagrowther (an 
event which had seldom been expected by any one with 
so much anxious interest), a personage, as it seemed, of 
at least equ.al importance with the knight entered into 
the apartment, and began to hold earnest colloquy with 
the publican, who thought proper to carry on the con- 
ference on his side unboiineted. This important gentle 
man^s occupation might be guessed from his dress. A 
milk-white jerkin, and hose of white kersey ; a white 
apron twisted around his body in the manner of a sash, 
in which, instead of a warlike dagger, was stuck a long- 
bladed knife, hilted with buck's-horn ; a white nightcap 
on his head, under which his hair was ne.atly tucked, 
sufficiently pourtrayed him as one of those priests of 
Comus whom the vulgar call cooks ; and the air with 
which he rated the publican for having neglected to send 
some provisions to the Palace, showed that he ministered 
to royalty itself. 

‘‘This will never answer,” he said, “Master Kilderkin 
— the King twice asked for sweetbreads, and fricasseed 
coxcombs, which are a favourite dish of his Most Sacred 
Majesty^ and they were not to be had, because Master 
Kilderkin had not supplied them to the clerk of the 
kitchen, as by bargain bound.” Here Kilderkin made 
some apology, brief, according to his own nature, and 
muttered in a lowly tone after the fashion of all who find 
themselves in a scrape. His superior replied in a lofty 
strain of voice, “Do not tell me of the carrier and his 
wain, and of the hen-coops coming from Norfolk with the 
poultry ; a loyal man would have sent an express— he 
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would have gone upon his stumps, like Widdrington. 
What if the King had lost his appetite. Master Kilderkin? 
Wliat if his most Sacred Majesty had lost his dinner ? O 
Master Kilderkin, if you had but the just sense of the 
dignity of our profession, which is tolcl of by the witty 
African slave, tor so the King’s most excellent Majesty 
designates him, Publius Terentius, Tanquarti in specula — 
in patinas inspicere juheo.^' 

‘‘You are learned, Master Linklater,” replied the English 
publican, compelling, as it were with difficulty, his mouth 
to utter three or four words consecutively. 

“A poor smatterer,” said Mr Linklater ; “but it would 
be a shame to us, who are his most excellent Majesty’s 
countrymen, not in some sort to have cherished those arts 
wherewith he is so deeply embued — Reals ad exemplar, 
Master Kilderkin, talus componitur orbis — which is as 
much as to say, as the King quotes the cook learns. In 
brief, Master Kilderkin, having had the luck to be bred 
where humanities may be had at the matter of an English 
five groats by the quarter, I, like others, have acquired — 

ahem—hem ! Here, the speaker’s eye having fallen 

upon Lord Qlenvarloch, he suddenly stopped in his learned 
harangue, with such symptoms of embarrassment as 
induced Ned Kilderkin to stretch his taciturnity so far as 
not only to ask him wdiat he ailed, but whether he would 
take anything. 

“Ail nothing,” replied the learned rival of the philo- 
sophical Syrus ; “Notliing— and yet 1 do feel a little giddy. 
I could taste a glass of your dame's aqua in irahilis.” 

“I will fetch it,” said Ned, giving a nod ; and his back 
was no sooner turned, than the cook walked near the 
table where Lord Qlenvarloch was seated, and regarding 
him with a look of significance, where more was meant 
than met the ear, saia, — “ You are a stranger in Green- 
wich, sir. I advise you to take the opportunity to step 
into the Park— the western wicket was ajar when I came 
hither ; I think it wdll be locked presently, so you had 
better make the best of your way— that is, if you have 
any curiosity. The venison are coming into season just 
now, sir, and there is a pleasure in looking at a hart of 
grease. I alw’ays think when they are bounding so 
blithely past, what a pleasure it would be, to broach their 
plump haunches on a spit, and to embattle their breasts 
in a noble fortification of puff-paste, with plenty of black 

f lid no more, as Kilderkin re-entered with the 
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cordial, but edged oif from Nigel without waiting any 
reply, only repeating the same look of intelligence with 
>vhich he htwi accosted him. 

Nothing makes raen’s wits so alert as personal dangrer. 
Nigel took the first opportunity which his host s attention 
to the yeoman of the royal kitchen perniittecl, to discharge 
his reckoning, and readily obtained a direction to the 
wicket in^uestion. He found it upon the latch, as he had 
been taught to expect ; and perceived that it admitted 
him to a narrow footpath, which traversed a close and 
tangled thicket, designed for the cover of the does and 
the young fawns. Here he conjectured it would be proper 
to wait ; nor had he been stationary above hve minutes, 
when the cook, scalded as much with heat of motion as 
ever he had been at his huge fireplace, arrived almost 
breathless, and with his pass-key hastily locked the wicket 
behind him. 

Ere Lord Glenvarloch had time to speculate upon this 
action, the man approached with anxiety, and said — 
“Good lord, my Lord Glenvarloch I— why will you endanger 
yourself thus f ” 

“ You know me then, my friend ? ” said Nigel. 

“Not much of that, my lord— but I know your honour^s 
noble house well. — My name is Laurie Linklater, my lord.” 

“Linklater!” repeated Nigel. “I should recollect” 

“Under your lordship’s favour,” he continued, “I was 
’prentice, my lord, to old Mungo Moniplies, the flesher at 
the wanton West- Port of Edinl>urgh, wdiich I wish I saw 
again before T died. And, your honour’s noble father 
having taken Eicliie Moniplies into his house to wait on 
your lordship, there was a sort of connexion, your lordship 
sees.” 

“ Ah I ” said Lord Glenvarloch, “ I had almost forgot 
your name, but not your khid purpose. You tried to put 
Kichie in the way of presenting a supplication to his 
Majesty ?” 

“ Most^rue, my lord,” replied the King’s cook. “ I had 
like to have come by mischief in the job ; for llichie, who 
was always wilful, * wadna be guided by me,’ as the sang 
says. But nobody amongst these brave English cooks can 
kittle up his Ma;jesty’s most .sacred palate with our own 
gusty Scottish dishes. Bo I e’en betook myself to my 
craft, and concocted a mess of friar’s chicken tor the soup, 
and a savoury hachis, that made the whole cabal coup the 
crans ; ^ and, instead of disgrace, I came by preferment. 

1 Phrase denoting that their plot wag entirely upset. 
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I am one of the clerks of the kitchen now, make me 
thankful— with a linger in the purveyor’s office, and may 
get iny whole hand in by and by.” 

‘‘I am truly glad,” said ISTigel, ‘‘ to hear that you have 
not suffered on my account, — still more so at your good 
fortune.” 

“You bear a kind heart, my lord,” said Linklater, “and 
do not forget poor peo]3le ; and, troth, 1 see not why they 
should be forgotten, since the King’s errand may some- 
times fall in the cadger’s gate. 1 have followed your lord- 
ship in the street, just to look at such a stately shoot of 
the old oak-tree ; and my heart jumped into my throat, 
wlion I saw you sitting openly in the eating-house yonder, 
and knew there was such danger to your person.” 

“What! there are warrants against me, then?” said 
Nigel. 

“ It is even true, my lord ; and there are those are 
willing to blacken you as much as they can. — God forgive 
them, that would sacrifice an honourable house for their 
own base ends ! ” 

“ Amen,” said Nigel. 

“ For, say your lordship may have been a little wild, 
like other young gentlemen ” 

“We have little time to talk of it, my friend,” said 
Nigel. “ The point in question is, how am I to get speech 
of the King?” 

“The King, my lord !” said Linklater, in astonishment; 
“why, will not that be rushing wilfully into danger 
scalding yourself, as I may say, wnth your own ladle ?” 

“My good friend,” answered Ni^^el, “my experience of 
the Court, and my knowledge of the circumstances in 
which I stand, tell me, that the manliest and most direct 
road is, in my case, the surest and the safest. The King 
hath both a head to apprehend what is just, and a heart 
to do what is kind.” 

“It is e’en true, my lord, and so we, his old servants, 
know,” added Linklater; “but, woe’s me, if you knew 
how many folks make it their daily and nightly purjjose 
to set his head against his heart, and his heart against 
his head — to make him do hard things because they are 
called just, and unjust things because tliey are represented 
as kind. Woe’s me I it is with his Sacred Majesty, and 
the favourites who work upon him, even according to the 
homely proverb that men taunt my calling with, — *God 
Bends good meat, but the devil sends cooks.’ ” 

“It signifies not talking of it, my good friend,” said 
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Nigel, “I must take my risk— my honour peremptorily 
demands it. They may maim me, or beggar me, but thev 
shall not say I ned from my accusers. My peers shall 
hear my vindication.” 

“Your peers?” exclaimed the cook— “ Alack-a-day, my 
lord, we are not in Scotland, where the nobles can bang 
it out bravely, were it even with the King himself, now 
and then. ^ This mess must be cooked in the Star-Chamber, 
and that is an oven seven tinies heated, my lord ; — ana 
yet, if you are determined to see the King, I will not say 
but you may find some favour, for he likes well anything 
that is appealed directly to his own wisdom, and some- 
times, in tne like cases, I have known him stick by his 
own opinion, which is always a fair one. Only mind, if 
you will forgive me, my lord — mind to spice high witli 
Latin ; a curn ^ or two of Greek would not be amiss ; and, 
if you can bring in anything about the judgment of 
Solomon, in the original Hebrew, and season with a merry 
jest or so, the dish will be the more palatable.— Truly, I 
think, that, besides my skill in art, 1 owe much to the 
stripes of the Rector of the High School, who imprinted 
on ipy mind that cooking scene in the Heautontimo- 
rum^nos.” 

“ Leaving that aside, my friend,” said Lord Glenvarloch, 
“ can you inform me which way I shall most readily get 
to the sight and speech of the King ? ” 

“ To the sight of him readily enough,” said LinWater ; 
“ he is galloping about these alleys, to sec them strike the 
hart, to get him an ajipetite for a nooning — and that 
reminds me I should be in the kitchen. To the speech of 
the King you will not come so easily, unless you could 
either meet him alone, which rarely chances, or wait for 
him among the crowd that go to see him alight. And 
now, farewell, my lord, and God speed ! — if I could do 
more fo^iyou I would offer it.” 

“Y(M have done enough, perhaps, to endanger your- 
self,” said Lord Glenvarloch. “I pray you to be gone, 
and leave me to my fate.” 

The honest cook lingered, but a nearer burst of the 
horns apprised him that there was no time to lose ; and, 
acquainting Nigel that he would leave the postern-door 
on the latch to secure his retreat in that direction, he 
bade God bless him, and farewell. 

In the kindness of this humble countryman, flowing 
partly from national partiality, partly from a sense of 
1 Grain 
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long-retnembered benefits, which had been scarce thought 
on by those who had bestowed them, Lord Glenvarloch 
thought he saw the last touch of sympathy which he was 
to receive in this cold and courtly region, and felt that 
he must now be sufficient to himself, or be utterly lost. 

Tie traversed more than one alley, guided by the sounds 
of the chase, and met se venal of the inferior attendants 
upon the King’s sport, who regarded him only as one of 
the spectators who were sometimes permitted to enter 
the Park by the concurrence of the officers about the 
Court. Still there was no appearance of James or anv 
of his principal courtiers, and Nigel began to think 
whether, at the risk of incurring disgrace similar to that 
which had attended the rash exploit of Richie Moniplies, 
he should not repair to the Palace-gate, in order to address 
the King on his return, when Fortune presented him the 
opportunity of doing so, in her own way. 

He was in one of those long walks by which the Park 
was traversed, when he heard, first a distant rustling, 
then the rapid approach of hoofs shaking the firm earth 
on which he stood ; then a distant hadloo, warned by 
whicli he stood up by the side of the avenue, leaving free 
room for the passage of the chase. The stag, reeling, 
covered with foam, and blackened with sweat, his nostrils 
expanded as ho gasped for breath, made a shift to come 
up as far as where Nigel stood, and, without turning to 
bay, was' there pulled down by two tall greyhounds of 
the breed still used by the hardy deer-stalkers of the 
Scottish Highlands, but which has been long unknown in 
England, One dog struck at the buck^s throat, another 
dashed his sharp nose and fangs. I might almost say, into 
the animaFs bowels. It would have been natural for 
Lord Glenvarloch, himself persecuted as if by hunters, 
to have thought upon the occasion like the melancholy 
Jaques ; but habit is a strange matter, and I fear^ that his 
feelings on the occasion were rather those of the piractised 
huntsman than of the moralist. He had no-’ tinAe, how- 
ever, to indulge them, for mark what befell. 

A single horseman followed the chase, upon a steed so 
thoroughly subjected to the rein, that it obeyed the touch 
of the bridle as if it had been a mechanical impulse 
operating on the nicest piece of machinery ; so that, 
seated deep in his demi-pique saddle, and so trussed up 
there as to make falling almost impossible, the rider, 
without either fear or hesitation, might increase or 
diminish the speed at which he rode, which, even on the 
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most animating occasions of the chase, seldom exceeded 
three-fourths or a gallop, the horse keeping his haunches 
under him, and never stretching forward boy'ond the 
managed pace of the academy. Tne security with which 
lie chose to prosecute even this favourite, and, in the 
ordinary case, somewhat dangerous amusement, as well 
as the rest or his equipage, marked King James. No 
attendant was within sight ; indeed, it was often a nice 
strain of flattery to permit the Sovereign to suppose he 
had outridden and distanced all the rest of the chase. 

“Weel dune, Bash — weel dune, Baitie!” lie exclaimed, 
as he came up. “By the honour of a King, ye are a 
credit to the Braes of Balwhither ! — Haud my horse, man,'* 
he called out to Nigel, without stopping to see to whom he 
had addressed himself — “ llaud my naig, and help me doun 
out o' the saddle — deil ding your saul, sirrah, canna ve 
mak haste before these lazy smaiks ^ come up ? — baud the 
rein easy— dinna let him swerve — now, haud the stirrup 
— that wijl do, man, and now we arc on terra firma." So 
saying, without casting an eye on his assistant, gentle 
King Jamie, unshe^Jithing the short, sharp hanger {couteau 
de masse), which was the only thing approaching to a 
sword that he could willingly endure the sight of, drew 
the blade with great satisfaction across the throat of the 
buck, and put an end at once to its struggles and its 
agonies. 

Lord Glenvarloch, who knew well the silvan duty which 
the occasion demanded, hung the bridle of the King's 
palfrey on the branch of a tree, and, kneeling duteoufly 
down, turned the slaughtered deer upon its back, and 
kept the quarree in that position, while the King, too 
intent upon his sport to observe anything else, drew his 
coutean down the breast of the animal, secundum artem ; 
and. having made a cross cut, so as to ascertain the deptn 
of the iat won the chest, exclaimed, in a sort of rapture, 
“ Threl inches of white fat on the brisket 1 — prime — prime 
— as I am a crowned sinner — and deil ane o' the lazy 
loons * in but mysell ! Seven — aught — aught tines on the 
antlers. By G-^, a hart of aught tines, and the first of 
the season ! Bash and Battie, blessings on the heart's- 
root of ye! Buss me, my bairns, buss me." The dogs 
accordingly fawned upon him, licked him with bloody 
jaws, and soon put him in such a state that it might have 
seemed treason had been doing its full work upon his 
anointed body. “Bide doun,® with a mischief to ye — 
1 Mean fellows. s Bascals. * Keep down. 
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bide doun, wiih a wanion,” ^ cried the King, almost over- 
turned by the obstreperous caresses of the large stag- 
hounds. “ But ye are just like ither folks, gie ye an inch 
and ye take an ell. — And wha may ye be, friend?” he 
said, now finding leisure to take a nearer view of Nigel, 
and observing what in his first emotion of silvan delight 
had escaped him, — “Ye are nane of our train, man. In 
the name of God, Nyhat tlm devil are ye?” 

“An unfortunate man, sire,” replied Nigel. 

“ I daresay that,” answered the King, snappishly, “or I 
wad have seen naething of you. My lieges keep a’ their 
happiness to themselves ; but let bowls row wrang wF 
them, and I am sure to hear of it.” 

“ And to whom else can we carry our complaints but 
to your Majesty, who is Heaven’s vicegerent over us?^^ 
answered Nigel. 

“ Eight, man, right — very weel spoken,” said the King ; 
“but you should leave Heaven’s vicegerent some quiet on 
earth, too ” 

“It your Majesty will look on me” (for hitherto the 
King had lieeu so busy, first with the dogs, and then with 
the mystic operation of breaking^ in vulgar phrase, cutting 
up the deer, that he had scarce given his assistant above 
a transient glance), “you will see whom necessity makes 
bold to avail himself of an opportunity which may never 
Again oc(mr.” 

King flames looked ; liis blood left his cheek, though it 
continued stained with that of the animal which lay at 
his feet, he droiiped the knife from his hand, cast behind 
him a faltering eye, as if he either meditated flight or 
looke^d out for assistance, and then exclaimed, — “Glen- 
varlochides ! assure as I was christened James Stewart. 
Here is a bonny spot of work, and me alone, and on foot, 
too ! ” he added, bustling to get ujion his horsef 

“Forgive me that 1 interrupt you, my said 

Nigel, idacing himself between the King and the steed i 
“ hear me but a moment 1 ” 

“I’ll hear ye best on horseback,” said the King. “I 
canna hear a word on foot, man, not a word ; and it is 
not seemly to stand cheek-for-chowl ^ confronting us that 
gate.^ Bide out of our gate,* sir, we charge you on your 
allegiance. — The deil’s in them a’, what can they be 
doing?” 

“ By the crown which you wejxr, my liege,” said Nigel, 
“and for which my ancestors have worthily fought, I 
I Misfortune. 3 Bide by side. 3 Manner. * Way. 
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coxijure you to be composed, and to hear me but a 
moment ! ” 

That which he asked was entirely out of the monarch’s 
power to grant. The timidity which he showed was not 
the plain downright cowardice, which, like a natural 
impulse, compels a man to flight, and which can excite 
little but pity or contempt, but a much more ludicrous, 
as well as more mingled sensation. The poor King was 
frightened at once and angry, desirous of securing his 
safety, and at the same time ashamed to compromise his 
dignity ; so that, without attending to what Lord Glen- 
varlocn endeavoured to explain, he kept making at his 
horse, and repeating, “ We are a free King, man— we are 
a free King — we will not be controlled by a subject.— In 
the name of God, what keeps Steenie ? And, praised be 
his name, they are coming — Hillo, ho— here, here— Steenie, 
Steenie I " 

The Duke of Buckingham galloped up, followed by 
several courtiers and attendants of the royal chase, and 
commenced with his usual familiarity, — “1 see Fortune 
has g^ed our dear dad, as usual. — But what’s this ? ” 

“What is it? It is treason for what I ken,” said the 
Kin^ 5 “ and a* your wyte,^ Steenie. Your dear dad and 
gossip might have been murdered, for what you care.” 

“Murdered ? Secure the villain ! ” exclaimed the Duke. 
“By Heaven, it is Olifaunt himself!” A dozen of the 
hupters dismounted at once, letting their horses run wild 
t^lrpugh the park. Some seized roughly on Lord Qlen- 
vatlo^, who thought it folly to offer resistance, while 
ot^rs busied themselves with the King. “Are you 
Vdund^) ^ijy liege— are you wounded ?” 

Not that I ken of,” said the King, in the paroxysm of 
his apprehension (which, by the way, might be mrdoned 
in ope pc sb timorous a temper, and who, in his time, had 
been exposed to so many strange attempts)— “ Not that 
I ken of— but search him— search him. I am sure I saw 
fire-arms under his cloak, I am sure I smelled powder — I 
am dooms ** sure of that.” 

lord Glenvarloch’s cloak beine stripped ofij and his 
pistols discover^, a shout of wonder and of execration on 
the supposed criminal purpose, arose from the crowd now 
thickening every moment. Not that celebrated pistol, 
which, though resting on a bosom as gallant and as loyal 
as NIeoI’s, spread sncE causeless alarm among knights 
and dames at a late high solemnity— not that very 
insuEDt. SAbiNitttsiy. 
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pistol caused more temporary consternation than was so 
groundlessly excited by the arms which were taken from 
Lord Gleiivarloch*s person ; and not Mhic-Allastar-More 
himself could repel with greater scorn and indignation, 
the insinuations that they were worn for any sinister 
purposes.^ 

“Away with the wretch— the parricide — the bloody- 
minded villain ! ” was echoed on all hands ; and the King, 
who naturally enough set the same value on his own life 
at which it was, or seemed to be, rated by others, cried 
out, louder than all the rest, “ Ay, ay — away with him. I 
have had enough of him, and so has the country. But do 
him no bodily harm — and, for God’s sake, sirs, if ye are 
sure that ye have thoroughly disarmed him, put up your 
swords, dirks, and skenes, for you will certainly do each 
other a mischief.” 

There was a speedy sheathing of weapons at the King’s 
command ; for those who had nitherto been brandishing 
them ill loyal bravado, began thereby to call to mind the 
extreme dislike which his Majesty nourished against 
naked steel, a foible which seemed to bo as constitutional 
as .his timidity, and was usually ascribed to the brutal 
murder of Rizzio having been perpetrated in his unfortu- 
nate mother’s presence before he yet saw the light. 

At this moment, the Prince, who had been hunting in a 
different part of the then extensive Park, and had received 
some hasty and confused information of what was ^oing 
forward, came rapidly up, with one or two noblemen in his 
train, and amongst others Lord Dalgarno. He sprung from 
his horse, and asked eagerly if his father w’ere wounded. 

“Not that I am sensible of. Baby Charles— but a wee 
matter exhausted, with struggling single-handed with the 
assassin. — Steenie, fill us a cup of wine — the leathern 
bottle is hanging at our potnmel. — Buss me, then. Baby' 
Charles,” continued the monaroln after he had taken this 
cup of comfort ; * ** O man, the Commonwealth and you 
have had a fair escape from the heavy and bloody loss of 
a dear father ; for we are 'j^ater patmce^ as weel as pater 
familias. — Quis dedaerio stt pmor aut modus tarn cari 
capitis ! — Woe is me, black cloth would have been dear in 
England, and dry een ^ scarce ! ” 

And, at the very idea of the general grief which must 
have attended his death, the good-natured monarch cried 
heartily himself. 

1 See Note 15.— Mhic-Allaetar.More. 

Bee Note 16.— King James's Hunting Bottle. 
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“Is this possible said Charles, sternly ; for his pride 
was hurt at his father’s demeanour on the one hand, while 
on the other, he felt the resentment of a son and a subject, 
at the supposed attempt on the King’s life. “Let some 
one speak who has seen what happened — My Lord of 
Buckingham ! ” 

“ I cannot say, my lord,” replied the Duke, “ that I saw 
any actual violence offered to his Majesty, else I should 
have avenged him on the spot.” 

“You would have done wrong, then, in your zeal, 
George,” answered the Prince ; “ such offenders were 
better left to be dealt with by the laws. But was the 
villain not struggling wdth his Maiesty ? ” 

“I cannot term it so, my lord,” said the Duke, who, 
with many faults, would have disdained an untruth ; “ he 
seemed to desire to detain his Majesty, who, on the con- 
trary, appeared to vdsh to mount his horse ; but they have 
found pistols on his person, contrary to the proclamation, 
and, as it proves to be Nigel Olifaunt, of whose ungoverned 
disposition your Boyal Highness has seen some samples, 
we seem to be justified in appi'cliending th(j w^orst.” 

“Nigel Olifaunt ! ” said the Prince ; “can that unhappy 
man so soon have engaged in a new trcsj^ass ? Let me 
Bee those pistols.” 

“Ye are not so unwise a# to meddle with such snap- 
haunches,^ Baby Charles?” said James — “Do not give 
him them, Steenie — I command you on your allegiance ! 
They may go off of their own accord, whilk often befalls. 
' — You will do it, then ? — Saw ever man sic wilful bairns 
as we are cumbered with I — Haveria we guardsmen and 
soldiers endyr, but you must unload the weapons yoursell 
— you, the heir of our body and dignities, and sae niony 
men around that are paid for venturing life in our 
cause ? ” 

But without regarding his father’s exclamations, Prince 
Charles, with the obstinacy 'which chatacteHsed him in 
trifles, as well as matters of consequence, persisted in 
unloading the pistols with his owit hand, of the double 
bullets with which each was charged. The hands of all 
around were held up in astonishment at the horror of the 
crime supposed to have been intended, and the escape 
which was presumed so narrow. 

Nigel haid not yet spoken a. word — he now calmly 
desired to be heard. 

“To what purpose?” answered the Prince coldly. “ You 

1 Ftr»-iocki. 
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knew yourself accused of a heavy offence, and, instead of 
rendering yourself up to justice, in terms of the proclama- 
tion, you are here found intruding yourself on his 
Majesty’s presence, and armed with unlawful weapons.” 

“ May it please you, sir,” answered Nigel, wore these 
unhappy weapons for my own defence ; and not very 
many hours since they were necjessary to protect the lives 
of others.” 

“ Doubtless, my lord answered the Prince, still calm 
and unmoved, — “your late mode of life, and the associates 
with whom you have lived, have made you familiar with 
scenes and weapons of violence. But it is not to me you 
are to plead your cause,” 

“Hear me^hear me, noble Prince ! ” said ^igel, eagerly. 
“Hear me ! You — even you yourself — may one day ask 
to be heard, and in vain.” 

“How, sir,” said the Prince, haughtily — “how am I to 
construe that, my lord 

“If not on earth, sir,” replied the prisoner, “yet to 
Heaven we ^ must all pray for patient and favourable 
audience.” 

“Time, my lord,” said the Prince, bending his head 
with haughty acquiescence ; “ nor would I now refuse 
such audience to you, could it avail you. But you shall 
suffer no wimiig. We will ourselves look into your case.” 

“Ay, ay,” answered the King, “he hath made appellatio 
ad C(£Barem — we will interrogate Glenvarlochides our- 
selves, time and place fitting ; and, in the meanwhile, 
have him and his weapons away, for I am weary of the 
sight of them.” 

In consequence of directions hastily given, Nigel was 
accordingly removed from the presence, where, however, 
his words had not altogether fallen to the ground.^ “This 
is a most strange matter, George,” said the Prince to the 
favourite; “this gentlemans hath a good countenance, a 
happy presence, fiCnd much calm firmness in his look and 
speech. I cannot tl^ink he would attempt a crime so 
desperate and useless.^' 

“I profess neither love nor favour to the young man,” 
answered Buckingham, whose high-spirited ambition bore 
always an open character ; “ but I cannot but agree witJk 
your Highness, that our dear gossip hath been something 
hasty in apprehending personal danger frewn him.”* 

“By my saul, Bteenie, ye are not blate,® to say soT 

1 See Note 17.— Scene in Greenwich Park. 

$ See liahdity. ^ 
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said the King, Do I not ken the smell of pouther, think 
ye ? Who else nosed out the Fifth of November, save our 
royal selves ? Cecil, and Suffolk, and all of them, were at 
fault, like sae moiw mongrel tikes, ^ when 1 puzzled it out ; 
and trow ye that I cannot smell pouther ? Why, ’sblood, 
man, Joannes Barclaius thought my ingine^ was in some 
mejisure inspiration, and terms his history of the plot, 
Series patefacti divinitm parricidii ; and Spondanus, in 
like manner, saith of us, Jjivinitus evasit^ 

“ The land was happy in your Majesty’s escape,” said 
the Duke of Buckingham, “and not less in the quick wit 
which tracked that labyrinth of treason by so line and 
almost invisible a clew.” 

“Saul, man, Steenie, ye are right! There are few 
youths nave sic true judgment as you, respecting the 
wisdom of their elders ; and, as for this fause, traitorous 
smaik,® I doubt he is a hawk of the same nest. Saw ye 
not something papistical about him ? Let them look that 
he bears not a crucifix, or some sic Boman trinket, about 
him.” 

“ It would ill become me to attempt the exculpation of 
this unhappy man,” said Lord Dalgarno. “ considering the 
height of his present attempt, which lias made all true 
men’s blood curdle in their veins. ^ Yet I cannot avoid 
intimating, with all due submission to his Maiesty’s 
infallible judgment, in justice to one who showed him- 
self formerly only my enemy, though he now displays 
himself in much blacker colours, that this Olifaunt always 
appeared to me more as a Puritan than as a Papist.” 

“ Ah, Dalgarno, art thou there, man ? ” said the King. 
“And ye behoved to keep back, too, and leave us to our 
own natural strength and the care of Providence, when 
we were in grips with the villain ! ” 

“ Providence, may it please your most Gracious Majesty, 
would not fail to aid, in sucn a strait, the care of three 
weeping kingdoms,” said Lord Dalgarno. 

“Surely, man — surely,” replied the King — “but a sight 
of your father, with his long whinyard,* would have been 
a blithe matter a short whim syne and in future we will 
aid the ends of Providence in our favour, by keeping near 
us two stout beefeaters of the guard. — And so this Ohfaunt 
is a Puritan ? — not the less like to be a Papist, for all that 
— ^for extremities meet, as the scholiast proveth. There 
are, as I have proved in my book, Puritans of papistical 
principles— it is just a new tout® on an auld horn.” 
iDo^. s Ingenuity. SBaecel. * Sword. ^Ago. ^Blagt. 
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Here the King was reminded by the Prince, who dreaded 
perhaps that he was going to recite the whole Badlicon 
DoroUy that it would be best to move towards the Palace, 
and consider what was to be done for satisfying the 
public mind, in whom the morning’s adventure was likely 
to excite much speculation. As they entered the gate of 
the Palace, a female bowed and presented a paper, which 
the King received, and, with a sort of groan, thrust it into 
his side pocket. The Prince expressed some curiosity to 
know its contents. “The valet in waiting will tell you 
them,” said the King, “ when I strip off my cassock. D’ye 
think. Baby, that 1 can read all that is thrust into my 
hands ? See to me, man,” — (he pointed to the pockets of 
his great trunk breeches, which were stuffed with papers) 
— “We are like an ass — that we should so speak — stooping 
betwixt two burdens. Ay, ay, Adnus fortis accumbens 
inter ierminoSy as the Vulgate hath it — Ay, ay, Vidi terram 
quod esset optima, et mpposui humerum ad portandnm, et 
factus sum tributis serviens — I saw this land of England, 
and became an overburdened king thereof.” 

“You are indeed well loaded, my dear dad and gossip,” 
said the Duke of Buckingham, receiving the papers which 
King James emptied out of his pockets. 

“Ay, ay,” continued the monarch ; “take them to you per 
averstonem, bairns — the one pouch stuffed with petitions, 
t’other with pasquinadoes ; a fine time we have on’t. On 
my conscience, I believe the tale of Cadmus was hiero- 
glypliical, and that the dragon’s teeth whilk he sowed 
wei*e the letters he invented. Ye are laughing. Baby 
Charles ? — Mind what I say. — When I came here first frae 
our ain country, where the men are as rude as the weather, 
by my conscience, England was a bieldy ^ bit ; one would 
have thought the King had little to do but to walk by 
quiet waters, per aquam refeciionis. But, I kenna how or 
whv, the place is sair changed— read that libel upon us 
ana on our regimen. The tli’agon’s teeth are sown. Baby 
Charles ; I pray Gk)d they bearna their armed harvest in 
your day, if I suld not live to see it. God forbid I should, 
for there will be an awful day’s kemping ^ at the shearing 
of them.” 

“ 1 shall know how to stifle the crop in the blade, — ho, 
George ?” said the Prince, turning to the favourite with a 
look expressive of some contempt for his father’s appre- 
hensions, and full of confidence in the superior firmness 
and decision of his own counsels. 

I Sheltered 2 Strife. 
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While this discourse was passing, Nigel, in charge of a 
pursuivant-at-arms, was pushed and dragged through the 
small town, all the inhabitants of which, having been 
alarmed by the report of an attack on the King’s life, now 
pressed forward to see the supposed traitor. Amid the 
confusion of the moment, he could descry the face of the 
victualler, arrested into a stare of stolid wonder, and that 
of the barber grinning betwixt horror and eager curiosity. 
He thought that he also had a glimpse of his waterman 
in the green jacket. 

He had no time for remarks, being placed in a boat 
with the pursuivant and two yeomen of the guard, and 
rowed up the river as fast as the arms or six stout 
watermen could pull against the tide. They passed the 
groves of masts which even then astonished the stranger 
with the extended commerce of London, and now ap- 
proached those low and blackened walls of curtain and 
nastion, which exhibit here and there a piece of ordnance, 
and here and tlnu’e a solitary sentry under arms^ but have 
otherwise so little of the military terrors of a citadel. A 
projecting low-browed arch, which had loured over many 
an innocent, and many a guilty head, in similar circum- 
stances, now spread its dark frowns over that of Nigel.^ 
The boat was put close up to the broad steps against 
which the tide was lapping its lazy wave. Ine warder 
on duty looked from the wicket^ and spoke to the 
pursuivant in whispers. In a few minutes the Lieutenant 
of the "yower appeared, received, and granted an acknow- 
ledgment, for the body of Nigel, Lord Gienvarloch. 


CHAPTER XXVni. 

f 

Te towers of Julius 1 Loudon's Uwting’ slusne ; 

With many a foul and midnight murdedr fed 1 

Oeay. 

Such is the exclamation of Gray. BandeUo, long before 
him, has said something like it * and tlie same sentiment 
must, in some shape or other, have frequently occurred 
to those, who, remembering the fate of other captives in 
that memorable state-prison, may have had but too much 
reason to anticipate their own. The dark and low arch, 
which seemed, like the entrance to Dante’s Hell, to forbid 
hope of regress — the muttered sounds of the warders, and 
1 X9.— TraHor*! data 



THE FORTUNES OP NIOEL. 


351 


petty formalities observed in opening and shutting the 

5 [rated wicket — the cold and constrained salutation of tlie 
jieutenant of the fortress, who showed his prisoner that 
distant and measured respect which authority pays as a 
tax to decorum, all struck upon NigeFs heart, impressing 
on him tlie cruel consciousness of captivity. 

“ I am a prisoner,” he said, the words escaping from him 
almost unawares ; “I am a prisoner, and in the Tower 1 ” 
Tlie Lieutenant bowed — “And it is my duty,” he said, 
“to show your lordship your chamber, where, I am 
compelled to say. my orders are to place you under some 
restraint. I will make it as easy as my duty permits.” 

Nigel only bowed in return to this compliment, and 
followed the Lieutenant to the ancient buildings on the 
western side of the parade, and adjoining to the chapel, 
used in those days as a state-prison, but in ours as the 
m(‘ss-room of the officers of the guard upon duty at the 
foi'tioss. The double doors were unlocked, the prisoner 
ascended a few steps, followcid by the Lieutenant, and a 
warder of the bigficr class. They entered a large, but 
irregular, low-roofed, and dark apartment, exhibiting a 
very scanty proportion of furniture. The warder had 
ordi^rs to light a fire, and attend to Lord Glenvarloch’s 
commands in all thingai consistent with his duty; and 
tb<‘. Lieutenant, having made his nn'erenc^ with the cus- 
tomary compliment, that he trusted liis lordship would 
not long remain under liis guardianship, took his leave. 

Nigel would have asked some questions of the warder, 
who remained to put the apartment into order, but the 
man had caught the spirit of his otEce. He seemed not 
to hear some of the prisoner’s questions, though of the 
most ordinary kind, did not reply to others, and when 
he did speak, it wa^ in a short and sullen tone, which, 
though not positively disrespectful, was such as at least 
to encourage no fartltef communication, 

Nigel left him, therefore, to do his work: in silence, and 
proceeded to amuse hiinself with tlio melancholy task of 
deciphering the namds, mottoes, versos, and hieroglyphics, 
with which his yjredecessors in captivity had covered the 
walls of their prison-house. There he saw the names of 
many a forgotten sufferer mingled with others which will 
continue in remembrance until English history shall 
perish. There were the pious effusions of the devout 
Catholic, poured forth on the eve of his sealing his 
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the slender hand of the unfortunate Jane Grey, whose 
fate was to draw tears from future generations, might 
be contrasted with the bolder touch which impressed 
deep on the walls the Bear and Bagged Staff, the proud 
emblem of the proud Dudleys. It was like the roll of the 
prophet, a record of lamentation and mourning, and yet 
not unmixed with brief interjections of resignation, and 
sentences expressive of the firmest resolution.^ 

In the sad task of examining the miseries of his pre- 
decessors in captivity, Lord Gleuvarloch was interrupted 
by the sudden opening of the door of his prison-room. It 
was the warder, who came to inform him, that, by order 
of the Lieutenant of the Tower, his lordship was to have 
the society and attendance of a fellow-prisoner in his 
place of confinement. Nigel replied hastily, tliat he 
wished no attendance, and would rather be left alone ; 
but the warder gave nim to understand, with a kind of 
grumbling civility, that the Lieutenant was the best 
judge how his prisoners should be accommodated, and 
that he would have no trouble with the boy, who was 
such a slip of a thing as was ^arce worth turning a key 
upon. — “ There, Giles,” he said, “ bring the child in.” 

Another warder put the ‘‘lad berore him” into the 
room, and, both withdrawing, bolt crashed and chain 
clanged, as they replaced these ponderous obstacles to 
freedom* The boy was clad in a grey suit of the finest 
cloth, laid down with silver lace, with a buff-coloured 
cloak of the same pattern. His cap, which was a Montero 
of black velvet, was pulled over his brows, and, with the 
profusion of his long ringlets, almost concealed his face. 
He stood on the very spot where the warder had quitted 
his collar, about two steps from the door of the apar tment, 
his eyes fixed on the ground, and every joint trembling 
with confusion 'and terror. Nigel could well have dis- 
pensed with his society, but it was not in his nature to 
behold distress, whether of body or mind, without endea- 
vouring to relieve it. 

“Cheer up,” he said, “my pretty lad. We are to be 
companions, it seems, for a little time — at least I trust 
your confinement will be short, since you are too young 
to have done aught to deserve long restraint. Come, 
come — do not be discouraged. Your hand is cold and 

1 These memorials of illustrious criminals, or of innocent persons who had 
the fate of such, are still preserved, thoug’h at one time, in the course of 
rer)airing the rooms, thej' were in some danf^r of being whitewashed. They 
are preserved at present with becoming respwt, and have most of them been 
enjrmved. -See Baylav's Hietory and Anti^itiee o/ the Toteer of London. (S.) 
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trembles ? the air is warm too — but it may be the damp 
of this darksome room. Place you by the fire. — What ! 
weeping-ripe, my little man? 1 pray you, do not be a 
child. You have no beard yet, to be dishonoured by your 
tears, but yet you should not cry like a girl. Think you 
are only shut up for playing truant, and you can pass a 
day witnout weeping, surely. 

The boy suffered himself to be led and seated by the 
fire, but, after retaining for a long time the very posture 
which he assumed in sitting down, he suddenly cnanged 
it in order to wring his hands with an air of the bitterest 
distress, and then, spreading them before his face, wept 
BO plentifully, that the tears found their way in floods 
through his slender fingers. 

Nigel was in some degree rendered insensible to his own 
situation, by his feelings for the intense agony by which 
so young and beautiful a creature seemed to be utterly 
overwhelmed ; and, sitting down close beside the boy, 
he applied the most soothing terms which occurred, to 
endeavour to alleviate his distress ; and with an action 
which the difierence of their age rendered natural, drew 
his hand kindly along the long hair of the disconsolate 
child. The lad appeared so shy as even to shrink from 
this slight approach to familiarity — yet, when Lord Glen- 
varloch, perceiving and allowing tor his timidity, sat 
down on the farther side of the fire, he appeared to be 
more at his ease, and to hearken with some apparent 
interest to the arguments which from time to time Nigel 
used, to induce him to moderate, at least, the violence of 
his grief. As the boy listened, his tears, though they 
continued to flow freely, seemed to escape from their source 
more easily, his sobs were less convulsive, and became 
gradually cnanged into low sighs, which succeeded each 
other, indicating as much sorrow, perhaps, but less alarm, 
than his first transports had shown. 

“ Tell me who and what you are, my pretty boy,” said 
Nigel. — “Consider me, child, as a companion, who wishes 
to be kind to you, would you but teach him how he can 
be so.” 

“Sir — my lord, I mean,” answered the boy, very timidly, 
and in a voice which could scarce be heard even across 
the brief distance which divided them, “you are very 
good— and I— am very unhappy”— 

A second fit of tears interrupted what else he had 
intended to say, and it required a renewal of Lord Glen- 
varloch’s good-natured expostulations and encourage^ 
XIV. — 12 
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tnents, to bring him once more to such composure as 
rendered the lad capable of expressing himself intelligibly. 
At length, however, he was able to say — “ I am sensible 
of your goodness, my lord — and grateful for it — ^but I am 
a poor unhappy creature, and, what is worse, have myself 
only to thank for my misfortunes.” 

“We are seldom absolutely miserable, my young ac- 
quaintance,” said Nigel, “without being ourselves more 
or less responsible for it — I may well say so, otherwise I 
had not been here to-day — but you are very young, and 
can have but little to answer for.” 

“O sir 1 I wish I could say so — I have been self-willed 
and obstinate — and rash and ungovernable — and now — 
now, how dearly do I pay the price of it ! ” 

“Pshaw, my boy,” replied Nigel ; “this must be some 
childi^ frolic — some breaking out of bounds — some truant 
trick — And yet how should any of these have brought you 
to the Tower ?~There is something mysterious about you, 
young man, which I must enquire into.” 

“ Indeed, indeed, my lord, there is no harm about me,” 
said the boy, more moved it would seem to confession by 
the last words, by which he seemed considerably alarmed, 
than by all the kind expostulations and arguments which 
Nigel had previously used. “1 am innocent~that is. I 
have done wrong, but nothing to deserve being in this 
frightful place.” 

“Tell me the truth, then,” said Nigel, in a tone in 
which command mingled with encouragement ; “you have 
nothing to fear from me, and as little to hope, perhaps- — 
yet, placed as I am, 1 would know with whom I speak.” 

“With an unhappy— boy, sir— and idle and truantly 
disposed, as your lordship said,” answered the lad, looking 
up, and showing a countenance in which paleness ana 
blushes succeed^ each other, as fear and shamefacedness 
alternately had influence. “ I left my father’s house with- 
out leave, to see the King hunt in the Park at Greenwich ; 
there came a cry of treason, and all the gates were shut — 
I was frightened, and hid myself in a thicket, and I was 
found by some of the rangers and examined— and they 
said I gave no good account of myself — and so I was sent 
hither.^ 

“ I am an unhappy, a most unhappy being,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch, rising and walking through the apartment ; 
“nothing appro^hes me but shares my own bad fate I 
Death and imprisonment dog my steps, and involve all 
who are found near me. Yet this boy’s story sounds 



THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL, 


355 


strangely. — ^You say you were examined, my young friend 
— Let me pray you to say whether you told your name, 
and your means of gaining admission into tne Park — if 
so, they surelv would not have detained you 

“ O my lord,” said the boy, “I took care not to tell them 
the name of the friend that let me in ; and as to my father 
— I would not he knew where I now am for all the wealth 
in London 1 

“But you do not expect,” said Nigel, “that they will 
dismiss you till you let them know who and what you 
are?” 

“ What good will it do them to keep so useless a crea- 
ture as myself?” said the boy; “they must let me go, 
were it but out of shame.” 

“ Do not trust to that — tell me your name and station — 
I will commuTiicate them to the Lieutenant — he is a man 
of quality and honour, and will not only be willing to 
procure your liberiition, but also, I have no doubt, will 
intercede wuth your father. I am partly answerable for 
such poor aid as I can afford, to get you out of this 
embarrassment, since 1 occasioned the alarm owing to 
which you were arrested ; so tell me your name, and your 
father’s name.” 

“My name to youl O never, never!” answered the 
boy, in a tone of deep emotion, the cause of which Nigel 
could not comprehona. 

“Are you so much afraid of me, young man,” he replied, 
“because 1 am here accused and a prisoner? Consiaer, a 
man may be both, and deserve neither suspicion nor 
restraint. Why should you distrust me? You seem 
friendless, and I am myself so much in the same circum- 
stances, that 1 cannot but pity your situation wlien I 
reflect on my own. Be wise ; 1 have spoken kindly to 
you — I mean as kindly as I speak.” 

“ O, I doubt it not, I doubt it not, my lord,” said the 
boVjJ^and I could tell you all — that is, almost all.” 

“Tell mo nothing, my young friend, excepting what 
may assist me in being useful to you,” said Nigel. 

“You are generous, my lord,” said the boy ; “and I am 
sure — O sure, I might safely trust to your honour— But 
yet — but yet — I am so sore beset — I have been so rash, so 
unguarded— I can never tell you of my folly. Besides, I 
have already told too much to one whose heart I thought 
I had moved — yet I find myself here.” 

“ To whom did you make this disclosure ? ” said Nigel. 

“I dare not tell,” replied the youth. 
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“There is something singular about you, my young 
friend,” said Lord Glenvarloch, withdrawing with a gentle 
degree of compulsion the hand with which the boy had 
again covered his eyes ; “ do not pain yourself with think- 
ing on your situation just at present — your pulse is high, 
and your hand feverish — lay yourself on yonder pallet, 
and try to compose yourself to sleep. It is the readiest 
and best remedy for the fancies with which you are 
worrying yourself.” 

“ I thank you for your considerate kindness, my lord,” 
said the boy ; “with your leave I will remain for a little 
space quiet in this chair — I am better thus than on the 
couch. I can think undisturbedly on what I have done, 
and have still to do ; and if God sends slumber to a 
creature so exhausted, it shall be most welcome.” 

So saying, the boy drew his hand from Lord NigeVs, 
and, drawing around him and partly over his face the 
folds of his ample cloak, he resigned himself to sleep or 
meditation, while his companion, notwithstanding the 
exhausting scenes of this and the preceding day, con- 
tinued his pensive walk up and down the apartment. 

Every reader has experienced that times occur, when, 
far from being lords of external circumstances, man is 
unable to rule even the wayward realm of his own 
thoughts. It was Nigel’s natural wish to consider his 
own situation coolly, and fix on the course wdiich it became 
him as a man of sense and courage to adopt ; and yet, in 
spite of himself, and notwithstanding the deep interest of 
tne critical state in which he was placed, it did so happen 
that his fellow-prisoner’s situation occupied more of his 
thoughts than aid his own. There was no accounting for 
this wandering of the imagination, but also there was no 
striving with it. The pleading tones of one of the 
sweetest voices he had ever heard, still rung in his ear, 
though it seemed that sleep had now fettered the tongue 
of the speaker. He drew near on tiptoe to satisfy him- 
self whether it were so. The folds of the cloak hid the 
lower part of his face entirely ; but the bonnet, which had 
fallen a little aside, permitted him to see the forehead 
streaked with blue veins, the closed eyes, and the long 
silken eyelashes. 

“Poor child,” said Nigel to himself, as he looked on 
him, nestled up, as it were in the folds of his mantle, “the 
dew is yet on thy eyelashes, and thou hast fairly wept 
thyself asleep. Sorrow is a rough nurse to one so young 
and delicate as thou art. Peace h© to thy slumbers, I 
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will not disturb them. My own misfortunes require my 
attention, and it is to their contemplation that I must 
resign myself.” 

He attempted to do so, but was crossed at every turn 
by conjectures which intruded themselves as before, and 
which all regarded the sleeper rather than himself. He 
was angry and vexed, and expostulated with himself 
concerning the overweening interest which he took in the 
concerns of one of whom he knew nothing, saving that 
the boy was forced into his company, perhaps as a spy, 
by those to whose custody he was committed — but the 
spell could not be broken, and the thoughts which he 
struggled to dismiss, continued to haunt liim. 

1]hus passed half an hour, or nmre : at the conclusion of 
which, trie harsh sound of the revolving bolts was again 
heard, and the voice of the warder announced that a man 
desired ^to speak with Lord Glenvarloch. “ A man to 
speak with me, under mj^ present circumstances ! — Who 
can it be?” And John Ghristie, his landlord of Paul’s 
WhaT*f, resolved his doubts, by entering the apartment. 
“Welcome --"most welcome, mine honest landlord!” said 
Lord (xlenvarloch. “How could I have dreamt of seeing 
you in my present close lodgings?” And at the same 
time, with the frankness of old kindness, he walked un to 
Christie and ottered his hand; but John started back as 
from the look of a basilisk. 

“ Keep your courtesies to yourself, my lord,” said he, 
gruflly ; “1 have had as many of them already as may serve 
me for my life.” 

“Why, Master Christie,” said Nigel, “what means this? 
I trust 1 have not offended you ? ” 

“ Ask me no questions, my lord,” said Christie, bluntly. 
“I am a man of peace — I came not liithcr to wrangle with 
you at this place and season. Just suppose that I am 
well informed of all the obligements from your honour’s 
nobleness, and then acejuaint me in as f(‘w words as may 
be, where is tlie unhappy woman — What have you done 
with her ? ” 

“What have I done with her 1 ” said Lord Glenvarloch — 
“ Done with whom ? I know not what you are speaking of.” 

“Oh, yes, my lord,” said Christie; “play surprise as 
well as you will, you must have some guess that I am 
speaking of the poor fool that was my wife, till she 
became your lordship’s light-o’-love.” 

“ Your wife ! Has your wife left you ? and, if she has 
do you come to ask her of me ? ” 
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‘‘Yes, my lord, singular as it may seem,” return^ 
Christie, in a tone of bitter irony, and with a sort of grin 
widely aiscording from the discomposure of his features, 
the gleam of his eye, and the froth which stood on his lip, 
“I do come to make that demand of your lordship. 
Doubtless, you are surprised I should take the trouble ; 
but, I cannot tell, great men and little men think differ- 
ently. She has lain in my bosom, and drunk of my cup ; 
and such as she is, I cannot forget that — though I will 
never see her again — she must not starve, my lord, or do 
worse, to gain bread, though I I'cckon your lordsliip may 
think I am robbing the public in trying to change her 
courses.” 

“ By my faith as a Christian, by my honour as a gentle- 
man,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “if aught amiss has chanced 
with your wife, I know nothing of it. I trust in Heaven 
you are as much mistaken in imputing guilt to her, as in 
supposing me her partner in it.” 

“ Fie ! fie ! my lord,” said Christie, “ why will you make 
it so tough? She is but the wife of a clod-pated old 
chandler, who was idiot enough to marry a wench twenty 
years younger than himself. Your lorclship cannot have 
more glory by it than you have had already ; and, as for 
advantage and solace, I take it Dame Nelly is now un- 
necessary to your gratification. I should be sorry to 
interrupt the cou rse of your pleasure ; an old wittol should 
have more consideration of his condition. But, your 
precious lordship being mewed up here among other choice 
jewels of the kingdom, Dame In (illy cannot, 1 take it, be 

admitted to share the hours of dalliance which ” IJen^ 

the incensed husband stammered, broke off his tone of 
irony, and proceeded, striking his staff against the ground 
— “O that these false limbs of yours, which I wish had 
been hamstrung when they first crossed my honest 
threshold, were free from the fetters they have well 
deserved I I would give you the odds of your youth, 
and your weapon, and would bequeath my soul to the 
foul fiend if I, with this piece of oak, did not make you 
such an example to all ungrateful, pickthank courtiers, 
that it should be a proverb to the end of time, how John 
Christie swaddled his wife^s fine leman!” 

“ I understand not your insolence,” said Nigel, “ but I 
forgive it, because you labour under some strange delu- 
sion. In so far as I can comprehend your vehement 
charge, it is entirely undeserved on my part. You seem 
to impute to me the seduction of your wife — I trust she 
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is innocent. For me, at least, she is as innocent as an 
angel in bliss. I never thought of her — never touched 
her hand or cheek, save in honourable courtesy.” 

O, ay — courtcsv ! — that is the very word. She always 
praised your lordship^s honourahle courtesy. Ye have 
cozened me between ye, with your courtesy. My lord — 
my lord, you came to us no very wealthy man — you know 
it. It was for no lucre of gain that I took you and your 
swash-buckler, your Don Diego yonder, under my poor 
roof. I never cared if the little room were let or no \ I 
could live without it. If you could not have paid for it, 
you should never have been asked. All the wharf knows 
John Christie has the means and spirit to do a kindness. 
When you first darkened my honest doorway, I was as 
happy as a man need to be, who is no youngster, and has 
the rheumatism. Nelly was the kindest and best-humoured 
wench — we might have a word now and then about a 
gown or a ribbon, but a kinder soul on the whole, and a 
more careful, considering her years, till you came — and 

what is she now ! But I will not he a fool to cry, if I 

can help it. What she is, is not the question, but where 
she is ; and that I must learn, sir, of you.” 

How can you, when I tell you,” replied Nigel, “ that I 
am as ignorant as yourself, or rather much more so? 
Till this moment, I never heard of any disagreement 
betwixt your dame and you.” 

“That is a lie,” said John Christie, bluntly. 

“ IIow, you base villain 1 ” said Lord Glenvarloch — “ do 
you presume on my situation ? If it were not that I hold 
you mad, and perhaps made so by some wrong sustained, 
you should find my being weaponless were no protection, 
1 would beat your brains out against the wall.^^ 

“Ay, ay,” answered Christie, “bully as ye list. Ye 
have been at the ordinaries and in Alsatia, and learned 
the ruffian’s rant, I doubt not. But I repeat, you have 
spoken an untruth, when you said you knew not of my 
wife’s falsehood ; for, when you were twitted wuth it 
among your gay mates, it was n common jest among you, 
and your lordship took all the credit they would give you 
for your gallantry and gratitude.” 

Tnere was a mixture of truth in this part of the charge, 
which disconcerted Lord Glenvarloch exceedingly ; For 
he could not, as a man of honour, deny that Lord Dal- 
garno, and others, had occasionally jested with him on 
the subject of Dame Nelly, and that, though he had not 
played exactly le fanfaron des vices qu'il n^avoit pas^ h© 
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had not at least been sufficiently anxious to clear himself 
of the suspicion of such a crime to men who considered it 
as a merit. It was therefore with some hesitation, and in 
a sort of qualifying tone, that he admitted that some idle 
jests had passea upon such a supposition, although with- 
out the least foundation in trutn. John Christie would 
not listen to his vindication any longer. “ By your own 
accoun^” he said, “ you permitted lies to be told of you in 
jest. How do I know you are speaking truth, now you 
are serious ? You thought it, I suppose, a fine thing, to 
wear the reputation of having dishonoured an honest 
family, — who will not think that you had real grounds 
for your base bravado to rest upon ? I will not believe 
otherwise for one, and therefore, my lord, mark what I 
have to say. You are now yourself in trouble — As you 
hope to come through it safely, and without loss of life 
and property, tell me where this unhappy woman is. 
Tell me, if you hope for heaven— tell me, it you fear hell 
— tell me, as you would not have the curse of an utterly 
ruined woman, and a brokenhearted man, attend you 
through life, and bear witness against you at the Great 
Day, which shall come after death. You are moved, my 
lord, I see it. I cannot forget the wrong you have done 
me. I cannot even promise to forgive it — but — tell me, 
and you shall never see me again, or hear more of my 
reproaches.” 

“ Unfortunate man,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “ you have 
said more, far more than enough, to move me deeply. 
Were I at liberty, I would lend you my best aid to search 
out him who has wronged you, the rather tliat I do sus- 
pect my having been your lodger has been in some degree 
the remote cause of bringing the spoiler into the sheep- 
fold.” 

“I am glad your lordship grants me so much,” said 
John Christie, resuming the tone of embittered irony 
with which he had opened the singular conversation ; “ i 
will spare you farther reproach and remonstrance — your 
mind is made up, and so is mine. So, ho, warder I ” The 
warder entered, and John went on, — “I want to get out, 
brother. Look well to your charge — it were better that 
half the wild beasts in their dens yonder were turned 
loose upon Tower-Hill, than that this same smooth-faced, 
civil-spoken gentleman, were again returned to honest 
men’s company ! ” 

So saying, he hastily left the apartment ; and Nigel 
had full leisure to lament the waywardness of his fate^ 
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which seemed never to tire of persecuting him for crimes 
of which he was innocent, and investing him witli the 
appearances of guilt which his mind abhorred. He could 
not, however, lielp acknowledging to himself, that all the 
pain which he might sustain from the i)resent accusation 
of John Christie, was so far deserved, from his having 
suffered himself, out of vanity, or rather an unwillingness 
to encounter ridicule, to be supposed capable of a base 
inhospitable crime, luerely because fools called it an affair 
of gallantry ; and it was no balsam to the wound, when 
he recollected whsit Richie had told him of his having 
been ridiculed behind his back by the gallants of the 
ordinary, for affecting the reputation of an intrigue which 
he had not in reality s])irit enough to have carried on. 
His simulation had, in a word, placed him in the unlucky 
predicament of being rallied as a braggart amongst the 
dissipated youths, with whom the reality of the amour 
would have given him credit ; whilst, on the other hand, 
he was branded as an inhospitable seducer by the injured 
husband, who was obstinately persuaded of his guilt. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

How fares the man on whom good men would look 
With eyes where scorn and censure combated, 

But that kind Christian love hath taught the lesson— 

That they who merit most contempt and hate, 

Do moat deserve our pity. 

Old Play. 

It might have seemed natural that the visit of John 
Christie should have entirely diverted NigoTs attention 
from his slumbering companion, and, for a time, such was 
the immediate effect of the chain of new ideas which the 
incident introduced ; yet, soon after the injured man had 
departed, Lord Glenvarloch began to think it extra- 
ordinary that the boy should have slgpt so soundly, while 
they talked loudly in liis vicinity. Yet he certainly did 
not appear to have stirred. Was he well — was he only 
feigning sleep? He went close to him to make his 
observations, and perceived that he had wept, and was 
still weeping, though his eyes were closed. He touched 
him gently on the shoulder — the boy shrunk from his 
touch, but did not awake. He pulled him harder, and 
asked him if he was sleeping. 
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“ Do they waken folk in your country to know whether 
they are asleep or no ? ” said the hoy, in a peevish tone. 

“No, my young sir,” answered Nigel ; “but when they 
weep in the manner you do in your sleep, they awaken 
them to see what ails them.” 

“It signifies little to any one what ails me,” said the 
boy. 

“True,” replied Lord Glenyarloch; “but you knew 
before you went to sleep how little I could assist you in 
your difficulties, and you seemed disposed, notwithstand- 
ing, to put some confidence in me.” 

“ If I did, I have changed my mind,” said the lad. 

“And what m^ have occasioned this change of mind, 
I trow?” said Lord Glenvarloch. — “Some men speak 
through their sleep — perhaps you have tlie gift of hearing 
in it ? ” 

“No, but the Patriarch Joseph never dreamt truer 
dreams than I do.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Lord Glenvarloch. “ And pray, what 
dream have you had that has deprived me of your good 
opinion ; for that, I think, seems the moral of the 
matter ? ” 

“You shall judge yourself,” answered the boy. “I 
dreamed I was in a wild forest, where there was a cry of 
hounds, and winding of horns, exactly as I hearci in 
Greenwich Park.” 

“ That was because you were in the Park this morning, 
you simple child,” said Nigel. 

“Stay, my lord,” said the youth. “I went on in my 
dream, till, at the top of a broad green alley, I saw a 
noble stag which had fallen into the toils ; and inethought 
I knew that he was the very stag which the whole party 
were hunting, and that if the chase came up, the dogs 
would tear him to pieces, or the hunters would cut his 
throat ; and I had pity on the gallant stag, and though I 
was of a different kind from him, and though I was some- 
what afraid of him, I thought I would venture something 
to free so stately a creature ; and I pulled out my knife, 
and just as I was beginning to cut the meshes of the net, 
the animal started up in my face in the likeness of a tiger, 
much larger and fiercer than any you may have seen in 
the ward of the wild beasts yonder, and was just about 
to tear me limb from limb, when you awaked me.” 

“ Methinks,” said Nigel, “ I deserve more thanks than I 
have got, for rescuing you from such a danger by waking 
you. But, my pretty master, methinks all this tale of a 
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tiger and a stag has little to do with your change of 
temper towards rae.” 

“ 1 know not whether it has or no,” said the lad ; ** but 
I will not tell you who I am.” 

“You will keep your secret to yourself then, peevish 
boy.” said Nigel, turning from him, and resuming his 
walk through the room ; then stopping suddenly, he said, 
— “ And yet you shall not escape from me without know- 
ing that 1 penetrate your mystery.” 

“My niysteiy!” s.aid the youth, at once alarmed and 
irritated, — “ what mean you, my lord ? ” 

“Only that I can read your dream withoiit the assistance 
of a Chaldean interjjreter, and liiy exposition is — that my 
fair companion does not wear the dress of her sex.” 

“And if 1 do not, rny lord,” said his companion, hastily 
starting up, and folding her cloak tight around her, “my 
dress, such as it is, covers one who will not disgrace it.” ^ 

“Many would call that speech a fair challenge,” said 
Lord Glenvarloch, looking on her fixedly ; “ women do 
not masquerade in men’s clothes, to make use of men’s 
weapons.” 

“ I have no such purpose,” said the seeming boy ; “ I 
have other means of protection, and powerrul — but I 
would first know what is yonr purpose.” 

“An honourable and a most respectful one,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch ; “whatever you are — whatever motive may 
have brought you into this ambiguous situation, I am 
sensible — every look, word, and action of yours, makes 
me sensible, that you are no proper subject of importu- 
nity, far less of ill usage. What circumstances can have 
forced you into so doubtful a situation, I know not ; but 
I feel assured there is, and can be, nothing in them of 
premeditated wrong, which should expose you to cold- 
blooded insult. From me you have nothing to dread.” 

“I expected nothing less from your nobleness, my lord,” 
answered the female; “my adventure, though I feel it 
was both desperate and foolish, is not so very foolish, nor 
my safety here so utterly unprotected, as at first sight — 
and in this strange dress, it may appear to be. I have 
suffered enough, and more than enough, by the degrada- 
tion of having been seen in this unfeminine attire, and 
the comments you must necessarily have made on my 
conduct — but I thank God that I am so far protected, that 
I could not have been subjected to insult unavenged.” 

When this extraordinary explanation had proceeded 
thus far, the warder appeared, to place before Lord 
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Glenvarloch a meal, which, for his present situation, 
might be called comfortable, and which, if not equal to 
the cookery of the celebrated Chevalier Beaujeu, was 
much superior in neatness and cleanliness to that of 
Alsatia. A warder attended to do the honours of the 
table, and made a sign to the disguised female to rise and 
assist him in his functions. But Nigel declaring that he 
knew the youth’s parents, interfered, and caused his com- 
panion to eat along with him. She consented wdth a sort 
of embarrassment, which rendered her pretty features 
yet more interesting. Yet she maintained with a natural 
grace that sort of good-breeding which belongs to the 
table ; and it seemed to Nigel, whether already prejudiced 
in her favour by the extraordinary circumstances of their 
meeting, or whether really judging from what was actually 
the fact, that he had seldom seen a young person com- 
port herself with more decorous propriety, mixed with 
ingenuous simplicity ; while the consciousness of the 
peculiarity of ner situation threw a singular colouring 
over her whole demeanour, which could be neither said 
to be formal, nor easy, nor embarrassed, but was com- 
pounded of, and shaded with an interchange of all these 
three characteristics. Wine was placed on the table, 
of which she could not be prevailed on to taste a 
glass. Their conversation was, of course, limited by the 
presence of the warder to the business of the table ; 
but Nigel had, long ere the cloth was removed, formed 
the resolution, if possible, of making himself master of 
this young person’s history, the more especially as he 
310 W began to think that the tones of her voice and her 
features were not so strange to him as he had originally 
supposed. This, however, was a conviction which he 
adopted slowly, and only as it dawned upon him from 
particular circumstances during the course of the repast. 

At length the prison-meal was finished, and Lord Gleii- 
varloch began to think how he might most easily enter 
upon the topic he meditated, when the warder announced 
a visitor. 

“Soh ! ’’ said Nigel, something displeased, “I find even 
a prison does not save one from importunate visitations.” 

He prepared to receive his guest, however, while his 
alarmed companion flew to the large cradle-shaped chair, 
which had first served her as a place of refuge, drew her 
cloak around her, and disposed herself as much as she 
could to avoid observation. She had scarce made her 
arrangements for that purpose when the door opened, and 
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the worthy citizen George Heriot, entered the prison- 
chamber. 

He cast around the apartment his usual sharp, quick 
glance of observation, and, advancing to Nigel, said — “My 
lord, I wish I could say I was happy to see you.” 

“The sight of those who are unhappy themselves. Master 
Heriot, seldom produces happiness to their friends — I, 
however, am glad to see you.” 

He extended his hand, but Heriot bowed with much 
formal complaisance, instead of accepting the courtesy, 
which ill those times, when the distinction of ranks was 
much guarded by etiquette and ceremony, was considered 
as a distinguished favour. 

“You are displeased with me, Master Heriot,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch, reddening, for he was not deceived by the 
worthy citizen’s affectation of extreme reverence and 
respect. 

“By no means, my lord,” replied Heriot ; “but I have 
been in France, and have thought it as well to import, 
along with other more substantial articles, a small sample 
of that good-breeding which the French are so renowned 
for.” 

“It is not kind of you,” said Nigel, “to bestow the first 
use of it on an old and obliged friend.” 

Heriot only answered to this observation with a short 
dry cough, and then proceeded. 

“Hem! hem! I say, ahem! My lord, as my French 
politeness may not carry me far, I would willingly know 
whether I am to speak as a friend, since your lordship is 
pleased to term me such ; or whether 1 am, as befits my 
condition, to confine myself to the needful business which 
must be treated of between us.” 

“Speak as a friend by all means, Master Heriot, said 
Nigel ; “I perceive you have adopted some of the nume- 
rous prejudices against me, if not all of them. Speak 
out, and frankly — what I cannot deny I will at least 
confess.” 

“And I trust, my lord, redress,” said Heriot. 

“So far as is in my power, certainly,” answered Nigel. 

“Ah ! my lord,” continued Heriot, “that is a melancholy 
though a necessary restriction ; for how lightly may any 
one do an hundred times more than the degree of evil 
which it may be within his power to repair to the sufierers 
and to society ! But w^e are not alone here,” he sai(L 
stopping, and darting his shrewd eye towards the muffled 
figure of the disguised maiden, whose utmost efforts had 
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not enabled her so to adjust her position as altogether to 
escape observation. More anxious to prevent her being 
discovered than to keep his own afiairs private, Nigel 
hastily answered-— 

“ Tis a page of mine ; you may speak freely before him. 
He is of Jrance, and knows no English.” 

“ I am then to speak freely,” said Heriot, after a second 
glance at the chair ; “ perhaps my words may be more 
free than welcon^e.” 

Go on, sir,” said Nigel, “ I have told you I can bear 
reproof.” 

‘‘In one word, then, my lord — why do I find you in 
this place, and whelmed with charges which must blacken 
a name rendered famous by ages of virtue ? ” 

“Simply then, you find me here,” said Nigel, “because, 
to begin from my original error, I would be wiser than 
my father.” 

“ It was a difficult task, my lord,” replied Heriot ; “your 
father was voiced generally as the wisest and one of the 
bravest men of Scotland.” 

“He commanded me,” continued Nigel, “to avoid all 
gambling ; and I took upon me to modify this injunction 
into regulating my play according to my skill, means, and 
the course of my luck.” 

“Ay, self opinion, acting on a desire of acquisition, my 
lord — you hoped to toucli pitch and not to be defiled,” 
answered Heriot. “Well, my lord, you need not say, for 
I have heard with much regret, how far this conduct 
diminished your reputation. Your next error I may 
without scruple remind you of — My lord, my lord, in 
whatever degree Lord Dalgarno may have failed towards 
you, the son of his father should have been sacred from 
your violence.” 

“You^ speak in cold blood. Master Heriot, and I was 
smarting under a thousand wrongs inflicted on me under 
the mask of friendship.” 

“That is, he gave your lordship bad advice, and you,” 
said Heriot' 

“Was fool enough to follow his counsel,” answered 
Nigel— -“But we will pass this, Master Heriot, if you 
please. Old men and young men, men of the sword and 
men of peaceful occupation, always have thought, always 
will think, differently on such subjects.” 

“I grant,” answered Heriot, “the distinction between 
the old goldsmith and the young nobleman— still you 
should have had patience for Lord Huntinglen’s sake, 
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and prudence for your own. Supposing your quarrel 
just ” 

“ I pray you to pass on to some other charge,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch. 

“I am not your accuser, my lord ; but I trust in Heaven, 
that your own heart lias already accused you bitterly on 
the inhospitable wrong which your late landlord has 
sustained at your hand.” 

Had I been guilty of what you allude to,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch, — “ had a moment of temptation hurried me 
away, I had long ere now most bitterly repented it. But 
whoever may have wronged the unhappy woman, it was 
not I--I never hojird of her folly until within this hour.” 

“Como, my lord,” said Heriot, with some severity, “this 
sounds too much like afFectation. I know tlu^re is among 
our modern youth a new creed respecting adultery as well 
as homicide — 1 would rather hear you S]^eak of a revision 
of the Decalogue, with mitigated penalties in favour of 
the privileged orders — I would rather hear you do this, 
than deny a fact in which you have been known to 
glory.” 

‘‘Glory ! — I never did, never would have taken honour 
to myself from such a cause,” said Lord Ohmvarloch. “ I 
could not prevent other idle tongues, and idle brains, from 
making false inferences.” 

“You would have known well enough how to stop 
their mouths, my lord,” replied Heriot, “had they spoke 
of you what was uripleasing to your ears, and what the 
truth did not warrant.— Come, my lord, remember your 
promise to confess ; and, indeed, to confess is, in this case, 
in some slight sort to redress. I will grant you are young 
— the woman handsome — and, as 1 myself have observed, 
light-headed enough. Let me know where she is. Her 
foolish husband has still some compassion for her — will 
save her from infamy — perhaps, in tiino, receive her back ; 
for we are a good-natured generation we traders. Do 
not, my lord, emulate those who work mischief merely 
for the pleasure of doing so — it is the very devil’s worst 
quality.’^ 

“Your grave remonstrances will drive me mad,” said 
Nigel. “There is a show of sense and reason in what 
you say ; and yet, it is positively insisting on my telling 
the retreat of a fugitive of whom I know nothing earthly.” 

“It is well, ray lord,” answered Heriot, coldly. “You 
have a right, such as it is, to keep your own secrets ; 
but, since my discourse on these points seems so totally 
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unavailing, we had better proceed to business. Yet your 
father’s image rises before me, and seems to plead that I 
should go on.” 

“Be it as you will, sir,” said Glenvarloch ; “he who 
doubts ray word shall have no additional security for it.” 

“Well, my lord. — In the Sanctuary at Whitefriars— a 
place of refuge so unsuitable to a young man of quality 
and character — I am told a murder was committed.” 

“ And you believe that I did the deed, I suppose ? ” 

“ God forbid, my lord ! ” said Heriot. “ The coroner’s 
inquest hath sat, and it appeared that your lordship, 
under your assumed name or Grahame, behaved with the 
utmost bravery.” 

“No compliment, I pray you,” said Nigel ; “I am only 
too happy to find, that I did not murder, or am not 
believed to have murdered, the old man.” 

“ True, my lord,” said Heriot ; “ but even in this affair 
there lacks explanation. Your lordship embarked this 
morning in a wherry with a female, and it is said, an 
immense sum of money, in specie and other valuables — 
but the woman has not since been heard of.” 

“I parted with her at Paul’s Wharf,” said Nigel, “ where 
she went ashore with her charge. I gave her a letter to 
that very man John Christie.” 

“Ay, that is the waterman’s story : but John Christie 
denies that he remembers anything oi the matter.” 

“ I am sorrj to hear this,” said the young nobleman ; 
“ I hope in Heaven she has not been trepanned, for the 
treasure she had with lier.” 

“I hope not, my lord,” replied Heriot ; “but men’s minds 
are much disturbed about it. Our national character 
suffers on all hands. Men remember the fatal case of 
Lord Sanquhar, hanged for the murder of a fencing- 
master; and exclaim, they will not have their wives 
whored, and their property stolen, by the nobility of 
Scotland.” 

“ And all this is laid to my door ! ” said Nigel ; “ my 
exculpation is easy.” 

“ I trust so, my lord,” said Heriot ; — “ nay, in this 
mrticular, I do not doubt it. — But why did you leave 
Whitef riars under such circumstances ? ” 

“ Master Reginald Lowestoffe sent a boat for me, with 
intimation to provide for my safety.” 

“I am sorry to, say,” replied Heriot, “that ho denies 
all knowledge of your lordship’s motions, after having 
dispatched a messenger to you with some baggage.” 
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•'.The watermen told me they were employed by him.*' 

“Watermen ! ” said Heriot ; “one of these proves to bo 
au idle apprentice, an old acquaintance of mine — the 
other has escaped ; but the fellow who is in custody 
])ersists in saying he was employed by your lordship, and 
you only.” 

“He lies!” said Lord Glenvarloch, hastily; — “He told 
me Master Lowestofie had sent him. — I hope that kind- 
hearted gentleman is at liberty ? ” 

“He is,” answered Heriot; “and has escaped with a 
rebuke from the benchers, for interfering in such a matter 
as your lordship s. The Court desire to keep well with 
the young Templars in these times of commotion, or he 
had not come off so well.” 

“ That is the only Avord of comfort I have heard from 
you,” I'eplied Nigel. “But this poor woman, — she and 
her trunk were committed to the charge of two porters.” 

“So said the pretended waterman ; but none of the 
fellows who ply at the wharf will acknowledge the 
employment. — I see the idea makes you uneasy, my lord ; 
but every effort is made to discover the poor woman's 
place of retreat — if, indeed, she yet lives. — And now, my 
lord, my errand is spoken, so far as it relates exclusively 
to your lordship ; what remains, is matter of business of 
a more formal kind.” 

“ Let us proceed to it without delay,” said Lord Glen- 
varloch. “I would hear of the affairs of any one rather 
than of my own.” 

“You cannot have forgotten, my lord,” said Heriot, 
“the transaction which took place some weeks since at 
Lord Huntinglen’s — by which a large sum of money was 
advanced for the redemption of your lordship’s estate ?” 

“I remember it perfectly,” said Nigel; “and your 
present austerity cannot make me forget your kindness 
on the occasion.” 

Heriot bowed gravely, and went on. — “That money was 
advanced under the expectation and hope that it might 
be replaced by the contents of a grant to your lordship, 
under the royal sign-manual, in payment of certain monies 
due by the crown to your father.— I trust your lordship 
understood the transaction at the time — I trust you now 
understand my resumption of its import, and hold it to 
be correct ? ” 

“Undeniably correct,” answered Lord Glenvarloch. “If 
the sums contained in the warrant cannot be recovered, 
my lands become the property of those who paid off the 
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original holders of the mortgage, and now stand in their 
right.” 

“Even so, my lord,” said Heriot. “And your lordship^s 
unhappy circumstances having, it would seem, alarmed 
these creditors, they are now, I am sorry to say, pressing 
for one or other of these alternatives — possession of the 
land, or payment of their debt.” 

“They have a right to one or other,” answered Lord 
Glenyarloch ; “ and as I cannot do the last in my present 
condition, I suppose they must enter on possession.” 

“Stay, my lord,” replied Heriot : “if you have ceased to 
call me a friend to your person, at least you shall see I am 
willing to be such to j^our father’s house, were it but for 
the sake of your father’s memory. If you will trust me 
with the warrant under the sign-manual, I believe cir- 
cumstances do now so stand at Court, that I may be able 
to recover the money for you.” 

“I would do so gladly,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “but 
the casket which contains it is not in my possession. It 
was seized when I was ai-rested at Greenwich.”^ 

“ It will be no longer withheld from you,” said Heriot : 
“for, I understand, my Master’s natural good sense, ana 
some information which he has procured, I know not how, 
has induced him to contradict the whole charge of the 
attempt on his person. It is entirely hushed up; and 
you will only be proceeded against for your violence on 
Lord Dalgarno, committed within the verge of the Palace 
— and that you will find heavy enough to answer.” 

“ I will not shrink under the weight,” said Lord Glen- 
varloch. “ But that is not the present point. — If I had 
that casket ” 

“Your baggage stood in the little anteroom, as I passed,” 
said the citizen ; “ the casket caught my eye. I think you 
had it of me.— It was my old friend Sir Faithful Frugal’s. 
Ay j he, too, had a son ” 

Here he stopped short. 

“A son who, like Lord Olenvarloch’s, did no credit to 
his father. — Was it not so you would have ended the 
sentence. Master Heriot ? ” asked the young nobleman. 

“My lord, it was a word spoken rasnlv,” answered 
Heriot. “ God may mend all in his own good time. This, 
however, I will say, that I have sometimes envied my 
friends their fair and flourishing families ; and yet have I 
seen such changes when death has removed the head, so 
many rich men’s sons penniless, the heirs of so many 
knignts and nobles acreless, that 1 think mine own estate 
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and memory, as I shall order it, has a fair chance of out- 
living those of greater men, though God has given me no 
heir of my name. But this is from the purpose.— Ho ! 
warder, bring in Lord Glenvarloch’s baggage.'’ The officer 
obeyed. Seals had been placed upon the trunk and casket, 
but were now removed, the warder said, in consequence 
of the subsequent orders from Court, and the whole was 
placed at the prisoner’s free disposal. 

Desirous to bring this painful visit to a conclusion, Lord 
Glenvarloch opened the casket, and looked through the 
papers which it contained, first hastily, and then more 
slowly and accurately ; but it was all in vain. The 
Sovereign’s signed warrant had disappeared. 

“ I thought and expected nothing better,'’ said George 
Heriot, bitterly. “The beginning of evil is the letting 
out of water. Here is, a fair heritage lost, I dare say, on 
a foul cast at dice, or a conjuring trick at cards !— My lord, 
your surprise is well played. I give you full joy oi your 
accomplishments. I have seen many as young brawlers 
and spendthrifts, V)ut never so young and accomplished a 
dissembler. — Nay, man, never bend your angry brows on 
me. I speak in bitterness of heart, from what I re- 
member of your worthy father; and if his son hears of his 
degeneracy from no one else, he shall hear it from the old 
goldsmith!” 

This new suspicion drove Nigel to the very extremity 
of his patience ; yet the motives and zc^al of the good old 
man, as well as the circumstances of suspicion which 
created his displeasure, were so excellent an excuse for it, 
that they formed an absolute curb on the resentment of 
Lord Glenvarloch, and constrained him, after two or three 
hasty exclamations, to observe a proud and sullen silence. 
At length Master Ileriot resumed his lecture. 

“Mark you, my lord,” he sai<l, “it is scarce possible 
that this most important paper can be absolutely assigned 
away. Let me know in what obscure corner, and for 
what petty sum it lies pledged — something may yet be 
done.” 

“Your efforts in my favour are the more generous,” said 
Lord Glenvarloch, “ as you ofier them to one whom you 
believe you have cause to think hardly of — but they are 
altogether unavailing F ortune has taken the field against 
me at every point. Even let her win the battle.” 

“Zouns ! ” exclaimed Heriot, impatiently, — “you would 
make a saint swear ! Why, I tell you, if this paper, the 
loss of which seems to sit so light on you, be not found, 
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farewell to the fair lordship of Glenvarloch — firth and 
forest— lea and furrow — lake and stream — all that has 
been in the house of Olifaunt since the days of William 
the Lion ! ” 

“Farewell to them, then,” said Nigel, — “and that moan 
is soon made.” 

“^Sdeath ! my lord, you will make more moan for it ere 
you die,” said Heriot, in the same tone of angry impatience. 

“Not I, my old friend,” said Nigel. “If 1 mourn, 
Master Heriot, it will be for having lost the good opinion 
of a worthy man, and lost it, as I must say, most un- 
deservedly.” 

“Ay, ay, young man,” said Heriot, shaking his head, 
“make me believe that if you can. — To sura the matter 
up,” he said, rising from his seat, and walking towards 
that occupied by the disguised female, “ for our matters 
are now drawn into small compass, you shall as soon 
make me believe that this masquerading mummer, on 
whom I now lay the hand of paternal authority, is a 
French page, who understands no English,” 

So saying, he took hold of the sup))osed page’s cloak, 
and, not without some gentle degree of violence, led into 
the middle of the apartment the disguised fair one, who 
in vain attempted to cover her face, first with her mantle, 
and afterwards i^th her hands ; both which impediments 
Master Heriot removed, something ujicerernoniously, and 
gave to view the detected daughter of the old chronologist, 
his own fair god-daughter, Margaret Ramsay. 

“ Here is goodly gear ! ” he said ; and, as he spoke, he 
could not prevent himself from giving her a slight shake, 
for we have elsewhere noticed that he was a severe disci- 
plinarian. — “ How comes it, minion, that I find you in so 
shanieiess a dress, and so unworthy a situation ? Nay, 
your modesty is now mistimed— it should have como 

sooner. Speak, or I will ” 

“Master Heriot,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “whatever 
right you may have over this maiden elsewhere, while in 
my mpartment she is under my protection.” 

“Your protection, my lord ! — a proper protector ! — And 
how long, mistress, have you been under my lord’s pro- 
tection ? Speak out, forsooth I ” 

“ For the matter of two hours, godfather,” answered the 
maiden, with a countenance bent to the ground, and 
covered, with blushes, “but it was against my will” 

“Two hours!” repeated Heriot,— “ space enough for 
mischief.— My lord, this is, I suppose, another victim 
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offered to your character of gallantry — another adventure 
to be boasted of at Beaujeu's ordinary? Methinks the 
roof under which you first met this silly maiden should 
have secured hei\ at least, from such a fate.” 

“On my honour, Master Heriot,” said Lord Glenvarloch, 
“you remind me now, for the first time, that I saw this 
young lady in your family. Her features are not easily 
t’orgotten, and yet I was trying in vain to recollect where 
I had last looked on them. For your suspicions, they are 
as false as they are injurious both to her and to me. I 
had but discovered her disguise as you entered. I am 
aitisfied, from her whole behaviour, tlint her presence here 
in this dress was involuntary ; and Ood forbid that I had 
been capable of taking advantage of it to her prejudice.” 

“It is well mouthed, my lord,” said Master Heriot; 
“but a cunning clerk c?in read the Apocrypha as loud as 
the Scripture. Frankly, my lord, you are come to that 
pass, where your words will not be received without a 
warrant.” 

“I should not speak, perhaps,” said Margaret, the 
natural vivacity of whose temper could never be long 
suppressed by any situation, however disadvantageous, 
“but I cannot be silent. Godfather, you do me wrong — 
and no less wrong to this young nobleman. You say his 
words want a warrant. I know where to find a warrant 
for some of them, and the rest 1 deeply and devoutly 
believe without one.” 

“And I thank you, maiden,” replied Nigel, “for the 
good opinion you have expressed. 1 am at that point, it 
seems, though how 1 have been driven to it 1 know not, 
where every fair construction of my actions and motives 
is refused me. I am the more obliged to her who grants 
me that right which the world denies me. For you, lady, 
were 1 at liberty, I have a sword and arm should know 
how to guard your reputation.” 

“ Upon my word, a perfect Araadis and Oriana ! ” said 
George Heriot. “ I should soon get my throat cut betwixt 
the knight and the princess, I suppose, but that the beef- 
eaters are happily within halloo. — Come, come. Lady 
Light-o’-Love — if you mean to make your way with me, it 
must be by plain facts, not by speeches from romaunts and 
play -books. How, in Heaven’s name, came you here ? ” 

“ Sir,” answered Margaret, “since I must speak, I went 
to Greenwich this morning with Monna Paula, to present 
a petition to the King on the part of the Lady Hermione.” 

“ Mercy -a-gad ! ” exclaimed Heriot, “ is she in the dance, 
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too ? Could she not have waited my return to stir in her 
affairs? But I suppose the intelligence 1 sent her had 
rendered her restless. Ah ! woman, woman-- he that goes 
partner with you, liad need of a double share of patience, 
for you will bring none into the common stocK. — Well, 
but what on earth had this embassy of Monna Paula's to 
do with your absurd disguise ? Speak out.” 

“Monna Paula was frightened,” answered Margaret, 
“and did not know how to set about the errand, for you 
know she scarce ever goes out of doors — and so — and so — 
I agreed to go with her to give her courage ; and, for the 
dress, I am sure you remember I wore it at a Christmas 
mumming, and you thought it not uiibeseeining.” 

“ Yes, for a Christmas parlour,” said Heriot, “ but not to 
go a-masking through the country in. I do remember it, 
minion, and I knew it even now ; that and your little 
shoe there, linked with a hint T had in the morning from 
a friend, or one who called himself such, led to your 
detection.” — Here Lord Glenvarloch could not help giving 
a glance at the pr(‘tty foot, which even the staid citizen 
thought worth recollection — it wns but a glance, for he 
saw now much the least degree of observation added to 
Margaret’s distress and confusion. “And tell me, maiden,” 
continued Master Heriot, for what we have observc'd was 
by-play, — “did the Lady Hermione know of this fair 
work" V 

“I dared not have told her for the world,” said iMar- 
caret — “she thought omj of our ai)prentices went with 
Monna Paula.” 

It maybe here noticed, that the words, “our appren- 
tices.” seemed to have in them something of a charm to 
break the fascination with which Lord (Henvarloch had 
hitherto listened to the broken, yet interesting details of 
Margaret’s history. 

“And wherefore went he not ?— he had been a fitter com- 
panion for Monna Paula than you, [ wot,” said the citizen. 

“ He was otherwise employed,” said Margaret, in a voice 
scarce audible. 

Master George darted a hasty glance at Nigel, and 
when he saw his features betoken no consciousness, he 
muttered to himself, — “ It must be better than T feared. — 
And so this cursed Spaniard, with her head full, as they 
all have, of disguises, trap-doors, rope-ladders, and masks, 
was jade and tool enough to take you with her on this 
wildgoose errand ?— And how sped you, I pray ?” 

“Just as we reached the gate of the Park,** replied 
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Margaret, ‘‘the cry of treason was raised. I know not 
what became of Monria, but I ran till I fell into the arms 
of a very decent serving-man, called Linklater; and I was 
fain to toll him 1 was your god -daughter, and so he kept 
the rest of them from rne, and got me to speech of his 
Majesty, as 1 entreated liim to do.” 

“ It IS the only sign you showed in the whole matter 
that common sense had not utterly deserted your little 
skull, said Ucriot. 

“ His Majesty,” continued the damsel, “ was so gracious 
as to receive me alone, though the courtiers cried out 
against the danger to his person, and would have searched 
me for arms, (lod help me, but the King forbade it. I 
fancy he had a hint from Linklater how the truth stood 
with me.” 

‘‘Well, maiden, I ask not what passed,” said Heriot : 
“it becomes not mo to pry into my Master’s secrets. Had 
you been closeted with his grandfather the Ked Tod of 
Saint Andreevs, as Da vie Lindsay used to call him, by my 
faith, I should have had my own thoughts of the matter ; 
but our Master, God bless him, is douce ^ and temperate, 
and Solomon in everything, save in the chapter of wives 
and concubines.” 

“ I know not what you mean, sir,” answered Margaret, 
“Ilis Majesty was most kind and compassionate; but said 
I must be seiit hith(?r, and that the Lieutenant’s lady, the 
Lady Mansel, would have a charge of me, and see that I 
sustained no wrong ; and the King promised to send me 
in a tilted barge, and under conduct of a person well 
known to you ; and thus 1 come to be in the Towor.” 

“But how, or why, in this apartment, nymph?” said 
George Heriot — “Expound that to me, for I think the 
riddle needs reading.’* 

“I cannot explain it, sir, further, than that the Lady 
Mansel sent me here, in spite of my earnest prayers, tears, 
and entreaties. I was not afraid of anything, for I knew 
I should bo protected. But I could have died then — could 
die now — for very shame and confusion ! ” 

“Well, well, it your tears are genuine,” said Heriot, 
“they may the sooner wash out the memory of your fault, 
— Knows your father aught of this escape of yours ?” 

“ I would not for the world lie did,’^ replied she ; “ he 
believes me with the Lady Hermione.” 

“Ay, honest Davy can regulate his horologes better 
^than bis family.— Come, damsel, now I will escort you 

1 Modost 
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back to the Lady Mansel, and pray her, of her kindness, 
that when she is again trusted with a goose^ she will not 
give it to the fox to keep. — The warders will let us pass 
to my lady’s lodgings, I trust.” 

“ Stay but one moment,” said Lord Glen varloch. “ What- 
ever hard opinion you may have formed of me, I forgive 
you, for time will show that you do me wrong ; and you 
yourself, I think, will be the first to regret the injustice 
you have done me. But involve not in your suspicions 
this young person, for wdiose purity of tliought angels 
themselves should be vouchers. I have marked every 
look, every gesture ; and whilst I can draw breath, 1 
shall ever think of her with ” 

“Think not at all of her, my lord,” answered George 
Heriot, interrupting him ; “ it is, I have a notion, the best 
favour you can do her ; — or think of her as the daughter 
of Davy Ramsay, the clockmaker, no proper subject for 
fine speeches, romantic adventures, or high-flown Arcadian 
compliments. I give you god-den, my lord. I think not 
altogether so hardly as my speech may have spoken. If 
I can help— thftit is, if I saw my way clearly through this 
labyrinth — ^but it avails not talking now. I give your 
lordship god-don. — Here, warder! rermit us to pass to 
the Martsel’s apartment.” 

The' V^rder said ne must have orders from the Lieu- 
tenant ; and as he retired to procure them, the parties 
remained standing near each other, but without speaking, 
and scarce looking at each other save by stealth, a situa- 
tion which, in two of the party at least, was sufficiently 
embarrassing. The difference of rank, though in that 
age a consideration so serious, could not prevent Lord 
Glenvarloch from seeing that Margaret Ramsay was one 
of the prettiest young women he had ever beheld — from 
suspecting, he could scarce tell why, that he himself was 
not indifferent to her— from feeling assured that be had 
been the cause of much of her present distress — admira- 
tion, self-love, and generosity, acting in favour of the 
same object ; and when the yeoman returned with per- 
mission to his guests to withdraw, Nigel’s obeisance to 
the beautify daughter of the mechanic was marked with 
an expression, which called up in her cheeks as much 
colour as any incident of the eventful day had hitherto 
excited. She returned the courtesy timialy and irresol- 
utely — clung to her godfather’s arm, and left the apart- 
ment, which, dark as it was, had never yet appeared so 
obscure to Nigel, as when the door closed behind her. 
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CHArTER XXX. 

Yet thouB:h thou shnuldst be dragged in scorn 
To yonder ijjnominious tree, 

Thou shalt not want one faithful friend 
To share the cruel fates’ decree. 

Ballad of Jemmy Dawson. 

Master George Heriot and his ward, as she might 
justly be termed, for his affection to Margaret imposed 
on him all the cares of a guardian, were ushered by the 
yeoman of the guard to the lodging of the Lieutenant, 
where they found liim seated with his lady. They were 
received hy both with that decorous civility which Master 
Heriot’s character and supposed influence demanded, 
even at the hand of ca punctilious old soldier and courtier 
like Sir Edward Mansel. Lady Mansel received Margaret 
with like courtesy, and informcjd Master George that she 
was now only her guest, and no longer her prisoner. 

“ She is at liberty,” she said, “ to return to her friends 
under your charge— such is his Majesty’s pleasure.” 

** I am glad of it, madam,” answered Heriot, “ but only 
I could have wished her freedom had tahen place before 
her foolish interview with that singular young man ; and 
I marvel your ladyship permitted it.^ * ■« r 

“My good Master Heriot,” said Sir EdwArdj act 
according to the commands of one better and wiser than 
ourselves — our orders from his Majesty must be strictly 
and literally obeyed ; and I need not say that the wisdom 

of his Majesty doth more than ensure ” 

“1 know his Majesty’s wisdom well,” said Heriot ; “yet 
there is an old proverb about fire and flax — well, let it pass.” 

“I see Sir Mungo Malagrowther stalking towards the 
door of the lodging,” said the Lady Mansel, “with the 
gait of a lame crane — it is his second visit this morning.” 

“ He brought the warrant for discharging Lord Glen- 
varloch of the charge of treason,” said 8ir Edward. 

“ And from him,” said Heriot, “ I heard much of what 
had befallen; for I came from France only late last 
evening, and somewhat unexpectedly.” 

As they spoke, Sir Mungo entered the apartment — 
saluted the Lieutenant of the Tower and his lady with 
ceremonious civility — honoured George Heriot with a 
patronizing nod of acknowledgment, and accosted Mar- 
garet with — “Hey! my young charge, you have not 
doffed your masculine attire yet ? ” 

“She does not mean to lay it aside, Sir Mungo,” said 
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Heriot, speaking loud, “until she has had satisfaction from 
you, for betraying her disguise to me, like a false knight — 
and in very deed, Sir Mungo, I think when you told me she 
was rambling about in so strange a dress, you might have 
said also that she was under Lady Mansel’s protection.” 

“That was the King’s secret, Master Heriot,” said Sir 
Mungo, throwing himself into a chair with an air of 
atrabilarious importance ; “the other was a well-meaning 
hint to vourself, as the girl’s friend.” 

“Yes,” replied Heriot, “it was done like yourself — 
enough told to make me unhappy about her — not a word 
which could relieve my uneasiness.” 

“ Sir Mungo will not hear that remark,” said the lady ; 
“we must change the subject.— -Is there any news from 
Court, Sir Mungo ? you have been to Greenwich?” 

“You might as w^ell ask me, madam,” answ^ered the 
Knight, “wdiether there is any news from hell.” 

“How, Sir Mungo, how!” said Sir Edward, “measure 
your words something better — You speak of the Court of 
King James.” 

“Sir Edward, if I spoke of the court of the twelve 
Kaisers, I would say it is as confused for the present as the 
infernal regions. Courtiers of forty years’ standing, and 
such I may write myself, are as far to seek in the matter as 
a minnow in the Maelstrom. Some folk say the King has 
frowned on the Prince — some that the Prince has looked 
grave on the Duke — some that Lord Glenvarioch will bo 
hanged for high treason — and some that there is matter 
against Lord Dalgarno that may cost him as much as his 
head’s worth.” 

“ And what do you, that are a courtier of forty years’ 
standing, think of it all ?” said Sir Edward Mansel. 

“Nay, nay, do not a.sk him, Sir Edward,” said the 
lady, with an expressive look to her husband. 

“Sir Mungo is too witty,” added Master Heriot, “to 
remember that he who says aught that mjw ha repeated 
to his own prejudice, does but load a piece for any of the 
company to shoot him dead with, at their pleasure and 
convenience.” 

“ What ! ” said the bold Knight, “ you think I am afraid 
of the trepan? Why now, what if I should say that 
Dalgarno has more wit than honesty, — the Duke more 
sail than ballast, — the Prince more pride than prudence, 
— and that the King The Lady Mansel held up her 

finger in a warning manner — “that the King is my very 
gfood master, who has given me, for forty years and more, 
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dog’s wages, videlicet, bones and beating.-— Why now, all 
this is said, and Archie Armstrong ^ says worse than this 
of the best of them every day.” 

“The more fool he,” said George Heriot ; “yet he is 
not so utterly wrong, for folly is his best wisdom. But 
do not you, Sir Mungo, set your wit against a fool’s, 
though he be a court fool.” 

“A fool, said you?” replied Sir Mungo, not having 
fully heard what Master lleriot said, or not choosing to 
have it thought so,~-“l have beem a fool indeed, to hang 
on at a closedisted Court here, when men of understanding 
and men of action have been making fortunes in every 
other place of Europe. But here a man comes indifrer(mtly 
oil unless he gets a great key to turn ” (looking at Sir 
Edward), “or can beat tattoo with a hammer on a pewter 
plate, — vVell, siis, L must make as much haste back on 
mine errand as if 1 w^ere a fee’d m<‘sseng(u\ — Sir Edward 
and my lady, I leave my commendations with you — and 
my good* will with you, Master Heriot — and for this 
breaker of bounds, if you v>ill act by my counsel, some 
mac<'ra,tion by fasting, and a gentle use of the rod, is the 
best cure ft»r her giddy tits.” 

“If you propose for Greenwich, Sir Mungo^” said the 
Lieutenant, “ L can spare you th(‘. labour — the King comes 
immediately to Whitehall. ’ 

“And that must be the reason the council are summoned 
to meet in such hurry,” said Sir Mungo. “Well — I will, 
with your permission, go to tJie poor lad Glenvarloch, and 
bestow som(» comfort on him.” 

The Lieutenant seemed to look uj), and pause for a 
moment as if in doubt. 

“The lad will want a pleasant companion, who can tell 
him the nature of the piinishmeiit w liich he is to sufler, 
and other matters of concerumout. i will not leave him 
until I show him how absolutely he hatli ruined himself 
from feather to spur, how deplorable is his present state, 
and how small his chance of mending it.” 

“Well, {Sir Mungo,” replied the Lieutenant, “if you 
really think all this likely to be very consolatory to the 
party concerned, I will send a warder to conduct you.” 

“And I,” said George Heriot, “will humbly pray of 
Lady Mansel, that she will lend some of her handmaiden’s 
apparel to this giddy -brained gii*l ; for I shall forfeit my 
reputation if I walk up Tower-aill with bor that mad 
guise— and yet the silly lassie looks not so ill in it neither.” 

1 Th<i celebratwi CJourt Jwter, (3.X 
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“I will send my coach with you instantly,” said the 
obliging lady. 

“Faith, madam, and if you will honour us by such 
courtesy, I will glady accept it at your hands,” said tho 
citizen, “for business presses hard on me, and the forenoon 
is already lost, to little purpose.” 

The cojich beinff ordered accordingly, transported the 
worthy citizen and his change to his mansion in Lombard 
Street. There he found liis presence was anxiously 
expected by the Lady Hermione, who had iust received an 
oraer to be in readiness to attend upon the Royal Privy 
Council in the course of an hour ; and upon whom, in her 
inexperience of business, and long retirement from society 
and the world, the intimation hacl made as deep an impres- 
sion as if it had not been the necessary consequence oi tho 
petition which she had presented to the King by Monna 
Paula. George Heriot gently blamed her for taking any 
steps in an affair so important until his return from France, 
especially as he had requested her to remain quiet, in a 
letter which accompanied the evidence he had transmitted 
to her from Paris, 

She could only plead in answer the influence which her 
immediately stirring in the matter was likedy to have on 
the a^ur of her kinsman Lord Glenvarloch, for she was 
ashamed to acknowledge how much she had been gained 
on by the eager importunity of her youthful companion. 
The motive of Margaret’s eagerness was, of course, tho 
safety of Nigel ; but we must leave it to time to show in 
what particulars that came to be connected with the 
petition of the Lady Hermione. Meanwhile, we return 
to the visit with which Sir Mungo Malagrowther favoured 
the afflicted young nobleman in his i)lace of captivity. 

The Knight, after the usual salutations, and having 
prefaced his discourse with a great deal of professed regret 
ror Nigel’s situation, sat down beside him, and, composing 
his grotesque features into the most lugubrious despond- 
ence, began his raven-song as follows : — 

“1 bless God, my lord, that 1 was tlie person who had 
the pleasure to )n*ing his Mjijesty’s mild message to the 
Lieutenant, discharging the higher prosecution against 
ye, for anything meditated against his Majesty’s sacred 
person ; for, admit you Ixj prosecuted on the lesser offence, 
or breach of privilege of the palace and its precincts, mque 
ad mutilationemy even to dismemberation, as it is most 
likely you will, yet the loss of a member is nothing to being 
hanged and drawn quick, after the fashion of a traitor.” 
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“I should feel the shame of having deserved such a 
punishment,” answered Nigel, “more than the pain of 
undergoing it,” 

“ Doubtless, my lord, the having, as you say, deserved 
it^ must be an excruciation to your own mind,” replied 
his tormentor; “a kind of mental and metaphysical 
hanging, drawing, and quartering, which may be in some 
measure equipollent with the external application of 
hemp, iron, tire, and the like, to the outer man.” 

“Isay, Sir Mungo,” repeated Nigel, “and beg you to 
understand my words, that I am unconscious of any error, 
save that of having arms on my person when I chanced 
to approach that of my Sovereign.” 

“Ye are right, my lord, to acknowledge nothing,” said 
Sir Mungo. “We have an old proverb, — Confess, and — 
so forth. And indeed, as to the weapons, his Majesty has 
a special ill-will at all arms whatsoever, and more 
especially pistols ; but, as I said, there is an end of that 
matter.^ I wish you as w^ell through the next, which is 
altogether unlikely.” 

“Surely, Sir Mungo,” answered Nigel, “you yourself 
might say something in my favour concerning tlie atiair 
in the Park. None knows better than you that I was at 
that moment urgc'd by wrongs of the most heinous nature, 
offered to me by Lord Dalgarno, many of which were 
reported to mo by yourself, much to the iiitiammation of 
my passion,” 

“ Alack-a-day !- Alack-a-day ! ” replied Sir Mungo, “I 
remember but too well liow much your choler was inflamed, 
ill spite of the various remonstranee^s which [ made to 
you respecting the sacred nature of the place. Alas ! alas * 
you cannot say you leaped into the mire for want of 
warning.” 

“I see. Sir Mungo, you are determined to remember 
nothing which can do mo service,” said Nigel. 

“Blitlielv would 1 do ye service,” said the Knight; “and 
the best w hiJk 1 can think of is, to tell you the ]>rocess of 
the punishment to the whilk you will be indubitably 

1 Wilson informs us tliat when Colonel Grey, a Scotsman who affected the 
buff dross even in the time of peace, appeared in tliat military garb at Court, 
the King, seeing him with « case of pistols at his giidlc, which he novor greatly 
liked, told him, merrily, “he was now so fortified, that, if he were but well 
victualled, he would bo Impregnable. '—Wilson’s and Heign ofJam^s VI. ^ 
apud Kbnnot’s History of Bnglandy vol. ii., p. 389. In the tenth year of 
James^ reign, there was a rumour abroad that a shipload of pocket-pistols had 
been exported from Sfiain, with a view to a general massacre of the Protestants. 
Proclamations were of consequence sent forth, prohibiting ail persons from 
carrying pistols under a foot long in the barrel, ibid.^ p. 090. 
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subjected, I having had the good fortune to behold it 
pcrrornied in the Queen’s time, on a chield^ that had 
written a pasquinaao. I was then in my Lord Gray’s 
train, who lay leaguer here, and being always covetous of 
pleasing and profitable sights, I could not dispense with 
beir^ present on the occasion.” 

“1 should be surprised indeed,” said Lord Glenvarloch, 
“ if you had so far put restraint upon your benevolence, 
as to stay away from such an exhibition.” 

“ Hey ! was your lordship praying me to be present at 
your own execution?” answered the Knight. “Troth, 
my lord, it will be a painful sight to a friend, but I will 
rather punish myself than baulk you. It is a pretty 
pageant, in the main — a very pretty pageant. The fallow 
came on with such a bold face, it was a pleasure to look 
on him. He was dressed all in white, to signify harmless- 
ness and innocence. The thing was done on a scaffold at 
Westminster — most likely yours will be at Charing, 
There were the Sheriff’s and the Marshal’s men, and v, hat 
not — the executioner, with liis chiaver and mallet, and his 
man, with a pan of hot charcoal, and the irons for cautery. 
He 'N^as a dexterous fallow tliat Derrick. This man 
Gregory is not fit to jipper a joint with him ; it might be 
worth your lordship’s while to have the loon^ sent to 
a barber-surgeon’s, to learn some needful scantling of 
anatomy — it may be for tin*, benefit of yourself and other 
unhappy sufferers, and also a kindness to Gregory.” 

“ I will not take the trouble,” said Nigel. — “ If the laws 
will demand my hand, the executioner may get it off as 
he best can. If the King leaves it where it is, it may 
chance to do him better service.” 

“Vera noble — vera grand, indeed, my lord,” said Sir 
Mungo ; “it is pleasant to see a brave man suffer. This 
fallow whom I spoke of— this Tubbs, or Stubbs, or what- 
ever the plebeian was called, came forward as bold as an 
emperor, and said to the people, ‘ Good friends, I come to 
leave here the hand of a true Englishman,’ and clapped it 
on the dressing-block with as much ease as if he had laid 
it on his sweetheart’s shoulder ; whereupon Derrick the 
hangman, adjusting, d[ye mind me, the edge of his cleaver 
on the very joint, hit it with the mallet with such force, 
that the hand flew off as far from the owner as a gauntlet 
which the challenger casts down in the tilt-yard* Well, 
sir, Stubbs, or Tubbs, lost no whit of countenance, until 
the fallow clapped the hissing-hot iron on his raw stumps 
1 Fellow, i^Bewsel, 
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My lord, it fizzed like a rasher of bacon, and the fallow- 
set up an elritch^ screech, which made some think his 
courage was abated ; Imt not a whit, for he plucked olf 
his hat with his left hand, and waved it, crying, ‘God 
save the Queen, and confound all evil counsellors ! * The 
people gave him three cheers, which he deserved for his 
stout heart ; and, truly, 1 hope to see your lordship sufler 
with the same magnanimity, r 
“1 thank you# Sir Mungo,” said Nigel, who had not 
been able to forl)ear some natural feelings of an unpleasant 
nature during this lively detail, — “ I nave no doubt the 
exhibition will be a very engaging one to you and the 
other spectators, whatever it may prove to the party 
principally concerned.” 

“Vera engaging,” answered Sir Mungo, “ vera interesting 
— vera interesting indeed, though not altogether so much 
so as ail execution for high treason. I saw Digby, the 
Winters, Fawkes, and the rest of the gunpowder gang, 
suffer for that treason, Avliilk was a vera grand spectacle, 
as well in regard to their sufferings, as to their constancy 
in enduring.” 

“1 am the more obliged to your goodness. Sir Mungo,” 
replied Nigel, “ that has induced you, altliough you have 
lost the sight, to congratulate me on my escape from the 
hazard of making the same edifying appearance.” 

“As you say, my lord,” answered Sir Mungo, “thodoss 
is chiefly in appearance. Nature has been very bountiful 
to us, and has given duplicates of some organs, that we 
may endure the loss of one of them, shotild some such 
circumstance chance in our pilgrimage. See my poor 
dexter, abridged to one thumb, one finger, and a stump, — 
by the blow of my adversary’s weapon, however, and not 
by any carniticial knife. Weel, sir, this poor maimed 
hand doth me, in some sort, as much service as ever; 
and, admit yours to be taken off by the wrist, you 
have still your left hand for your service, and are better 
off than the little Dutch dwarf here about town, who 
threads a needle, limns, writes, and tosses a pike, merely 
by means of his feet, without ever a hand to help him.” 

“Well, Sir Mungo,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “this is all 
no doubt very consolatory; but I hope the King will 
spare my hand to fight for nim in battle, where, not^with- 
standing all your kind encouragement, T could spend my 
blood much more cheerfully than on a scaffold.” 

“It is even a sad truth,” replied vSir Mungo, “that 
l Hideout, > Set Note 20.— Funisbxuent oi Stubbt by HutilatkJX 
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yoor lordship was but tod lite to ha^e died on a scaffold 
— not a soul to speak for you but that deluded lassie, 
Maggie Ramsay,” 

“Whom mean you?” said with more interest than 

he had hitherto shown in the Knight’s communications. 

“Nay, wJio should I mean, but that travestied lassie^ 
whom we dined with when we honoured Heriot the gold-^ 
smith? Ye ken best how you have made interest wmi 
her, but I saw her on her knees to the King for you. She 
was committed to my charge, to bring her up hither in 
honour and safety. Had I had my own will, I would have 
"had her to Bridewell, to flog the wild blood out of her — a 
cutty quean,^ to think of wearing the breeches, and not 
so much as married yet ! ” ^ , 

“ Hark ye, Sir Mungo Malagrowther,” answered Nigel, 
“ I w’ould have you talk of that young person with fitting 
respect.” 

“ With all the respect that befits your lordship’s para- 
mour, and Davy Ramsay’s daughter, I shall certainly 
speak of her, my lord,” said Sir Mungo, assuming a dry 
tone of irony. 

Nigel was greatly disposed to have made a serious 
quarrel of it. but with Sir Mungo such an aflair would 
have been ridiculous ; he smothered his resentment, there- 
fore, and conjured him to tell what he had heard and seen 
respecting this young person, 

‘^Simply, that I was in the anteroom when she had 
audience, and heard the King say, to my great perplexity, 

^ Pulchra mnmpuellap and Maxwell, who hath hut in- 
different Latin ears, thought that his Majesty called on 
him by his own name of Sawney, and tnrust into the 
presence, and there I saw our Sovereign James, with his 
own hand, raising*' up the lassie, who, as I said heretofore, 
was travestied in man’s attire. I should have had my 
own thoughts of it, but our gracious Master is auld, and 
was nae great gillravager amang the queans* even in 
his youth ; and he was comforting her in his own way, 
and saying, — ‘Ye needna greet about it, my bonnie 
woman, Glenvarlochides shall have fair play ; and, indeed, 
when the hurry was off our spirits, we could not ^lievo 
that he had any design on our person. And touching his 
'^ther offences, we will look wisely and closely into the 
matter.’ So I got charge to take tne young fence-louper ^ 
to the Tower here, and deliver her to the charge of Lady 
Mansel ; and his*Majesty charged me to say not a word to 

1 Worthl«88 womAiu s ijutkish fellow. < Women. « Bunaway, 
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Her about your offences, for, said he, the poor thing is 
breaking her heart for him.” 

“ And on this you have charitably founded the opinion 
to the prejudice of this young lady, which you have now 
thought proper to express ? ” said Lord Glenvarloch. 

“In honest truth, my lord,” replied Sir Mungo, “what 
opinion would you have me form of a wench who gets into 
male habiliments, and goes on her knees to the King for 
a wild young nobleman 1 I wot not what the fashionable 
word may be, for the phrase changes, though the custom 
abides. JBut truly I must needs think this young leddy 
— If you call Watchie Ramsay^s daughter a young Teddy — 
demeans herself more like a leddy of pleasure than a leady 
of honour.” 

“ You do her egregious wrong. Sir Mungo,” said Nigel ; 
“ or rather you have been misled by appearances.” 

“ So will all the world be misled, my lord/' replied the 
satirist, “unless you were doing that to disabuse them 
which your fathers son will hardly judge it fit to do.” 

“ And what may that be, I pray you 

“ EVm marry the lass — make her Leddy Glenvarloch. — 
Ay, ay, ye may start — but it’s the course you are driving 
on. {lather marry than do worse, if the worst be not 
done already.” 

“Sir Mungo,” said Nigel, “I pray you to forbear this 
Bubjecl^ and rather return to that or the mutilation, upon 
which it pleased you to enlarge a short while since.” 

“ I have not time at present,” said Sir Mungo, hearing 
the clock strike four; “but so soon as you shall have 
received sentence, my lord, you may rely on my giving 
you the fullest detail of the whole solemnity ; and 1 give 
you my word, as a knight and gentleman, that I will 
myself attend you on the scaffold, whoever may cast sour 
looks on me for doing so. I bear a heart, to stand by a 
friend in the worst of times.” 

So saying, he wished Lord Glenvarloch farewell ; who 
felt as heartily rejoiced at his departure, though it be a 
bold word, as any person who had ever undergone his 
society. 

But, when left to his own reflections, Nigel could not 
help feeling solitude nearly as irksome as the company of 
Sir Mungo Malagrowther. The total wreck of his fortune, 
— which seemed now to be rendered unavoidable by the 
loss of the royal warrant, that had afforded him the means 
of redeeming his paternal estate, — was an unexpected and 
ad^tional blow. When he had seen the warrant he could 
XIV. — 13 
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not precisely remember ; but was inclined to think, it was 
in the casket when he took out money to pay the miser 
for his lodgings at Whitefriars. Since then, the casket 
had been almost constantly under his own eye, except 
during the short time he was separated from his baggage 
by the arrest in Greenwich Park. It might, indeed, have 
been taken out at that time, for he had no reason to think 
either his person or his property was in the hands of 
those who wished him well ; but, on the other hand, the 
locks of the strong-box had sustained no violence that he 
could observe, ana, being of a particular and complicated 
construction, he thought they could scarce be opened 
without an instrument made on purpose, adapted to their 
peculiarities, and for this there had been no time. Put, 
speculate as he wo\ild on the matter, it was clear that 
this important document was gone, and probable that it 
had passed into no friendly hands. “ Let it be so,” said 
Nigel to himself ; “ 1 am scarcely worse off respecting my 
prospects of fortune, than when i first reached this accursed 
city. But to be hampered with cruel accusations, and 
stained with foul suspicions — to be the object of pity of 
the most degrading kind to yonder honest citizen, and of 
the malignity of tnat envious and atrabilarious courtier, 
who can enaure the good fortune and good qualities of 
another no more than the mole can brook sunshine — this 
is indeed a deplorable reflection ; and the consequences 
must stick to my future life, and impede whatever my 
head, or my hand, if it is left me, might be able to execute 
in my favour.” 

The feeling, that he is the object of general dislike and 
dereliction, seems to be one of the most unendurably 
painful to which a human being can be subjected. The 
most atrocious criminals, whose nerves have not shrunk 
from perpetrating the most horrid cruelty, endure more 
from the consciousness that no man will sympathize with 
their sufferings, than from apprehension of the personal 
agony of their impending punishment ; and are known 
often to attempt to palliate their enormities, and some- 
times altogether to deny what is established by the 
clearest proof, rather than to leave life under the general 
ban of humanity. It is no wonder that Nigel, labouring 
under the sense of general, though uniust suspicion, 
should, while pondering on so painml a theme, recollect 
that one, at least, had not only believed him innocent, 
but hazaraed hersblf, with all her feeble po wer, to interpose 
in his behalf. 
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“ Foot girl 1 ” he repeated ; “ poor, rash, but generous 
maiden ! your fate is that of her in Scottish story, who 
thrust her arm into the staple of the door, to oppose it as 
a bar against the assassins who threatened the murder of 
her sovereign. The deed of devotion was useless ; save to 
give an immortal name to her by whom it was done, and 
whose blood flows, it is said, in the veins of niy house.” 

I cannot explain to tlie njader, whether the recollection 
of this historical deed of devotion, and the lively effect 
which the comparison, a little overstrained perhaps, was 
likely’ to produce in favour of Margaret Kamsay, was not 
Qualifled by the concoiuitant ideas of ancestry and ancient 
descent with whicli that recollection was mingled. But 
the contending feelings suggested a new train of ideas. — 
“Ancestry,” he thought, “and ancient descent, what are 
they to me? — My patrimony alienated — my title become 
a reproach— for what can be so absurd as titled beggary? 
— my character subjected to suspicion, — T will not remain 
in this country ; and should T, at leaving it, procure the 
society of one so lovely, so brave, and so faithful, wlio 
should say that I derogated from the rank which I am 
virtually renouncing ?” 

There was son^ething romantic and pleasing, as he 

g ursued this picture ox an attached and faithful pair, 
ecoming all the world to each other, and stemming the 
tide of fate arm in arm ; and to be linked thus with a 
creature so beautiful, and who had taken such devoted 
and disinterested concern in liis fortunes, formed itself 
into such a vision as romantic youth loves best to dwell 
upon. 

Suddenly bis dream was painfully dispelled, by the 
recollection, that its very basis rested upon the most 
selflsh ingratitude on his own part. Lord of his castle 
and his towers, his forests and fields, his fair patrimony 
and noble name, his mind would have rejected, as a sort 
of impossibility, the idea of elevating to his rank the 
daughter of a mechanic ; but, when degraded from his 
nobuity, and plunged into poverty and difficulties, he was 
ashamed to feel himself not unwilling, that this poor girl, 
in the blindness of her affection, should abandon all the 
better prospects of her own settled condition, to embrace 
tbe.weoariouB and doubtful course which he himself was 
ooudeiiined to. Tlie generosity of NigeFs mind recoiled 
from the eel$shness m the plan of happiness which he 
projected ; and he made a strong effort to expel from his 
thoughts for the rest of the evening this fascinating 
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female, or, at least, not to permit them to dwell upon the 
perilous circumstance, that she was at present the only 
creature living who seemed to consider nim as an object 
of kindness. 

He could not. however, succeed in banishing her from 
his slumbers, when, after having spent a weary day, he 
betook himself to a perturbed couch. The form of juar- 
garet mingled with the wild mass of dreams which his 
late adventures had suggested ; and even when, copying 
the lively narrative of Sir Mungo, fancy presented to him 
the blood bubbling and hissing on the heated iron, Mar- 

C ) stood behind him like a spirit of light, to breathe 
ng on the wound. At length nature was exhausted 
by these fantastic creations, and Nigel slept, and slept 
soundly, until awakened in the morning by tne sound of 
a well-tnown voice, which had often broken his slumbers 
about the same hour. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

Marry, come up, sir, with your g^entle blood t 
Here’s a red stream beneath this coarse blue doublet, 

That warms the heart as kindly as if drawn 
From the far source of old Assyrian kings, 

Who first made mankind subject to their sway. 

Old Play. 

Thb sounds to which we alluded in our last were no 
other than the grumbling tones of Richie M.oniplie8*s 
voice. 

This worthy, like some other persons who rank high in 
their own opinion, was very apt, when he could have no 
other auditor, to hold conversation with one who was 
sure to be a willing listener — I mean with himself. He 
was now brushing and arranging Lord Glenvarloch^s 
clothes, with as much composure and ^uiet assiduity ba if 
he had never been out of his service, and grumbling 
betwixt whiles to the following purpose : — “ Humph — ay, 
time cloak and jerkin were through my hands — question 
if horsehair has been passed over them since they and 
I last parted. The embroidery finely frayed too — and the 
gold buttons of the cloak — By my conscience and as 1 am 
an honest man, thers is a round dozen ox them sane ! 
This comes of Alsatian frolics-— Qod keep us with his 
grace, and not give us over to our own devices I— I see 
no sword— but that will be in respect of present circum- 
stances.’^ 
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Nigel for some time could not help believing that he 
was still in a dream, so improbable aid it seem that his 
domestic, whom he supposed to bo in Scotland, should 
have found him out, and obtained access to him, in his 
present circumstances. Looking through the curtains, 
however, he became well assured of the fact, when he 
beheld the stiff and bony length of Richie, with a vis^e 
charged with nearly double its ordinary degree of im- 
portance, employed sedulously in brushing his master's 
cloakj and reireshing himself with whistling or humming* 
from interval to interval, some snatch of an old melancholy 
Scottish ballad-tune. Although sufficiently convinced of 
the identity of the party, Lord Glenvarloch could not 
help expressing his surprise in the sui)erfluous question— 
“ In the name of Heaven, Richie, is this you ? " 

“And wha else suld it be. my lord answered Richie ; 
“ 1 dreamna that your lordsnip^s levee in this place is like 
to be attended by ony that are not bounden thereto by 
duty.” 

“1 am rather surprised,” answered Nigel, “that it 
should be attended by any one at all — especially by you, 
Richie ; for you know that we parted, and I thought you 
had reached Scotland long since.” 

“ I crave your lordship’s pardon, but we have not parted 
yet, nor are soon likely so to do; for there gang twa 
lolk’s votes to the unmaking of a bargain, as to the 
making of ane. Though it was your lordship’s pleasure 
so to conduct yourself that we were like to have parted, 
yet it was not, on reflection, my will to be gone. To be 
plain, if your lordship does not ken when you have a good 
servant, 1 ken when I have a kind master ; and to say 
truth, you will be easier served now than ever, for there 
is not much chance of your getting out of bounds.” 

“I am indeed bound over to good behaviour,” said Lord 
Glenvarloch, with a smile ; “ but 1 hope you will not take 
advantage of my situation to be too severe on my follies, 
Richier 

“ God forbid, my lord— God forbid ! ” replied Richie, 
with an expression betwixt a conceited consciousness of 
superior wisdom and real feeling — “especially in con- 
sideration of your lordship’s having a due sense of them. 
I did indeed remonstrate, as was mjr humble duty, but I 
scorn to cgwst that up to your lordship now — Na, na, I am 
myself an erring creature — very conscious of some small 
weaknesses — ^there is no perfection in man.” 

“But, Richie,” said Lord Glenvarloch, “although I am 
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much obliged to you for your proffered service, it can 
be of little use to me here, and may be of prejudice to 
yourself.” 

“Your lordship shall pardon me again,” said Richie, 
whom the relative situation of the parties had invested 
with ten times his ordinary dogmatism ; “but as I will 
manage the matter, your lordship shall be greatly bene- 
tited b^y my service, and I myself no whit preiudiced.” 

“ I see not how that can be, my friend,” said Lord Glen- 
varloch, “ since even as to your pecuniary affairs ” 

“Touching my pecuuiars, mv lord,” replied Richie, “I 
am indifferently weel provided ; and, as it chances, iny 
living here will be no burden to your lordship, or distress 
to myself. Only I crave permission to annex certain 
conditions to my servitude with your lordship.” 

“Annex what you will,” said liOrd Glen varloch, “for 
you are pretty sure to take your own way, whether you 
make any conditions or not. Bince you will not leave 
me, which were, I think, your wisest course, you must, 
and I suppose will, serve me only on such terms as you 
like yourself.” 

“All that I ask, my lord,” said Richie, gravely, and 
with a tone of great moderation, “is to have the unin- 
terrupted command of my own motions, for certain im- 
portant purposes which 1 have now in hand, always giving 
your lordship the solace of my company and attendance 
at such times as may ]>e at once convenient for me, and 
necessary for your service.” 

“Of which, I suppose, you constitute yourself sole 
judge,” replied Nigel, smiling. 

“Unquestionably, my lord,” answered Richie, gravely ; 
“for your lordship can only know what yourself want; 
whereas I, who see both sides of the picture, ken both 
what is the best for your affairs, and what is the most 
needful for my own.” 

“Richie, my good friend,” said Nigel, “I f^»r this 
arrangement, which places the master much under the 
disposal of the servant, would scarce suit us if we were 
both at large ; but a prisoner as I am, 1 may be as well at 
your disposal as I am at that of so many other persons ; 
and so may come and go as you list, for 1 sttppose 
you will not take iny advice, to return to your own 
country, and leave me to my fate.” 

“The deil be in my feet if I do,” said Moniplies,:--** I 
am not the W1 to leave your lordship in 'foul ^w«lther, 
when I followed you and fed upon you through the whole 
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Miminier Jay. And besides, there may be brave days 
behind, for a’ that has come and gane yet ; for 

“ It's liame, and it’s hiOmc, and it’s hame we fain would be, 

Tbtmgh the chmd is in the and the wind is on the lea ; 

For the sun through tlie mirk*-* blinks blithe on mine ee, 

{Says,—* ril shine on ye yet in our ain country ! ' ” 

Having sung this stanza iu the manner of a ballad* 
singer, whose voice had been cracked by inatchii^ his 
windpipe against the bugle of the north blast, 
Moniplies ^ded Lord Gleiivarloch to rise, attended his 
toiltit with every possible mark rf the most solemn and 
deferential respect, tlien waited upon him at breakfast, 
and finally withdrew, pleading that he had business of 
importance, which would detain him for some hours. 

Although Lord Glenvarloch neet'ssarily expected to be 
occasionally annoyed by the self-conceit ana dogmatism 
of llichie Moniplies’s character, yet he could not but feel 
the greatest pleasure from the hrm and devoted attach 
ment which this faithful follower had displayed in the 
present instance, and indeed promised himself an allevia 
tion of the ennui of his imprisonment, in having the 
advantage of liis services. It was, therefore, with pleasurtt 
that he loarned from the warder, that his servant’s attend 
auce would be allowed at all times when the general rules 
of the fortress permitted the entrance of strangers. 

In the mcjanwhile^ the magmmimous Richie Moniplies 
had already readied Tower nTiarf. Here, after looking 
with contempt on several scullers by whom he was pli^^d* 
and whose services he rejected with a wave of his hand 
he called with dignity, “First oars I” and stirred into 
activity several lounging Tritons of the higher order, 
had not, on his first appearance, tliought it worth whtlo 
to accost him wJth proffers of service. He now took 
possession of a wherry, folded his ai*ms within his ample 
cloak, and sitting down in the stern with an air of impor- 
tance, coniinan<Jed them to row* to Whitehall stairs. 
Having reached the palace in safety, he demanded to ^ee 
Master Linklater, the under-clerk of his Majesty’s kitchen. 
The reply was. that he was not to be spoken witlial, being 
then employed in cooking a mess of cock-a-leekie'^ for the 
King’s own mouth. 

“Tell him,” said Moniplies, “that it is a dear country- 
man of his, who seeks to converse with him on matter of 
high import.” 

1 Firmameut. * Darknoai. ® Leek soup. 
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dear countryman ? ” said Linklater when this press- 
ing message was delivered to him. “ Wei), let him come 
in, and be d — d, that I should say sae ! This now is some 
red-headed, long-legged, gillie- white-foot^ frae the West 
Port, that, hearing of my promotion, is come up to be a 
turn-broche,® or deputy scullion, through my interest. It 
is a great hinderance to any man who would rise in the 
world, to have such friends to hang by his skirts, in hope 
of being towed up along with him. — Ha ! Richie Moniplies, 
man, is it thou? And what has brought ye here? If 
they should ken thee for the loon ^ that scared the horse 
the other day ! ” 

•‘No more o* that, neighboui^” said Richie,— “I am 
just here on the auld errand — maun speak with the 
King.” 

“The King? Ye are red wud,”* said Linklater ; then 
shouted to his assistants in the kitchen, “Look to the 
broches,® ye knaves-^tsc^s purga — Sahamenta fac maccr- 
entUT pvichre — I will make you understand Latin, ye 
knaves, as becomes the scullions of King James.” Then 
in a cautious tone, to Richie’s private ear, he continued, 
“Know ye not how ill your master came off the other 
day ?— I can tell you that job made some folk shake for 
their office.” 

“ Weel, but, Laurie, ye maun befriend roe this time, and 
get this wee bit sifflication slipped into his Majesty’s ain 
most gracious hand. I promise you the contents will be 
most grateful to him.” 

“Richie,” answered Linklater, “you have certainly 
sworn to say your prayers in the porter’s lodge, with your 
back bare ; and twa grooms, with dog- whips, to cry amen 
to vou.” 

‘^Na, na, Laurie, lad,” said Richie, “I ken better what 
belangs to siffiications than I did yon day ; and ye will 
say that yoursell, if ye wdl but get that bit note to the 
KWshand.” 

“I will have neither hand nor foot in the matter,” said 
the cautious Clerk of the Kitchen; “but there is his 
Majesty’s mess of cock-a-leekie just going to be served to 
him in his closet— I cannot prevent you from putting the 
letter between the gilt bowl and the platter ; his sacred 
Majesty will see it when he lifts the bowl, for he aye 
drinks out the broth.” 

“Enough said,'” replied Richie, and deposited the paper 

1 One who gets into debt and leaves the place. ^ Tum-spit. * Rascal. 

* Raving mad. ^ Spits. 





mau<;arkt bkkokk nkjel in the tower 

The hoy was clad in a j^rey suit of the finest cloth, with a cloak of the same 
pattern. Ife stood on the very spot where tlie warder had (initted his colhii, 
about two steps from the door of tlie apartment, e\ery joint tremblmy; with 
confusion and terror . — The Fortunes of Shjel, p. Sa'i 

Front the dmirinn htj Drnnitnoiid 
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accordingly, just before a page entered to carry away the 
mess to his Majesty. 

“Aweel, aweel, neighbour,’^ said Laurence, when the 
mess was taken away, “if ye have done onything to bring 
yoursell to the withy, ^ or the scourging-post, it is your ain 
wilful deed.” 

“ I will blame no other for it,” said Bichie ; and with 
that undismayed pertinacity of conceit, which a 

fundamental part of his character, he abode the issue, 
which was not long of arriving. 

In a few minutes Maxwell himself arrived in the apart- 
ment, and demanded hastily who had placed a writing on 
the King^s trencher. Linklater denied all knowledge of 
it; but Richie Moniplies, stepping boldly forth, pro- 
nounced the emphatical confession, “ I am the man.” 

“ Follow me, then,” said Maxwell, after regarding him 
with a look of great curiosity. 

They went up a private staircase — even that private 
staircase, the privilege of which at Court is accounted a 
nearer road to^wer than the grandes entrees themselves. 
Arriving in what Richie described as an “ill redd-up”* 
anteroom, the usher made a sign to him to stop, while he 
went into the King’s closet. Their conference was short, 
and as Maxwell opened the door to retire, Bichie heard 
the conclusion of it. 

“ Ye are sure he is not dangerous ? — I was caught once. 
— Bide within call, but not nearer the door than within 
three geometrical cubits. If I speak loud, start to me 
like a falcon — If I speak loun,® keep your lang lugs ^ out 
of ear-shot — and now let him come in.” 

Bichie passed forward at Maxwell’s mute signal, and in 
a moment found himself in the presence of the King.. 
Most men of Richie’s birth and breeding, and many others, 
would have been abashed at finding themselves alone with 
their Sovereign. But Bichie Moniplies had an opinion 
of himself too high to be controllea by any such ideas ; 
and having made his stiff reverence, he arose once more 
into his perpendicular height, and stood before James as 
stiff as a neage-stake. 

“Have ye gotten them, man? have ye gotten them?” 
sidd the King, in a fluttered state^ betwixt hope and 
eagerness, and some touch of suspicious fear. “Gie me 
them— gie me them— before ye speak a word, I charge 
you, on your allegiance.” 

Bichie took a Imx from his bosom, and, stooping on one 

I Oallowi^ropa < Veiy untidy. > Quietly. i Long 
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khee, presented it to his Majesty, who hastily opened it, 
and having ascertained that it contained a certain carcanet 
of rubies, with which the reader was formerly made 
acquainted, he could not resist falling into a soH of 
rapture, kissing the gems, as if they had been capable of 
feeling, and repeating again and again with childish 
delight, “ Onyx cuvi prole^ sifexqtif. — Onyx cMm. profe ! Ah, 
my bright and bonny sparklers, niy heart loups light to 
see you again.” He then turned to Richie, upon whose 
stoical countenance his Majesty’s demeanour had excited 
something like a grim smile, which James interrupted his 
rejoicing to reprehend, saying, “ Take heed, sir, you are 
not to laugh at us- -vve are your anointed Sovereign.” 

“God forbid that I sliould laugh ! ” said Richie, composing 
his countenance into its natural rigidity. “I did but 
smile, to bring my visage into coincidence and conformity 
with your Majesty’s physiognomy.” 

“Ye speak as a dutiful subject, and an honest man,’' 
said the King ; “but what deil’s your name, man?” 

“Even Richie Moniplies, the son of auld Mungo Moni- 
plies, at the West Port of Edinburgh, who had the honour 
to supply your Majesty’s mother’s royal table, as weel as 
your Majesty’s, with flesh and other vivere,^ when time 
was.” 

“Aha ! ” said the King, laughing, — for he possessed, as a 
Useful attribute of his situation, a tenacious memory, 
which recollected every one with whom ho was brought 
into casual contact, — “Ye are the self-same traitor who 
had weelnigh coupit^ us endlang on the causey^ of our 
ain courtyard? but we stuck by our mare. Eqv/am 
memento rehm in ardnh 9^ervare. Wecl, be not dismayed, 
Richie ; for, as many men have turned traitors, it is but 
fair that a traitor, now and then, suld prove to be, contra 
expectanda, a true man. How cam ye by our jewels, man? 
— cam ye on the part of George Heriot ? ” 

“ In no sort,” said Richie. “ May it please your Majesty, 
I come as Harry Wynd fought, utterly for my own hand, 
and on no man’s errand ; as, indeed, I call no one master, 
save Him that made me. your most gracious Majesty who 
governs me, and the noble Nigel Olifauni^ Lord of Glen- 
varloch, who maintained me as lang as he could maintain 
iiimself, poor nobleman 1 ” 

“ Gleuvarlochides again ! ” exclaimed the King ; “ by 
my honour, he lies in ambush for us at every comer 1— 
Maxwell knocks at the door. It is George Heriot come to 

1 VictuaH, 2 UlMet, s Ci^usewa^^ 
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tell us he cannot find these jewels. — Get thee behind the 
arras, Eichie — stand close, man — sneeze not — cough not — 
breathe not ! — Jingling Geordie is so damnably ready with 
his gold-ends of wisdom, and sae accursedly bacfcward 
with his gold-ends of siller, that, by our royal saul, we 
are glad to get a hair in his neck.” 

Richie got behind the arras, in obedience to the 
commands of the good-natured Kipg, while the Monarch, 
who never allowed his dignity to stand in the way of a 
frolic, having adjusted, with his own hand, the tapestry, 
so as to complete the ambush, commanded Maxwell to tell 
him what was the matter without. Maxwell’s reply was 
so low as to be lost by Richie Moniplies, the peculiarity of 
whose situation by no means abated his curiosity and 
desire to gratify it to the uttermost. 

“ Let Geordie Heriot come in,” said the King ; and, as 
Richie could observe through a slit in the tapestry, the 
honest citizen, if not actually agitated, was at least dis- 
composed. The King, whose talent for wit, or humour, 
was precisely of a kind to be gratified by such a scene as 
ensued, received his homage with coldness, and began to 
talk to him with an air of serious dignity, very different 
from the usual indecorous levity of his oehaviou r. “ Master 
Heriot,” he said, if we aright remember, wo opignorated 
in your hands certain jewels of the Crown, for a certain 
sum of money — Did we, or did we not V 

“My most gracious Sovereign,” said Heriot, “indis- 
putably your Majesty was pleased to do so.” 

“The property of which jewels and cimelia remained 
with us,’^ continued the King, in the same solemn tone, 
“subject only to your claim of advance thereupon ; which 
advance being repaid, gives us right to repossession of 
the thing opignorated, or pledged, or laid in wad.^ 
Voetius, vinnius, Groenwigeneus, Fagenstecherus,— all 
who have treated cle Contractu Ointjnerationi^^ — conmntiunt 
ineundem ^ — gree on the same point. The Roman law, 
the English common law, and tlie municipal law of our 
ain ancient kingdom of Scotland, though they split in 
niair particulars than 1 could desire, unite as strictly in 
this as the three strands of a twisted rope.” 

“May it please your Majesty,” replied Heriot, ^Mt 
requires not so many learned authorities to prove to aiiy 
honest man, that his interest in a pledge is determined 
when the money lent is restored.” 

“ Weel, sir, I proffer restoration of the sum lent, and I 

iPiQdg*. 
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demand to be repossessed of the jewels pledged with you. 
I gave ye a hint, brief while since, that this would be 
essential to lay service, for, as approaching events are 
like to call us into public, it woula seem strange if we 
did not appear with those ornaments, which are heir- 
looms of the Crown, and the absence whereof is like 
to place us in contempt and suspicion with our liege 
subjects.” 

Master George Heriot seemed much moved by this 
address of his Sovereign, and replied with emotion, ‘‘I call 
Heaven to witness, that I am totally harmless in this 
matter, and that I would willingly lose the sum advanced, 
so that I could rcsioi-c those jewels, the absence of which 
your Majesty so justly laments. Had the jewels remained 
with me, the account of them would bo easily rendered ; 
but your Majesty will do me the justice to remember, 
that, by your express order, I transferred then) to another 
person, who advanced a large sum, just about the time of 
my departure for Paris. The money was pressingly 
wanted, and no other means to come by it occurred to me. 
I told your Majesty, when I brought the needful supply, 
that the man from whom the monies were obtained, was 
of no good repute ; and your most princely answer was, 
smelling to the gold — Non olet^ it smells not of the means 
that have gotten it.” 

“Week man,” said the King, “but what needs a* this 
din 1 It ye gave my jevrels in pledge to such a one, suld 
ye not, as a liege subject, have taken care that the 
redemption was in our power? And are we to suffer the 
loss of our cimelia by your neglect, besides being exposed 
to the scorn and censure of our lieges, and of the foreign 
ambassadors ? ” 

“My Lord and liege King,” said Heriot, “God knows, 
if my bearing blame or shame in this matter would keep 
it from your Majesty, it were my duty to endure both, as 
a servant grateful for many benefits ; but when your 
Majesty considers the violent death of the man himsell 
the disappearance of his daughter, and of his wealth, I 
trust you will remember that I warned your Majesty, in 
humble duty, of the possibility of suen casualties, and 
prayed you not to urge me to deal with him on your 
behalf.” 

“ But you brought me nae better means,” said the King 
— “ Geordie, ye brought me nae better means. I was like 
a deserted man ; what could I do but grip to the first 
^Uer that offered, as a drowning man grasps to the 
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willow-wand that comes readiest ? — And now, man, what 
for have ye not brought back the jewels 1 they are surely 
above ground, if ye wad make strict search.” 

“ All strict search has been made, may it please vour 
Majesty,” replied the citizen ; “ hue and cry has been 
sent out everywhere, and it has been found impossible to 
recover them.” 

“Difficult, ye mean, Geordie, not impossible,” replied 
the King ; “for that whilk is impossible, is either naturally 
so, exempli gratia^ to make two into three ; or morally so, 
.as to make what is truth falsehood ; but what is only 
difficult may come to pass, with assistance of wisdom and 
patience ; as, for example, Jingling Geordie, look here 1 ” 
And he displayed the recovered treasure to the eyes of 
the astonished jeweller, exclaiming with great triumph, 
“What say ye to that, Jingler? — By my sceptre and 
crown, the man stares as if he took his native prince for 
a warlock ! us that are the very malleus maleficarum^ the 
contunding and contriturating hammer of all witches, 
sorcerers, magicians, and the like; he thinks we are 
taking a touch of the black art oursells 1 — But gang thy 
way. honest Geordie ; thou art a good plain man, but nane 
of tne seven sages of Greece ; gang thy way, and mind 
the soothfast word which you spoke, small time syne, 
that there is one in this land that comes near to 
Solomon, King of Israel, in all his gifts, except in 
his love to strange women, forby the daughter of 
Pharaoh.” 

If Heriot was surprised at seeing the jewels so unex- 
pectedly produced at the moment the King was upbraiding 
nim for the loss of them, this allusion to the reflection 
which had escaped him wnile conversing with Lord Glen> 
varloch, altogether completed his astonishment ; and the 
King was so delighted with the superiority which it gave 
him at the moment, that he rubbed his hands, chuckled, 
and, finally, his sense of dignity giving way to the full 
feeling of triumph, he threw himself into his easy-chair, 
and laughed with unconstrained violence till he lost his 
breath, and the tears ran plentifully down his cheeks as 
he strove to recover it. Meanwhile, the royal cachinnation 
was echoed out by a discordant and portentous laugh from 
behind the arras, like that of one who, little accustomed 
to give way to such emotions, feels himself at some 

K icular impulse unable either to control or to modify 
obstreperous mirth. Heriot turned his head with new 
surprise towards the place, from which sounds so unfitting 
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the presence of a monarch seemed to burst with such 

en^hatic clamour,^ 

The King, too^ somewhat sensible of the indecorum, 
rose up, wiped his eyes, and calling, — “ Todlowrie,^ come 
out o’ your den,” he produced from behind the arras the 
length of Richie Moniplies, still laughing with as unre* 
strained mirth as ever aid gossip at a country christening. 
** Whisht, man, whisht, man,” said the King ; “ ye needna 
nicher^ that gait, like a cusser* at a caup*^ o’ corn, e’en 
though it was a pleasing jest, and our ain framing. And 
yet to see Jingling Geordie, that hands himself so much 
the wiser than other folk — to see him, ha ! ha ! ha !— in 
the vein of Euclio apud Plautum, distressing himself to 
recover what was lying at his elbow — 

• Perii, interli, occidi—quo curram ? guo non ctirram?— 

Tene, tene — qncm? quia? nesciu — nihil video,' 

Ah! Oeordie, your een are sharp enough to look after 
gowd and silver, gems, rubies, and the like of that, and 
yet ye kenna how to come by them when they were lost. 
— Ay, ay. — look at them, man — look at them — they are a’ 
right ana tight, sound and round, not a doublet crept in 
amongst them.” 

George Heriot, when his first surprise was over, was too 
old a courtier to interrupt the King’s imaginary triumph, 
although he darted a look of some displeasure at honest 
Richie, who still continued on what is usually termed the 
broad grin. He quietly examined the stones, and finding 
them all perfect, he honestly and sincerely congratulated 
his Majesty on the recovery of a treasure which could not 
have been lost without some dishonour to the crown ; and 
asked to whom he himself was to pay the sums for which 
thev had been pledged, observing, that he had the .money 
by him in readiness. 

“ Ye are in a deevil of a hurry, when there is paying in 
the case, Geordie,” said the King. — “ What’s a’ the haste, 
man? The jewels were restored by an honest, kindly 
countryman of ours. There he stands, and wha kens if 
he wants the money on the nail, or if he might not be ats 
weel pleased wi’ a bit rescript on our treasury some six 
months hence ? Ye ken that our Exchequer is even at a 
low ebb just now, and ye cry pay, pay, pay, as if we had 
all the mines of Ophir.” 

“Please your Majesty,” said Heriot, “if this man has 
the real right to these monies, it is doubtless at his will to 

1 See Ifote 21.~Riehie behind the Arraa. 2 Fox. ’SnfgSw. 
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grant forbearance, if he will. But when I remember the 
guise in which 1 first saw him, with a tattered cloak and 
a broken head, I can hardly conceive it. — Are not you 
llichie Moniplies, with the King’s favour?” 

“ Even sae, Master Heriot — of the ancient and honour- 
able house of Castle Collop, near to the West Port of 
Edinburgh," answered Richie. 

“ Why, please your Majesty, he is a poor serving-man/’ 
said Heriot. “ This money can never bo honestly at his 
disposal.” 

“What for no*” said the King. “Wad ye have naebody 
spraickle * up the brae ^ but yoursell, Geordie ? Your ain 
cloak was thin enough when ye cam here, though ye have 
lined it gay and weel. And for serving^men, there has 
inony a red-shank come over the Tweed wi’ his master’s 
wallet on his shoulders, that now rustles it wi’ his six 
followers behind him'. There stands the man himself ; 
speer ® at him, Geordie.” 

“His may not be the best authority in the case,” answered 
the cautious citizen. 

“ Tut, tut, man,” said the King, “ ye are over scrupulous. 
The knave deer-stealers have an apt phrase, ifon est 
inquirendum unde venit venison. He that brings the 
gudes hath surely a right to dispose of the pear.'*— Hark 
ye, friend, speak the truth and shame the deil. Have ye 
plenary powers to dispose on the redemption-money as to 
delay of payments^ or the like, ay or no ? ” 

“Full power, an it like your gracious Majesty,” answered 
Richie Moniplies ; “and I am maist willing to subscrive to 
whatsoever may in ony wise accommodate your Majesty 
anent the redemption-money, trusting your Majesty"s 
grace will be kind to me in one snia’ favour.” 

“ Ey, man,” said the King, “ come ye to me there ? I 
thought ye w^ad e’en be like the rest of them. — One would 
think our subjects’ lives and goods were all our ain, and 
holden of us at our free will ; but when we stand in need 
of ony matter of siller ® from them, which chances more 
frequently than we would it did, deil a boddle ® is to be 
had, save on the auld terms of giff-gaff.^ It is just niffer 
for niffer.^ — Aweel, neighbour, what is it that ye want — 
some monopoly, I reckon ? Or it may be a grant of kirk- 
lands and teinds, or a knighthood, or the like ? Ye maun 
be reasonable, unless ye propose to advance more money 
for our present occasions.^ 

I damher. s Hill. * Ask. * Property. • Money, 

9 SipaU copper coin. ^ Mutual (flviny. ^ Eyicbiinge. 
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“ My liege,” answered Richie Moniplies, “ the owner o£ 
these monies places them at your Majesty*s command, free 
of all pledge or usage as long as it is your royal pleasure, 
providing your Majesty will condescend to show some 
favour to the noble Lord Glenvarloch, presently prisoner 
in your royal Tower of London.” 

“How, man — how, man — how, man!” exclaimed the 
King, r^dening and stammering, but with emotions 
more noble than^ those by whicn he was sometimes 
agitated—** What is that you dare to say to us?— Sell 
our justice I — sell our mercy I — and we a crowned King, 
sworn to do justice to our subjects in the gate, and 
responsible for our stewardship to Him that is over all 
kings?” — Here he reverently looked up, touched his 
bonnet, and continued, with some sharpness, — ** We dare 
not traffic in such commodities, sir ; and, but that ye are 
a poor ignorant creature, that have done us this day 
some not unpleasant service, we wad have a red iron 
driven througn your tongue, in terrorem of others. — ^Awa 
with him^ ^eordie,— pay him, plack^ and bawbee,* out of 
our monies in your hands, and let them care that come 
ahint.” 

Richie, who had counted with the utmost certainty 
upon the success of this master-stroke of policy, was like 
an architect whose whole scaffolding at once gives way 
under him. He caught, however, at what he thought 
might break his fall. *‘Not only the sum for which the 
jewels were pledged,” he said, “out the double of it, if 
required, should 1^ placed at his Majesty’s command, and 
even without hope or condition of repayment^ if only ” 

But the King aid not allow him to complete the sentence, 
crying out with greater vehemence than before, as if he 
dreaded the stability of his own good resolutions, — ** Awa 
wi’ him — swith * awa wi’ him ! It is time he were gone, if 
he doubles his bode^ that gate.^ And, for your life, letna 
Steenie, or ony of them, hear a word from his mouth ; 
for wha kens what trouble that might bring me into! 
Neind'ucas in tentationem— Yade retrOy Sathanas / — 

In obedience to the royal mandate, George Heriot 
hurried the abashed petitioner out of the presence and 
out of the Palace ; and, when they were in the Palace- 
yard, the citizen, remembering with some resentment the 
airs of equality which Richie had assumed towards him 
in the commencement of the scene which had just taken 
place, could not forbear to retaliate, by congratulating 
I One-third of » penny. * Halfpenny. » Quickly. * Bid. > Manner. 
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him with an ironical smile on his favour at Court, and his 
improved grace in presenting a supplication. 

“ Never fash ^ your bearcT about that, Master George 
Heriot,” said Richie, totally undismayed ; “ but tell me 
when and where I am to sifflicate you for eight hundred 
pounds sterling, for which these jewels stood engaged ?” 

“ The instant that you bring with you the real owner of 
the money,” replied Heriot ; “ whom it is important that 
I should see on more accounts than one.” 

** Then will I back to his Majesty,” said Richie Moniplies, 
stoutly, “and get either the money or the pledge back 
again. I am fully commissionate to act in that matter.” 

“It may be so, Richie,” said the citizen, “and perchance 
it may not be so neither, for your tales are not all gospel ; 
and, therefore, be assured I will see that it is so, ere I pay 
you that large sum of money. I shall give you an 
acknowledgment for it, and I will keep it prestable at a 
moment’s warning. BuL my good Richie Moniplies, of 
Castle Collop, near the West Port of Edinburgh, in the 
meantime I am bound to return to his Majesty on matters 
of weight.” So speaking, and mounting ihe stair to 
re-enter the palace, he added, by way of summing up the 
whole, — “ George ileriot is over old a cock to be caught 
with chaff.” 

Richie stood petrified when he beheld him re-enter the 
Palace, and found himself, as he supposed, left in the 
lurch. — “Now, plague on ye,” he muttered, “for a cunning 
auld skinflint ! that, because ye are an honest man your- 
sell, forsooth, must need deal with all the world as if they 
were knaves. But deil be in me if ye beat me yet ! — 
Gude guide us ! yonder comes Laurie Linklater next, and 
he win be on me about the sifilication. — I winna stand 
him, by Saint Andrew ! ” 

So saying, and changing the haughty stride with which 
he had that morning entered the precincts of the Palace, 
into a skulking shamble, he retreated for his wherry, 
which was in attendance, with speed which, to use the 
approved phrase on such occasions, greatly resembled a 
flight. 


1 Trouble. 
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CHAPTER XXXII, 

Btndict, Tills looks not like a nuptial. 

Much Ado about Nothiixg. 

Master George Hekiot had no sooner returned to the 
King’s apartment, than Janies enquired of Maxwell if the 
Earl of Huntinglen was in attendance, and, receiving an 
answer iu the affirmative, desired that he should be 
admitted. The old {Scottish Lord having made his 
reverence in the usual manner, the King extended his 
liand to be kissed, and then began to address him in a 
tone of great sympathy. 

“We told your lordship in our secret epistle of this 
morning, written with our aiii hand, in testimony we 
have neither pretermitted nor forgotten your faithful 
service, that we had that to com muni cate to you that 
would require both patience and fortitude to endure, and 
therefore exhorted you to peruse some of the most pithy 
passages of Seneca, and of Roethius de Gomolationey that 
the back may be, as we say, fitted for the burden — This 
we commend to you from our ain experience. 

‘ Non ignara mali^ miseris succurrore disco,’ 

sayeth Dido, and I might say in my own person, non 
ignarus ; but to change the gender would affect the 
prosody, whereof our southern subjects are tenacious. So, 
my lord of Huntinglen, I trust you have acted by our 
advicej and studied jiatience before ye need it — venienti 
occurrite morbo — mix the medicament when the disease is 
iximing on.” 

“May it please your Majesty,” answered Lord Hun- 
tinglen, “ I am more of an old soldier than a scholar — and 
if my own rough nature will not bear me out in any 
calamity, I hope I shall have grace to try a text of 
Scripture to boot.” 

“Ay, man, are you there with your bears?” said the 
King j “ the Bible, man ” (touching his cap). “ is indeed 
^rnncipium et fans — but it is pity your loraship cannot 
peruse it in the original. For although we did ourselves 
promote that "work of translation, — since ye may read, at 
the beginning of every Bible, that when some palpable 
clouds of darkness were thought like to have over- 
shadowed the land, after the setting of that bright occi- 
dental star, Queen Elizabeth ; yet our ap^arance, like 
that of the sun in bis strength, instantly oispelled these 
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surmised mists,— I say, that although, as therein men- 
tioned, we countenanced the preaching of the gospel, and 
especially the translation of the Scriptures out ol the 
original sacred tongues ; yet neverthmess, we ourselves 
confess to have found a comfort in consulting them in 
the original Hebrew, whilk we do not perceive even in 
the Latin version of the Septuagint, much less in the 
English traduction,” 

“Please your Majesty,” said Lord Huntinglen, “if your 
Majesty delays communicating the bad news with which 
your honoured letter threatens me, until I am capable to 
read Hebrew like your Majesty, 1 fear I shall die in 
ignorance of the misfortune which hath befallen, or is 
about to befall, my house.” 

“You will learn it but too soon, my lord,” replied the 
King. “I grieve to say it, but your son Dalgarno, whom 
I thought a very saint, as he was so much w4th Steenie 
and Baby Charles, hath turned out a very villain.” 

“Viliam!” repeated Lord Huntinglen ; and though he 
instantly checked hiniself, and added, “but it is your 
Majesty speaks the word,” the effect of his first tone 
made the King step back as if he had received a blow. 
He also recovered himself again, and said in the pettish 

a which usually indicated his displeasure — “Yes, my 
j it was we that said it — non mrcto canis — we are not 
deal— we pray you not to raise your voice in speech with 
us — there is the bonny memorial — read, and judge for 
yourself.” 

The King then thrust into the old nobleman^s hand a 
paper, containing the story of the Lady Hermione, with 
the evidence by which it was supported, detailed so briefly 
and clearly, that the infamy of Lord Dalgarno, the lover 
by whom sne had been so shamefully deceived, seemed 
undeniable. But a father yields not up so easily the 
cause of his son. 

“ May it please your Majesty,” he said, “ why was this 
tale not sooner told? 'fhis woman hath been here for 
years — whei*efore was the claim on my son not made the 
instant she touched English ground ? ” 

“Tell him how that came about, Geordie,” said the 
King, addressing Heriot. 

“I grieve to distress my Lord Huntinglen,” said Heriot; 
“but I must speak the truth. For a long time the Lady 
Hermione could not brook the idea of making her situa- 
tion public ; and when her mind becan>e changed in that 
particular, it was necessary to recover the evidence of the 
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false marriage, and letters and papers connected with it, 
which, when she came to Paris, ana just before I saw her, 
she had deposited with a correspondent of her father in 
that city. He became afterwards bankrupt, and in con- 
sequence of that misfortune the lady’s papers passed into 
other hands, and it was only a few days since I traced 
and recovered them. Without these documents of evi- 
dence, it would have been imprudent for her to have 
preferred her complaint, favoured as Lord Dalgamo is by 
powerful friends.” 

“Ye are saucy to say sae,” said the King ; “I ken what 
ye mean weel eneugh — ye think Steenie wad hae putten 
the weight of his foot into the scales of justice, and 
garr’d^ them whomle*^ the bucket — ye forget, Geordie, 
wha it is whose hand uphaulds them. And ye do poor 
Steenie the mair wrang, for he confessed it ance before us 
and our privy council, that Dalgarno would have put the 
quean an on him^ the puir simple bairn, making him trow 
tnat she was a light-o^-love ; in whilk mind he remained 
assured even when ho parted from her, albeit Steenie 
mi^ht hae weel thought ane of thae cattle wadna hae 
resisted the like of him.” 

“The Lady Hermione,” said George Heriot, “has always 
done the utmost justice to the conduct of the Duke, who, 
although strongly possessed with prejudice against her 
character, yet scorned to avail himself of her distress, 
and on the contrary supplied her with the means of extri- 
cating herself from her difficulties.” 

“It was e’en like himsell — blessings on his bonny face!” 
said the King ; “ and I believed this lady’fe tale the mair 
readily, my Lord Huntinglen, that she spake nae ill of 
Steenie — and to make a lang tale short, my lord, it is the 
opinion of our council and ourself, as weel as of Baby 
Charles and Steenie, that your son maun amend his wrong 
by wedding this lady, or undergo such disgrace and dis- 
countenance as we can bestow.” 

The person to whom he spoke was incapable of answer- 
ing him. He stood before the King motionless, and glaring 
with eyes of which even the lids seemed immovable, as if 
suddenly converted into an ancient statue of the times of 
chivalry, so instantly had his hard features and strong 
limbs been arrested into rigidity by the blow he had 
received — ^And in a second afterwards, like the same statue 
when the lightning breaks upon it, he sunk at once to the 
ground with a hekvy groan. The King was in the utmost 

l Mad 9 . 8 Turn tba balsnoa, 
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alarm, called upon Heriot and Maxwell for help, and, 
presence of mind not being his fortCy ran to and fro in his 
cabinet, exclaiming — “ My ancient and beloved servant — 
who saved our anointed self I Vae atque dolor I My 
Lord of Huntinfflen, look up — look up, man, and your 
son may marry tne Queen of Sheba if he will.” 

By this time Maxwell and Heriot had raised the old 
nobleman, and placed him on a chair ; while the King, 
observing that he began to recover himself, continued his 
consolations more methodically. 

‘‘ Hand up your head — haud up your head, and listen 
to your ain kind native Prince. It there is shame, man, 
it comesna empty-handed — there is siller to gild it — a gude 
tocher, and no that bad a pedigree ; — if she has been a 
loon, it was your son made ner sae, and he can make her 
an honest woman again.” 

These suggestions, how’ever reasonable in the common 
case, gave no comfort to Lord Huntinglen, if indeed he 
fully comprehended them : but the blubbering of his good- 
natured old master, which began to accompany and in- 
terrupt his royal speech, produced more rapid effect. 
The large tear gushed reluctantly from his eye, as he 
kissed the withered hands, which the King, weeping with 
less dignity and restraint, abandoned to him, first alter- 
nately and then both together, until the feelings of the 
man getting entirely the better of the Sovereign’s sense of 
dignity, he grasped and shook Lord Huntinglen’s hands 
with the sympathy of an equal and a familiar friend. 

“ Compone lashrifma^y^ said the monarch ; “ be patient, 
man, be patient ; — the council, and Baby Charles, and 
Bteenio, may a’ gang to the deevil — he shall not marry 
her since it moves you so deeply.” 

SHALL marry her, by (xod!” answered the Earl, 
drawing himself up, dashing the tear from his eyes, ana 
endeavouring to recover his composure. “ I pray your 
Majesty’s pardon, but he shall marry her, with her dis- 
honour for her dowery, were she the veriest courtezan in 
all Spain — If he gave his "word, he shall make his word 
good, were it to the meanest creature that haunts the 
streets— he shall do it, or my own dagger shall take the 
life that I gave him. If he could stoop to use so base a 
fraud, though to deceive infamy, let him wed infamy.” 

“ No, no P the Mom.rch continued to insinuate, ‘‘things 
are not so bad as that — Steenie himself never thought of 
her being a street-walker, even when he thought the 
worst of her.” 
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“ If it can at all console my Lord of Huntinglen,” said 
the citizen, “ I can assure him of this lady’s good birth, 
and most fair and unspotted fame.” 

“ I am sorry for it,” said Lord Huntinglen — then inter- 
rupting himself, he said — “Heaven forgive me for being 
ungrateful for such comfort ! — but I am wellnigh sorry 
she should be as you represent her, so much better than 
the villain deserves. To oe condemned to wed beauty and 
innocence and honest birth ” 

“Ay, and wealth, my lord — wealth,” insinuated the 
King, “ is a better sentence than his perfidy has deserved.” 

“ It is long,” said the embittered father, “ since I saw 
he was selfish and hard-hearted ; but to be a perjured 
liar — I never dreaded that such a blot would have tallen 
on my race ! I never will look on him again.” 

“ Moot ay, my lord, hoot ay,” said the King ; “ ye maun 
tak him to task roundly. I grant you should speak more 
in the vein of Demea than Mitio, vi nempe et via pervulgata 
patrum; but as for not seeing him again, and he your only 
son, that is altogether out of reason. I tell ye, man (but 
I would not for a boddle that Baby Charles heard me), 
that he might gie the glaiks to^ half the lasses of Lonnun, 
ere I could find in my heart to speak such harsh words as 
you have said of this deil of a Dalgarno of yours.” 

“ May it please your Majesty to permit me to retire,” 
said Lord Huntinglen, “ and dispose of the case according 
to your own royal sense of justice, for I desire no favour 
for him.” 

“Aweel, my lord, so be it; and if your lordship can 
think,” addecl the Monarch, “of anything in our power 
which might comfort you ” — 

“ Your Majesty’s gracious sympathy,” said Lord Huntin- 
glen, “ has already coniforteci me as far as earth can ; the 
rest must be from the King of Kings.” 

“ To Him I commend you, my auld and faithful servant^” 
said James with emotion, as the Earl withdrew from his 
presence. The King remained fixed in thought for some 
time, and then said to Heriot, “Jingling Geordie, ye ken 
all the privy doings of our Court, and have done so these 
thirty years, though, like a wise man, ye hear, and sea 
and say nothing. Now, there is a thing I fain wad ken/ 
in the way of philosophical enquiry — Did you ever heatr 
of the umquhile^ Lady Huntinglen, the departed Countess 
of this noble Earl, ganging a wee bit gleed * in her waJJt 
through the world ; I mean in the way of slipping a 

2 He might jilt. a Know. 3 Late. < Off the atmight. 
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foot, casting a leglin-girth,^ or the like, ye understand 
me ? ” 

“ On my word as an honest man,” said George Heriot, 
somewhat surprised at the question, “ I never heard her 
wronged by the slightest breath of suspicion. )She was a 
w'oi tliy hufy, very circumspect in her walk, and lived in 
gn'at concord with her husband, save that the good 
Countess was something of a puritan, and kept more 
company with ministers than was altogether agreeable 
to Lord Huntinglen, who is, as your Majesty well knows, 
a man of the old rough world, that will drink and swear.” 

“O Geordie!” exclaimed the King, “these are auid- 
warld frailties, of whilk we dare not pronounce even 
ourselves absolutely fi'ee. But the warld gi-ows worse 
from day to day, Geordie. The juv^eniles of this age may 
w'eel say with the poet — 

' ./Etas parentum, pejor avis, tulit 
Nos nequiores’ — 

This Dalgarno does not drink so much, or swear so much, 
as his father ; but he wenches, Geordie, and he breaks his 
word and oath baith. As to what you say of the leddy 
and the ministers, we are a’ fallible creatures, Geordie, 
priests and kings, as weel as otliers ; and wha kens but 
what that may account for the dilierence between this 
Dalgarno and his father ? The Kai l 'Js the vera soul of 
honour, and cares nae inair for w aring gear ^ than a noble 
Jiound lor the quest of a foulmart t)ut as for his son, he 
w'fis like to brazen us a’ out — ourselves, Stecnie, Baby 
CJharles, and our council — ^till he heard of the tocher,* and 
then, by my kingly crown, he lap like a cock at a grossart ! '* 
These are discrepancies betwixt parent and son not to be 
accounted for naturally, according to Baptista Porta, 
Michael Scott de and otliors.--Ah, Jingling Geordie, 

if your clouting'^ the caldron, and jingling on pots, pans, 
and veshels of all manner of metal, hiulna jingled a’ your 
grammar out of your head, T could have touched on that 
matter to you at mair length.” 

Heriot was too plain-spoken to express much concern 

1 A leglin-^rtli is the lowest hoop upon a leglin^ or tnilk-pail. Allan 
Hamsay api)lies the phrase in the same metaphorical sense. 

** Or bairns can read, they first maun spell, 

1 learn’d this frae my mammy, 

And cast a leglin girth mysell, 

Lang ere 1 'married Tammy.” 

C.hYUi'% Kirk on the Oreen. (S.) 

? Wefdth* ^ Vole-cat. 4 puwry, 5 Gooseberry. 9 jd^nd)n{,^ 
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for the loss of his grammar learning on this occasion * 
but after modestly hinting that he had seen many men 
who could not fill their father’s bonnet, though no one had 
been suspected of wearing their father’s nightcap, he 
enquired, “ whether Lord Dalgarno had consented to do 
the Ladv Hermione justice.” 

“Troth, man, I have small doubt that he will,” quoth 
the Bong : “I gave him the schedule of her worldly sub- 
stance, which you delivered to us in the council, and we 
alLowea him half an hour to chew the cud upon that. It 
is rare reading for bringing him to reason. I loft Baby 
Charles and Steenie laying his duty before him ; and if 
he can resist doing what tket/ desire him — why, I wish he 
would teach me the gate^ of it. O Qeordie, Jingling 
Qeordie, it was grand to hear Baby Charles laying down 
the guilt of dissimulation, and Steenie lecturing on the 
turpitude of incontinence ! ” 

“lam afraid,” said George HerioL more hastily than 
prudently, “ I might have thought oi the old proverb of 
Satan reproving sin.” 

“Deil fiae our saul, neighbour,” said the King, reddening, 
“but ye are not blate ! ® I gie ye license to speak freely, 
and, by our saulj ye do not let the privilege income lost 
non utendo—it will suffer no negative prescrintion in your 
hands. Is it fit, think ye, that Baby Charles should let 
his thoughts be publicly seen? — No — no — princes’ thoughts 
are arcana imperii — Qui nescit dissimulare nncit regnare. 
Every liege subject is bound to speak the whole truth to 
the King, but there is nae reciprocity of obligation — and 
for Steenie having been whiles a dike-louper"* at a times 
is it for you, who are his goldsmith, and to whom, X 
doubt, he awes an uncomatable sum, to cast that up to 
himf’^ 

Heriot did not feel himself called on to play the part of 
Zeno, and sacrifice himself for upholding the cause of 
moral truth ; he did not desert it, however, by disavowing 
his words, but simply expressed sorrow for having offended 
his Majesty, with which the placable King was sufficiently 
satisfied. 

“ And now, Geordie, man,” quoth he, “ we will to this 
culprit, and hear what he has to say for himself, for I will 
see the job cleared this blessed day. Ye maun come wi’ 
ma for your evidence may be wanted.” 

The King lea the way, accordingly, into a larger apart- 
ment^ where the Prince, the Duke of Buckingnam, and 

I Waj. s Bashful, 9 One given to immoral conduct. 
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one or two privy "‘counsellors, were seated at a table, 
before which stood Lord Dalgamo, in an attitude of as 
much elegant ease and indifference as could be expressed, 
considering the stiff dress and manners of the times. 

All rose and bowed reverently, while the King, to use a 
north country word, expressive of his mode of locomotion, 
toddled^ to his chair or throne, making a sign to Heriot 
to stand behind him. 

“We hope,” said his Majesty, “that Lord Dalgarno 
stfinds prepared to do justice to this unfortunate lady, 
and to his own character and honour ? ” 

“May I humbly enquire the penalty,” said Lord 
Dalgarno, “in case I should unhappily find compliance 
with your Majesty’s demands impossible ? ” 

“ Banishment frae our Court, my lord,” said the King ; 
“frae our Court and our countenance.” 

“ Unhappy exile that I may be ! ” said Lord Dalgarno, 
in a tone or subdued irony — “I will at least carry your 
Majesty’s picture with me, for I shall never see such 
another king.” 

“And banishment, my lord,” said the Prince, sternly, 
“ from these our dominions.” 

“That must be by form *of law, please your Royal 
Highness,” said Dalgarno, with an affectation of deep 
respect j “ and I have not heard that there is a statute, 
compelling us, under such penalty, to marry every woman 
we may play the fool with. Perhaps his Grace of 
Buckingham can tell me ? ” 

“You are a villain, Dalgarno,” said the haughty and 
vehement favourite. 

“ Fie, m V lord, fie ! — to a prisoner, and in presence of 
your royal and paternal gossip ! ” said Lord Dalgamo. 
“ But I will cut this deliberation short. I have looked 


over this schedule of the goods and effects of Erminia 
Pauletti, daughter of the late noble — yes, he is called the 
noble, or I read wrong, Giovanni Pauletti, of the House 
of Sansovino, in Genoa, and of the no less noble Lady 
Maud Olifaunt, of the House of Glenvarloch— Well, x 
declare that I was pre-contracted in Spain to this noole 
lady, and there has passed betwixt us some certain 
lihatio mai/nmonii ; and now, what more does this grave 
assembly require of me ? ” 

“ That you should repair the gross and infamous ii||ong 
you have done the lady, by marrying her within thS 
hour,” said the Prince. 


1 WalkiiHt with ihort. totteriag itepa 
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“ O, may it please your Royal Highness,” answered 
Dalgarno, “ I have a trifling relationship with an old Earl, 
w’ho calls himself my father, who may claim some vote in 
the matter. Alas ! every son is not blessed with an 
obedient parent ! ” He liazarded a slight glance towards 
the throne, to give meaning to his last words. 

“We have spoken ourselves with Lord Huntinglen,” 
said the King, “and are authorized to consent in his 
name.” 

“I could never have expected this intervention of a 
proxaneta, which the vulgar translate blackfoot, of such 
eminent dignity,” said Dalgarno, scarce concealing a sneer. 
“And my father hatli consented? He was wont to say, 
ere we left Scotland, that the blood of Huntinglen and of 
Glenv'arloch would not mingle, were they poured into 
the same basin. Perhaps lie has a mind to try the 
experiment ? ” 

“My lord,” said James, “we will not be longer trifled 
with — Will you instantly, and sme mtyray take this lady to 
your wife, in our chapel ?” 

Siatim atque instant answered Lord Dalgarno; 
“for I perceive by doing so, I shall obtain power to 
render great services to the commonwealth — I snail have 
acq^uired wealth to supply tlie wants of your Majesty, 
and a fair wife to be at the command or his Grace of 
Buckingham.” 

The Dqke rose, passed to the end of the table where 
Lord Dalgarno was standing, and whispered in his ear, 
“You have placed a fair sister at my command ere now.” 

This taunt cut deep through Lord Dalgarno’s assumed 
composure. He started as if an adder had stung him, but 
instantly composed himself, and, flxing on the DukeAs 
still smiling countenance an eye which spoke unutterable 
hatred, he pointed the foro-fiuger of his left hand to the 
hilt of his sword, but in a manner which could scarce be 
observed by any one save Buckingham, The Duke gave 
him another smile of bitter scorn, aiid rOthrned to his seat, 
in obedience to the comn»andsof the Ki^g, who continued 
calling out, “ Sit down, Steeni^, wt do’v^ri,!. command ye — 
we will hae nao barns-breaking*^ere.” 

“Your Majesty needs not fear my patience,” said Lord 
Dalgarno ; “ and that I may keep it tfae better, I wfll not 
utter another word in this presence, save those enjoined 
to me in that happy portion of the Prayer-Book, which 
begins with Dearly Beloved^ and ends witn amazement^ 

2 Skull'breakiQg. 
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“You are a hardened villain, Dalgarno,” said the King ; 
“and were I the lass, by my father^ saul, I would rather 
brook the stain of having been your concubine, than run 
the risk of becoming your wife. But she shall .be under 
our special protection. — Come, my lo!‘ds, we will ourselves 
see this blithesome bridal.” He gave the signal by rising, 
and moved ^towards the door, followed by the train. 
Lord.Dalgarno attended, speaking to none, and spoken 
to by no one, yet seeming as easy and unembarrassed 
in his gait and manner as if in reality a happy bride- 
groom. 

They reached tlie Chapel by a private entrance, whicli 
communicated from the royal apartment. The Bishop of 
Winchester, in his poiititical dress, stood beside the altar; 
on the other side, supported by Monna Paula, the colour- 
less, faded, half -lifeless form of the Lady Hermione, or 
Erminia, Pauletti. Lord Dalgarno bowed profoundly to 
her, and the Prince, observing the horror with which she 
regarded hinn walked up, and said to her, with much 
dignity, — “Madam, ere you put yourself under the 
authority of this man, let me inform you, he hath in the 
fullest degree vindicated your honour, so far as eoiicerns 
your former intercourse. It is for you to consider 
whether you will put your fortune and happiness into the 
hands of one, who has shown himself unworthy of all 
trust.” 

The lady, with much difliculty, found words to make 
reply. “ I owe to his Majesty^s goodness,” she said, “the 
care of providing me some reservation out of my own 
fortune, for my accent sustenance. The rest cannot be 
better disposed than in buying back the fair fame of 
which I am deprived, and the liberty of ending my life in 
lieace and seclusion.” 

“The contract has been drawn up,” said the King, 
“under our own eye, specially discharging the potestm 
maritalis^ and agreeing they shall live separate. So 
buckle them, my Lord Bishop, as fast as you can, that 
they may sunder again the sooner.” 

lue Bishop accordingly opened his bobk and commenced 
the marriage-ceremony, under circumstances so novel and 
so inauspicious. The responses of the bride were only 
expressed by inclinations of the head and body ; while 
those of the bridegroom were spoken boldly and distinctly, 
with a tone resembling levity, if not scorn. When it was 
concluded, Lord Dalgarno advanced as if to salute the 
brideij but seeing that she drew back in fear and abhor- 
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rence. he contented himself with making her a low bow. 
He then drew up his form to its height, and stretched 
himself as if examining the power of his limbs, but 
elegantly, and without any forcible change of attitude. 
“I could caper yet,” he said, “though I am in fetters — 
but they are of gold, and lightly worn. — Well, I see all 
^es look cold on me. and it is time I should withdraw. 
The sun shines elsewhere than in England ! But first I 
must ask how this fair La<^ Dalgarno is to be bestowed. 
Methinks it is but decent 1 should know. Is she to be 
sent to the haram of my Lord Duke ? Or is this worthy 
citizen, as before ” 

“ Hold thy base ribald tongue I ” said his father. Lord 
Huntinglen, who had kept in the background during the 
ceremony, and now stepping suddenly forward, caught the 
lady by the arm, and confronted her unworthy husband. 
— “ The Lady Dalgarno,” he continued, “ shall remain as 
a widow in my house. A widow I esteem her. as much as 
if the grave had closed over her dishonoured husband.” 

Lora Dalgarno exhibited momentary symptoms of ex- 
treme confusion, and said, in a submissive tone, “If you, 
my lord, can wish me dead, I cannot, though your heir, 
return the compliment. Few of the first-born of Israel,” he 
added, recovenng himself from the single touch of emotion 
he had displayed, “can say so much with truth. But 
I will convince you ere I go, that I am a true descendant 
of a house famea for its memory of injuries.” 

“I marvel your Majesty will listen to him longer,” said 
Prince Charles. “ Methinks we have heard enough of his 
daring insolence.” 

But James, who took the interest of a true gossip in 
such a scene as was now passing, could not bear to cut 
the controversy short, but imposed silence on his son, 
with “Whisht, Baby Charles — there is a good bairn, 
whisht! — I want to hear what the frontless loon can 
say.” 

“ Only, sir,” said Dalgarno, “ that but for one single line 
in this schedule, all else that it contains could not have 
bribed me to take that woman’s hand into mine.” 

“That line maun have been the summa totaluJ* said the 
Bang. 

“Kot so, sire,” replied Dalgarno. “The sum total 
night indeed have been an object for consideration even 
to a Scottish king, at no very distant period; but it 
would have ''had little charms for me, save that 1 see here 
an entry which gives me the power of vengeance over the 
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family of Glenvarloch ; and learn from it that yonder 
pale bride, when she put the wedding-torch into iny 
hand, gave me the power of burning her mother’s house 
to ashes ! ” 

“ How is that ? ” said the King. “ What is he speaking 
about, Jingling Qeordie ? ” 

“ This frienaly citizen, my liege,” said Lord Dalgarno, 
“ hath expended a sum belonging to my lady, and now, 
I thank heaven, to me, in acquiring a certain mortgage, 
or wadset, over the estate of Glenvarloch, which, if it be 
not redeemed before to-morrow at noon, will put me in 
possession of the fair demesnes of those who once called 
themselves our house’s rivals.” 

“ Can this be true ? ” said the King. 

“It is even but too true, please your Majesty,” answered 
the citizen. “The Lady Hermione having advanced tlie 
money for the original creditor, I was obliged, in lionour 
and honesty, to take the rights to her; and, doubtless, 
they pass to her husband.” 

“ But the warrant, man,” said the King — “ the warrant 
on our Exchequer — Couldna that supply the lad wi’ the 
means of redemption?” 

“Unhappily, my liege, ho has lost it, or disposed of 
it — It is not to bo found. He is the most unlucky 
youth ! ” 

“This is a proper spot of work ! ” said the King, begin- 
ing to amble about and play with the points of his doublet 
and hose, in expression of dismay. “ We cannot aid him 
without paying our debts twice over, and we have, in the 
present state of our Exchequer, scarce the means of 
paying them once.” 

“You have told me news,” said Lord Dalgarno, “but I 
will take no advantage.” 

“Do not,” said his father. “Be a bold villain, since 
thou must be one, and seek revenge with arms, and not 
with the usurer’s weapons.” 

“ Pardon me, my lord,” said Lord Dalgarno. “ Pen and 
ink are now my surest means of vengeance ; and more 
land is won by the lawyer with the ram-skin, than by the 
Andrea Ferrara with his sheepshead handle. But, as I 
said before, I will take no advantages. I will await in 
town to-morrow, near Covent-Garden ; if any one will 
pay the redemption-money to my scrivener, with whom 
the deeds lie, tne better tor Lord Glenvarloch ; if not> I 
will go forward on the next day, and travel with all 
dispatch to the north, to take possession.” 
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“ Take a father’s malison with you, unhappy wretch ! ” 
said Lord Huntinglen. ^ 

“And a King’s, who pater patnce” said James. 

“ I trust to bear both lightly,” said Lord Dalgarno ; and 
bowing around him, he withdrew ; while adl present, 
oppressed, and, as it were, overawed, by his determinea 
effrontery, found they could draw breath more freely, 
when he at length relieved them of his society. Lord 
Huntinglen, applying himself to comfort his new daughter- 
in-law, withdrew with her also ; and the King, with his 
privy-council, whom he had not dismissed, again returned 
to Ins council-chamber, though the hour was unusually 
late. Heriot’s attendance wjis still commanded, but for 
what reason was not explained to him. 


CHAPTEK XXXIII. 

I’ll play the eavesdropper. 

Richard II 1.^ Act V.^ Scene 8. 

James had no sooner resumed his seat at the council- 
board than he began to hitch in his chair, cough, use his 
handkerchief, and make other intimations that he medi- 
tated a long speech. The council composed themselves 
to the beseeming degree of attention. Charles, as strict 
in his notions of decorum, as his father was indifferent to 
it, fixed himself in an attitude of rigid and respectful 
attention, while the haughty favourite, conscious of his 
power over both father and son, stretened himself more 
easily on his seat, and, in assuming an appearance of 
listening, seemed to pay a debt to cfu emonial rather than 
to duty. 

“ I doubt not, my lords,” said the Monarch, “ that some 
of you may be thinking the hour of refection is past^ and 
that it is time to ask with the slave in the comeay — Quid 
de syrnholo? — Nevertheless, to do justice and exercise 
judgment is our meat and drink ; and now we are to pray 
your wisdom to consider the case of this unhappy youth, 
Lord Glenvarloch, and see, whether, consistently with 
our honour, anything can be done in his favour.” 

“ I am surprised at your Majesty’s wisdom making the 
enquiry,” said the Duke j “it is plain this Dalgarno hath 
proved one of the most insolent villains on earth, and it 
must therefore be clear, that if Lord Glenvarloch had run 
him through the body, there would but have been out of 
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the world a knave who had lived in it too long, I think 
Lord Glenvarloch hath had much wrong ; and 1 regret 
that, by the persuasions of this false fellow, I have my- 
self haa some hand in it.” , 

“Ye speak like a child, Steenie— I mean my Lord of 
Buckingham,” answered the King, “ and as one that does 
not understand the logic of the schools ; for an action 
may be inconsequential or even meritorious, qttoad 
hominem^ that is, as touching him upon whcym it is acted ; 
and yet most criminal, quoad locum^ or considering the 
place wherein it is done; as a man may lawfully dance 
Chrighty Beardie or anv other dance in a tavern, but not 
inter parietef^ ecclesioB, So, that, though it may have been 
a good deed to have sticked Lord Dalgarno, Ixiing such 
he has shown himself, anywhere else, yet it fell under the 
plain statute, when violence was offered within the verge 
of the Court. For, let me tell you, my lords, the statute 
against striking would be of small use in our Court, if it 
could be eluded by justifying the person stricken to be a 
knave. It is much to be Lamented that I ken nae Court 
in Christendom where knaves are not to be found ; and 
if men are to break the peace under pretence of beating 
them, whv, it will rain Jeddart staves ^ in our very ante- 
chamber.” 

“ What your Majesty says,” replied Prince Charles, “ is 
marked with your usual wisdom — the precincts of palaces 
must be sacred as well as the persons of kings, which are 
respected even in the most barbarous nations, as being one 
step only beneath their divinities. But your Majesty’s 
will can control the severity of this and every other law, 
and it is in your power, on consideration of his case, to 
grant this rash young man a free pardon.”. 

“jBm am tetiqisti^ Carole, mi puertde,* answered the 
King ; “ and know, my lords, that we have, by a shrewd 
device and gift of our own, already sounded the very 
depth of this Lord Glenvarloch’s disposition. I trow 
there be among you some that ren)ember my handling in 
the curious case of my Lady Lake, and how I trimmed 
them a^ut the story of hearkening behind the arras/^ 
Now this put me to cogitation, and 1 remembered me of 
having read that Dionysius, Kin^ of Syracuse, whom 
historians call Ti/pa^ws, which signi&eth not in the Greek 

1 The old-fashioned weapon called the Jeddart staff was a species of battle. 
, aze. Of a very great tempest, it is said, in the south of Scotland, that it raitis 
Jeddart Staffs, as in England the common people talk of its raining cats and 

*^^5^^ote 22.— Lady Lake. 
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tongue, as in ours, a truculent usurper, but a royal king 
who governs, it may be, something more strictly than we 
and other lawful monarchs, whom the ancients termed 
BacrtXcts — Now this Dionysius^of Syracuse caused cunning 
workmen to build for himself a lugg — D*ye ken what that 
is, my Lord Bishop 1 ” 

“A cathedral, I presume to guess,” answered the 
Bishop. 

“What the deil, man — I crave your lordship’s pardon 
for swearing — but it was no cathedral — only a lurking* 
place called the king’s Iv^g^ or mr, where he could sit 
undescried, and hear the converse of his prisoners. Now, 
sirs, in imitation of this Dionysius, whom I took for my 
pattern, the rather that he was a great linguist and 
grammarian, and taught a school with good applause 
after his abdication (either he or his successor of the 
same name, it matters not whilk), — I have caused them 
to make a lugg up at the state-prison of the Tower yonder, 
more like a pulpit than a cathedral, my Lord Bishop — and 
communicating with the arras behind the Lieutenant’s 
chamber, where wp may sit and privily hear the discourse of 
such prisoners as are pent up there for state-offences, and 
so creep into the very secrets of our enemies.” 

The Prince cast a glance towards the Duke, expressive 
of great vexation and disgust. Buckingham shrugged his 
shoulders, but the motion was so slight as to be almost 
imperceptible. 


‘^Weel, my lords, ye ken the fray at the hunting this 
morning — I shall not get out of the trembling exies^until 
I have a sound night^ sleep— -just after that, they bring 
ye in a pretty page that had l^en found in the Park. 
We were warned against examining him ourselves by the 
anxious care of those around us ; nevertheless, holding 
our life ever at the service of these kingdoms, we com- 
manded all to avoid the room, the rather that we sus- 
pected this boy to be a girl. What think ye. my lords ? — 
few of you would have thought I had a hawk’s eye for sic 
gear;® but we thank God, that though we are old, we 
know so much of such toys as may beseem a man of 
decent gravity. Weel, my lords, we questioned this 
maiden in male attire ourselves, and I profess it was a 
very pretty interrogatory, and well followed. For, 
though she at first professed that she assumed this dis- 
guise in order to countenance the woman who should 
present us with, the Lady Hermione’s petition, for whon» 


1 HyttericB. 


3 Goods. 
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she professed entire affection; yet when we^ suspecting 
anguis in herha, did put her to the very question, sne was 
compelled to own a virtuous attachment for Glenvar- 
lochides, in such a pretty passion of shame and fear, that 
we had much ado to keep our own eyes from keeping 
company with hers in weeping. Also, she laid before us 
the false practices of this Dalgarno towards Glenvar- 
lochides, inveigling him into houses of ill resort, and 
giving him evil counsel under pretext of sincere friend- 
ship, whereby the inexperienced lad was led to do what 
was prejudicial to himself, and offensive to us. But, 
however prettily she told her tale, we determined not 
altogether to trust to her narration, but rather to try the 
experiment whilk we had devised for such occasions. 
And having ourselves speedily passed from Greenwich 
to the Tower, we constituted ourselves eavesdropper, as 
it is called, to observe what should pass between Glenvar- 
lochides and this page, whom we caused to be admitted 
to his apartment^ well judging that if they were of counsel 
together to deceive us, it could not be but something of it 
would spunk ^ out — And what think ye we saw, my lords ? 
Naething for you to sniggle and laugh at, Steenie — for I 
question if you could have played the temperate and 
Christian-like part of this poor lad Glenvarloch. He 
might be a Father of the Church in comparison of you, 
man. — And then, to try his patience yet farther, we 
loosed on him a courtier and a citizen, that is Sir Mungo 
Malagrowther and our servant George Heriot here, wha 
dang^ the poor lad about, and didna greatly spare our 
royal selves. — You mind, Geordie, what you said eibout the 
wives and concubines 1 but I forgie ye, man — nae need of 
kneeling, I forgie ye— the readier that it regards a certain 
particular, whilk, as it added not much to Solomon’s 
credit, the lack of it cannot be said to impinge on ours. 
Aweei, my lords, for all temptation of sore distress and 
evil ensample, this poor lad never loosed his tongue on us 
to say one unbecoming word — which inclines us the 
rather, actii^ always by your wise advice, to treat this 
affair of the Park as a thing done in the heat of blood, and 
under strong provocation, and therefore to confer our free 
pardon on Lord Glenvarloch.” 

“ I am happy your gracious Majesty,” said the Duke of 
Buckingham, “has arrived at that conclusion, though 
I could never have guessed at the road by which you 
attained it.” 

1 Slip, 
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trust,” said Prince Charles, “that it is not a path 
which your Majesty will think it consistent with your 
high dignity to tread frequently.” 

“Never while I live again, Baby Charles, that I give 
you my royal word on. They say that hearkeners hear 
ill tales of themselves — by my saul, my very ears are 
tingling wi’ that auld sorrow fcfir Mungo’s sarcasms. He 
called us cl6se-fisted, Steenie — I am sure you can con- 
tradict that. But it is mere envy in the auld mutilated 
sinner, because he himself has neither a noble to hold in 
his loof,^ nor fingers to close on it if he had.” Here the 
King lost recollection of Sir Mungo’s irreverence in chuck- 
ling over his own wit, and only farther alluded to it by 
saying — “We must give the old maunderor hos in lingvmn 
— ^something to stop his mouth, or he will rail at us from 
Dan to Beersheba.— And now, my lords, let our warrant 
of mercy to Lord Glenvarloch be presently expedited, and 
he put to his freedom ; and as his estate is likely to go so 
sleaveless* a gate,^ we will consider what means of favour 
we can show him. — My lords, I wish you an appetite to 
an early supper — for our labours have approached that 
term. — ^Baby Charles and Steenie, you will remain till 
our couchee. — My Lord Bishop, you will be pleased to 
stay to bless our meat.— Geordie Heriot, a word with you 
apart.” 

His Majesty then drew the citizen into a corner, while 
the counsellors, those excepted w^ho Inul been commanded 
to remain, made their obeisance, and withdi*ew. “Geordie,” 
said the King, “my good and trusty servant Here he 
busied his fingers much with the points and ribbons of his 
dress, — “Ye see that we have granted, from our own 
natural sense of ri^ht and justice, that which yon long- 
backed fallow, Moniplies I think they ca’ him, proffer^ 
to purchase from us with a mighty brilie ; whilk we refused, 
as being a crowned King, who wad neither sell our justice 
nor our mercy for pecuniar considemtion. Now, what 
think ye should be the upshot of this ?” 

“My Lord Glenvarloch’s freedom, and his restoration 
to vour Majesty’s favour,” said Heriot. 

“I ken that,” said the King, peevishly. “Ye are very 
dull to-day. I mean, what do you think this &llow 
Moniplies should think about the matter 

“ Surely that your Majesty is a most good and gracious 
sovereign,” answered Heriot. 

“ We had need to be gude and gracious baith,” said the 

1 Palm of the hand. s Thriftless, unprofitable, 8 Koad. 
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King, still more pettishly, “that have idiots about us 
that cannot understand what we mint^ at, unless wo 
speak it out in braid Lowlands. See this chield Moni- 
piies, sir, and tell him what we have done for Lord 
ulenvarloch, in whom he takes such part, out of our own 
gracious motion, though we refused to do it on ony 
pmflTer of private advanta^. Now, you may put it till 
him, as if of your own mind, whether it will be a gracious 
or a dutiful part in him, to press us for present payment 
of the two or three hundred miserable pounds for whilk 
we were obliged to opign orate our jewels 1 Indeed, mony 
men may think ye w ad do the part of a good citizen, if 
you took it on yourself to refuse him payment, seeing ho 
hath had what he professed to esteem full satisfaction, 
and considering, moreover, that it is evident he hath no 
pressing need of the money, whereof we have much 
necessity.” 

Geoi^e Heriot sighed internally. “O my Master,” 
thought he — “my dear Master, is it then fated you aro 
never to indulge any kingly or noble sentiment, without 
its being sullied by some after-thought of interested 
selfishness ! " 

The King troubled himself not about what he thought, 
but taking him by the collar, said, — “Ye ken my meaning 
now, Jingler — awa wi’ ye. You are a wise man— manage 
it your aiu gate but forget not our present straits.” 
The citizen made his obeisance, and withdrew. 

“And now, bairns,” said the King, “what do you look 
upon each other for — and what have you got to ask of 
your dear dad and gossip ?” 

“Only,” said the Prince, “that it would please your 
Majesty to command the lurking-place at the prison to 
be presentl 3 r built up — the groans of a captive should not 
be brought in evidence against him.” 

“What! build up my lugg, Baby Charles? And yet, 
better deaf than hear ill tales of oneself. So let them 
build it up, hard and fast, without delay, the rather that 
my back is sair with sitting in it for a whole hour. — And 
now let us see what the cooks have been doing for us, 
bonny bairns.” 


1 Aim. 


\Own way. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

To this brave man the knight repairs 
For counsel in his law affairs ; 

I And found him mounted in his pew, 

With books and money placed for shew, 

Like nest-egvB to make clients lay, 

And for his mlse opinion pay. 

Hudibras, 

Our readers may recollect a certain smooth-tongued, 
lank-haired, buckram-suited, Scottish scrivener, who, in 
the fifth chapter of this history, appeared in the character 
of a proteg4 of George Heriot. It is to his house we are 
about to remove, but times have changed with him. The 
petty booth hath become a chamber of importance — the 
Imckram suit is changed into black velvet ; and although 
the wearer retains his puritanical liumility and politeness 
to clients of consequence, he can now look others broad 
in the face, and treat them with a full allowance of 
superior opulence, and the insolence arising from it. It 
was but a short period that had achieved these altera- 
tions, nor was the party himself as yet entirely accustomed 
to them, but the change was becoming less embarrassing 
to him with every day^s practice. Among other acquisi- 
tions of wealth, you may see one of Davy Ramsay^s best 
timepieces on the table, and his eye is frequently observ- 
ing its revolutions, while a boy, whom he employs as a 
scribe, is occasionally sent out to compare Rs progress 
with the clock of Saint Dunstan. 

The scrivener himself seemed considerably agitated. 
He took from a strong-box a bundle of parchments, and 
read passages of them with great attention ; then began 
to soliloquize — “ There is no outlet which law can suggest 
— no back-door of evasion — ^none — if the lands of CSen- 
varloch are not redeemed before it rings noon, Lord 
Dalgarno has then a cheap pennyworth. Strang, that 
he Siould have been at fast able to set his patron at 
defiance, and achieve for himself the fair estate, with the 
prospect of which he so long flattered the powerful Buck- 
ingham. — Might not Andrew Skurliewhitter idok him as 
’ neatly? He hath been my patron— true— not more than 
Buckingham was his ; and he can be so no more, for he 
departs presently for Scotland. I am glad of it — I hate 
him, andf I fear him. He knows teo many of my secrets 
—I know too many of his. But, no—no— no— I need 
never attempt It, there are no means of over-reaching 
him.— Well, Willie, what o’clock T’ 
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** Ele’en hours just chappit, sir.” 

“ Go to your desk without, child,” said the scrivener. 
“ What to ao next — I shall lose the old EarPs fair business, 
and, what is worse, his son^s foul practice. Old Heriot 
looks too close into business to permit me more than the 
paltry and ordinary dues. The Whitefriars business was 
profitable, but it has become unsafe ever since — pah ! — 
what brought that in my head just now? Icannardly 
hold my pen — if men should see me in this way ! — Willie ” 
(calling aloud to the boy), “a cup of distilled waters — 
Soh ! — now I could face the devil.” 

He spoke the last words aloud, and close by the door of 
the apartment, which was suddenly opened by Richie 
Moniplies, followed by two gentlemen, and attended by 
two porters bearing money-bags. “If ye can face the 
devil, Maister Skurliewhitter,” said Richie, “ye will be 
the less likely to turn your back on a sack or twa o* siller, 
which I have ta’en the freedom to bring you. Sathanas 
and Mammon are near akin.” The porters, at the same 
time, ranged their load on the floor. 

“I — I.” — stammered the surprised scrivener — “I cannot 
guess wnat you mean, sir.” 

“ Only that I have brought you the redemption-money 
on the part of Lord Glenvarloch, in discharge of a certain 
mortgage over his family inheritance. And here, in good 
time, comes Master Reginald Lowestoffe, and another 
honourable gentleman of the Temple, to be witnesses to 
the transaction.” 

“I — I incline to think,” said the scrivener, “that the 
term is expired.” 

“You will pardon us. Master Scrivener,” said Lowestoffe. 
*** You will net baffle us — it wants three-quarters of noon 
by every clock in the city.” 

“Imust have time, gentlemen,” said Andrew, “to examine 
the gold by tale and weight.” 

“Do so at your leisure. Master Scrivener,” replied Lowe- 
stofle again. “ We have already seen the contents of each 
sack told and weighed, and we have put our seals on them. 
There "They stand in a row, twenty in number, each 
containing three hundred yellow-hammers — we are wit- 
nesses to the lawful tender.” 

“Gentlemen,” said the scrivener, “this security now 
belongs to a might/ lord. I pray you, abate your haste, 
and let me send for Lord Dalgarno,— -or rather I will run 
for him myself.” 

So saying, he took up his hat ; but Lowestoffe called 
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out, — “Friend Moniplies, keep the door fast, an thou 
Wst a mani seeks but to put oif the tinie. — In plain 
terms, Andrew, you may send for the devil, if you will, 
who is the mightiest lord of my acquaintance, but from 
hence you stir not till you have answered our proposition, 
by rejecting or acceptiiig the redemption-money fairly 
tendered— there it lies— take it, or leave it, as you will. 
I have skill enough to know that the law is mightier 
than any lord in Britain — I have learned so much at the 
Temple, if I have learned notJiing else. And see that you 
trifle not witli it, lest it make your long ears an inch 
shorter, Master Skurliewhitter.” 

“Nay, gentlemen, if you threaten me,” said the scrivener, 
“I cannot resist compulsion.” 

“No threats — no threats at all, my little Andrew,” said 
TiOwestofFe ; “a little friendly advice only— forget not, 
honest Andrew, I have seen you in Alsatia.” 

Without answering a single word, the scriven<=vr sat 
down, and drew iu proper fonn a full receipt for the 
money proffered. 

“ I take it on your report, Master Lowestoffe,” he said ; 
“I hope you will remember 1 have insisted neither upon 
weight nor tale— I have been civil — if there is deficiency 
I shall come to loss.” 

“Fillip his nose with a gold-piece, Richie,” quoth the 
Templar. “Take up the papers, and now wend W3 
merrily to dine thou wot’st where.” 

“ If 1 might choose,” said Richie, “ it should not be at 
yonder roguish ordinary ; but as it is your pleasure, 
gentlemen, the treat shar be given wheresoever you will 
nave it.” 

“ At the ordinary,” said the one Templar. 

“ At Beau jeu’s,” said the other ; “ it is the only house 
in London for nefit wines, nimble drawers, choice dishes, 
and ” 

“And high charges,” quoth Richie Moniplies. “But, 
as I said befo x?, gentlemen, ye have a right to command 
me in this thing, having so frankly rendered your 
service in this small matter of business, withotit other 
stipulation than that of a slight banquet.” 

The latter part of this discourse passed in the street, 
where, immediately afterwards, they met Lord Did^rno. 
He Apipeared in l\aste, touched his nat slightly to Master 
Lowestoffe, who returned his reverence with the same 
negligence, and walked slowly on with his companion, 
while Lord Balgarno stopped. Ridiie Moniplies with a 
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commanding sign, which the instinct of education com- 
pelled Moniplies, though indignant, to obey. 

“Whom do you now follow, sirrah demanded the 
nobla 

“Whomsoever goeth before me, my lord,” answered 
Moniplies. 

“ No sauciness, you knave — I desire to know if you still 
serve Nigel Olifaunt said Lord Dalgarno. 

“ I am friend to the noble Lord Glenvarloch,” answered 
Moniplies, with dignity. 

“True,” replied Lord Dalgarno, “that noble lord has 
sunk to seek friends among lackeys — Nevertheless, — hark 
thee hither, — nevertheless, if he be of the same mind as 
when we lost mot, thou mayst show him, that, on to- 
morrow, at four afternoon, I shall pass northward by 
Enfield Chase — I will be -slenderly attended, as I design 
to send n^y train through Barnet. It is my purpose to 
ride an easy pace through the forest, and to linger a while 
by Camlet Moat — he knows the place ; and, if he be aught 
but an Alsatian bully, will think it fitter for some purposes 
than the Park. He is, I understand, at liberty, or shortly 
to be so. If he fail me at the place nominated, he must 
seek me in Scotland, where he will find me possessed of 
bis father^s estate and lands.” 

“Humph I” muttered Bichie ; “there go twa words to 
that bargain.” 

He even meditated a joke on the means whieh he was 
conscious he possessed of baffling Lord Dalgarno’s expec- 
tations ; but there was something of keen and dangerous 
excitement in the eyes of the young noUeman, which 
prompted his discretion for once to rule his wit, and he 
only answered— 

“God grant your lordship may well brook your new 
conquest — when you get it. I shall do your errand to my 
lord — whilk is to say,” he added internally, “he shall 
never hear a word of it from Bichie. I am not the lad to 
put him in such hazard.” 

Lord D^garno looked at him sharply for a moment, as 
if to penetrate the meaning of the dry ironicar tone, 
which, in spite of Kichie^s awe, mingled with his answer, 
and then waved his hand, in signal he should pass on. 
He hdmself walked slowly till the trio were out of sight, 
then turned back with nasty steps to the door the 
scrivener, which be had passed in his progress^ knocked, 
and wee admitted. 

Lord Dalgarno found the man of law with tibe moneys 
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bags still standing before him ; and it esca^d not his 
penetrating glance, that Skurliewhitter was disconcerted 
and alarmed at his approach. 

“Hqw now, man,'* he said; “what! hast thou not a 
word of oily compliment to me on my happy marriage ? — 
not a word of most nhilosophical consolation on my dis- 
grace at Court ? — Or nas my mien, as a wittol and discarded 
favourite, the properties or the Gorgon's head, the turhatm 
PalladiB armoLy as Majesty might say ? ” 

“My lord, I am glad — my lord, 1 am sorry,” — answered 
the trembling scrivener, who, aware of the vivacity of 
Lord Dalgarno's temper, dreaded the consequence of the 
communication he had to make to him. 

“ Glad and sorry I ” answered Lord Dalgarno. “ That is 
blowing hot and cold, with a witness. Harl; ye, you 
picture of petty-larceny personified — if you are sorry I 
am a cuckold, remember I am only mine own, you knave 
— there is too little blood in her cheeks to have sent her 
astray elsewhere. Well, I will bear mine antler'd honours 
as I may — gold shall gild them : and for my disgrace, 
revenge shall sweeten it. Ay, revenge — ^and there strikes 
the happy hour ! ” 

The hour of noon was accordingly heard to peal from 
Saint Dunstan's. “ Well banged, brave hammers!” said 
Lord Dalgarno, in triumph. — “The estate and lands of 
Glenvarloch are crushed beneath these clanging blows. 
If my steel to-morrow prove but as true as your iron 
maces to-day. the poor landless lord will little miss what 
your peal hath cut him out from. — The papers — the papers, 
thou varlet I I am to-morrow Northward, ho ! At four, 
afternoon. I apa bound to be at Camlet Moat, in the 
Enfield Chase. To-night most of my retinue set forward. 
The papers ! — Como, dispatch.” 

“My lord, the— the papers of the Glenvarloch mortgage 
— ^I— I have them not.” 

“Have them not!” echoed Lord Dalgarno, — “Hast 
thou sent them to my lodging, thou varlet ! Did I not 
say I was coming hither ?—Wnat mean you by pointii^ 
to that money ? What villainy have you done for it ? It 
is too large to be come honestly by.” 

“Your lordship knows best,” answered the scrivener, iq 
great perturbation. “The gold is your own. It is— it 
is” 

“Not the redebaption-money of the Glenvarloch estate !” 
said Dalgarno. ^‘Dare not say it is, or I will, upon the 
spot, divorce your pettifogging soul from your carrion 
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carcass ! ” So saying, he seized the scrivener by the collar 
and shook him so vehemently, that he tore it from the 
cassock. 

“My lord. I must call for help,” said the trembling 
caitiff, who felt at that moment all the bitterness of the 
mortal agony^“ It was the law’s act, not mine. What 
could I (To 

“Dost ask? — why, thou snivelling dribblet of damnation, 
were all thy oaths, tricks, and lies spent ? or do you hold 
yourself too good to utter them in my service? Thou 
shouldst have lied, cozened, outsworn truth itself, rather 
than stood betwixt me and my revenge ! But mark me,” 
he continued ; “I know more of your pranks than would 
hang thee. A line from me to the Attorney-General, and 
thou art sped.” 

“What would you have me to do, my lord?” said the 
scrivener. “ All that art and law can accomplish, I will 
try.” 

“ Ah, are you converted ? do so, or pity of your life ! ” 
said the lord ; “and remember I never fail my word. — 
Then keep that accursed gold,” he continued. “ Or, stay, 
I will not trust you — send me this gold home presently to 
my lodging. I will still forvirard to Scotland, and it shall 
go hard but that I hold out Glenvarloch Castle against 
the owner, 1^ means of the ammunition he has himself 
furnished. Thou art ready to serve me ? ” The scrivener 
professed the most implicit obedience. 

“ Then remember, the hour was past ere payment was 
tendered — and see thou hast witnesses of trusty memory 
to prove that point.” 

“Tush, my lord, I will do more,” said Andrew, reviving 
— “I will prove that Lord Glenvarloch’s friends threatened, 
swaggered, and drew swords on me. — Did your lordship 
thinx I was ungrateful enough to have suffered them to 
prejudice your lordship, save that they had bare swords 
at my throat?” 

“Enough said,” replied Dalgarno ; “you are perfect — 
mind that you continue so, as you would avoid my fury. 
I leave my page below— -get porters, and let them follow 
me instantly with the gold.” 

So saying. Lord Dalgarno left the scrivener’s habitation. 

Skurliewbitter, having dispatched his boy to get porters 
of trust for transporting the money, remained alone and 
in dismay, meditating by what means he could shake 
himself free of the vindictive and ferocious nobleman, who 
possei^sed at once a dangerous knowledge of bis character. 
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and the TOwer of exposing him, where exposure would be 
ruin. He had indeed acquiesced in the plan, rapidly 
" sketched, for obtaining possession of the ransomed estate, 
but his experience foresaw that this would be impossible ; 
while, on the other hand, he could not anticipate the 
various cohseguencos of Lord Dalgarno^s resentment, 
without fears, from which his sordid soul recoiled. To bo 
in the powen and subject both to the humours and the 
extortions or a spendthrift young lord, just when his 
indiistry had shaped out the means of fortune, — it was 
the most cruel trick which fate could have played the 
incipient usurer. 

^ While the scrivener was in this fit of anxious anticipa- 
tion, one knocked at the door of the apartment ; and, 
being desired to enter, appeared in the coarse riding-cloak 
of uncut Wiltshire cloth, fastened by a broad leather belt 
and brass buckle, which Avas then generally worn by 
graziers and countrymen. Skurlicwhitter, believing he 
saw in his visitor a country client who might prove 
profitable, had opened his mouth to request him to be 
seated, when the stranger, throwing back his frieze hood 
which he had drawn over his face, showed the Scrivener 
features well imprinted in his recollection, but which he 
never saw without a disposition to swoon. 

“ Is it you ? ” he said, faintly, as the stranger replaced 
the hood which concealed his features. 

“Who else should it be?” said his visitor. 

** Thou son of parchment, got betwixt the inkhorn 
And the stuff d process-bag—that mayest call 
The pen thy fatiier, and the ink thy mother. 

The wax thy brother, and the sand thy sister. 

And the good piJlory thy cousin allied— 

Rise, and do reverence unto me, thy better I ** 

“Not yet down to the country,” said the scrivener, 
“ after every warning ? Do not think your grazier’s cloak 
will bear you out, captain — no, nor your scraps of stage- 
plays.” 

“Why, what would you have me to do?’\ said the 
captain — “ Would you have me starve ? If I am to fly, 
you must eke my wings with a few feathers. You can 
spare them, I think.” 

“You had means already — you have had ten pieces — 
What is becoi^e of them ?” 

“Gone,” answered Captain Oolepepper— “ Gone, no 
matter where— I had a mind to bite, and I was bitten, 
that’# all— I think my hand shook at the -thoi^ht of 
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t’other night’s work, for I trowled the doctors like a very 
baby.” 

“ And you have lost all, then Well, take this and be* 
gone,” said the scrivener. 

“What, two poor smelts 1 Marry, plague of your bounty ! 
— But remember, you are as deep in as I.” 

“Kot so. by Heaven!” answered the scrivener; “I 
only thoujjnt of easing the old man of some papers and a 
trifle of his gold, and yon took his life.” 

“Were he living,” answered Colepepper, “he would 
rather have lost it than his money. — But that is not the 
question, Master Skurliewhitter — you undid the private 
bolts of the window when you visited him about some 
afiairs on the d.ay ere he di€‘d — r>o satisfy yourself, that, if 
I am taken, I will not swing alone. Pity jack Hempsfield 
is dead, it spoils the old catch, 

* And tliree merry men, and three merry men, 

And tljree merry men are we, 

As ever did sing three parts in a string, 

All under the triple tree.* " 


“ For God’s sake, speak lower,” said the scrivener ; “ is 
this a place or time to make your midnight catches heard? 
— But how much will serve your turn ? I tell you I am 
but ill provided.” 

“You tell me a lie, then,” said the bully — “a most 
palpable and gross lie. — IIow much, d’ye say, will serve 
my turn ? Why, one of these bags wnll do for the present.” 

“ I swear to you that these bags of money are not at my 


“Not honestly, perhaps,” said the captain, “ but that 
makes little difference betwdxt us.” 

“ I swear to you,” continued the scrivener, “ they are in 
no way at ray disposal — they have been delivered to me 
by tale — I am to pay them over to Lord Dalgarnq, whose 
boy waits for them, and I could not skelder one piece out 
of them, without risk of hue and cry.” 

“ Can you not put off the delivery ? ” said the bravo, his 
huge hand still tumbling with one of the bags, as if his 
fingers longed to close on it. 

“Impossible,” said the scrivener, “he sets forward to 
Scotland to-morrow.” 

“ Ay 1 ”* said the bully, after a moment’s thoughtr— 
“ Travels he the north road with such a charge ? ” 

“ He is well accompanied,” added the scrivener ; “ but 
yet” 

“ But yet—but what ?” said the bravo. 
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“ Nay, I meant nothing,” said the scrivener. 

“Thou didst— thou hadst the wind of some good thing,” 
replied Colepepper ; “ I saw thee pause like a setting dog. 
Thou wilt say as little, and make as sure a sign, as a well- 
bred spaniel.” 

“All I meant to say, captain, was, that his servants go 
by Barnet, and he himself, with his page, pass through 
Enfield Chase ; and he spoke to me yesterday of riding a 
soft pace.” 

“ Aha !— Comest thou to me there, my boy ? ” 

“And of resting”— continued the scrivener,— “resting 
a space at Camlet Moat.” 

“Why this is better than cock-fighting!” said the 
captain. 

“I see not how it can advantage you, captain,” said the 
scrivener. “ But, however, they cannot ride fast, for his 
page rides the.sumpter norse, which carries all that 
weight,” pointing to the money on the table. “ Lord 
Dalgarno looks sharp to the world’s gear.” . 

“That horse will obliged to those who may ease him 
of his burden,” said the bravo ; “ and, egad, he may be 
met with.— He hath still that page— that same Lutin — 
that goblin ? Well, the boy hath set game for me ere 
now. I will be revenged, too, for I owe him a grudge for 
an old score at the ordinary. Let me see — Black Feltham, 
and Dick Shakebag— we shall want a fourth — I love to 
make sure, and the booty will stand parting, besides 
what I can bucket them out of. Well, scrivener, lend me 
two pieces.— Bravely done— nobly imparted I Give ye 
good-den.” And wrapping his disguise closer around him, 



fault with me— none — and then I shall have all the 
advantage. If this ruffian falls, there is truce with his 
tugs at my purse-strings ; and if Lord Dalgarno dies-ras 
is most likely, for though as much afraid of cold steel as 
a debtor of a dun, this lellow is a deadly shot from behind 
a bush,— then am I in a thousand ways safe— safe— safe.” 

We willingly drop the curtain over him and his teflec- 
tions. >4, 



THE FORTUNES OF NIGEL. 


m 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

We are not worst at once—the course of evil 
Begins so slowly, and from such slight source, 

*An infant’s hand might stem its breach with clay; 

But let the stream get deeper, and philosophy— 

Ay, and relirion too,— shall strive in vain ’ 

To turn the headlong torrent. 

Old Play, 

The Templars had been regaled by our friend Richie 
Moniplies in a private chamber at Beaujeu’s. where he 
might be considered as good company ; for ne had ex- 
changed his serving-mail’s cloak and lerkin for a grave 
yet handsome suit of clothes, in the fashion of the times, 
out such as might have befitted an older man than him- 
self. He had positively declined presenting himself at 
the ordinary, a point to which his companions were very 
desirous to have brought him, for it will be easily believed 
that such wags as Lowestolfe and his companion were not 
indisposed to a little merriment at the expense of the 
raw and pedantic Scotsman j besides the chance of easing 
him of a few pieces, of which he appeared to have ac- 
quired considerable command. But not even a succes- 
sion of measures of sparkling sack, in which the little 
brilliant atoms circulated like motes in the sun’s rays, 
had the least efi'ect on Richie’s sense of decorum. He 
retained the gravity of a judge, even while he drank like 
a fish, partly from his own natural inclination to good 
liquor, partly in the way of good fellowship towards his 
guests. When the wine began to make some innovation 
on their heads, Master Lowestoffe, tired, perhaps, of the 
humours of Richie, who began to become yet more 
stoically contradictory and dogmatical than even in^ the 
earlier part of the entertainment, proposed to his friend 
to break up their debauch and join the gamesters. 

The drawer was called accordingly, and Richie dis- 
charged the reckoning of the party, with a generous 
remuneration to the attendants, which was received with 
cap and knee, and many assurances of— “ Kindly welcome, 
gentlemen.” 

“I ’grieve we should part so soon, gentlemen,” said 
Richie to his companions,— “ and I would you had cracked 
another quart ere you went, or st^ed to take some slight 
matter or supper^ and a glass of Rhenish. I thank you, 
however, for having graced my poor collation thus tar ; 
and I commend you to fortune, in your own courses, for 
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the ordinary neither was, is, nor shall be, an element of 
mine.” 

‘‘Fare thee well, then,” said Lowestoffe, “most sapient 
and sententious Master Moniplies. May you soon have 
another mortgJige to redeem, and may X be there to 
witness it ; and may you play the good fellow as heartily 
as you have done this day.” 

“Nay, gentlemen, it is merely of your grace to say so — 
but, if you would but hear mo speak a few words of 
admonition respecting this wdcked ordinary ” 

“Reserve tlie lesson, most honourable Richie,” said 
Lowestoft e, “ until I have lost all my money,” showing at 
the same time a purse indilFerently well provided, “and 
then the lecture is likely to have some weight.” 

“And keep iny share of it, Richie,” said the other 
Templar, showing an almost emyity purse, in his turn, 
“till this be full again, and then i will promise to hear 
you with some patience.” 

Ay, ay, gallants,” said Richie, “ the full and the empty 
gang a^ ae gate,^ and that is a grey one— but the time 
will come.” ^ 

“Nay, it is come already,” said Lowestoffe “they have 
set out the hazard table, Since you will peremptorily 
not go with us, why, farewell, Richie.” 

“And farewell, gentlemen,” said Richie, and loft the 
house, into which they had returned. 

Moniplies was not nmny steps from the door, when a 
person, whom, lost in his reflections on gaming, ordinaries, 
and the manners of the age, he had not observed, and who 
had been as negligent on his part, ran full against him ; 
and, when Richie desired to know whether he meant 
“ ony incivility,” replied by a curse on ^Scotland, and all 
that belonged to it. A less round reflection on his country 
wmild, at any time, have provoked Richie, but more 
especially when he had a double quart of Canary and 
better in hi^ pate. He was about to give a very rough 
answer, aiid to second his word by action, when a closer 
view oi his antagonist changed his purpose, 

“You are the vera lad in the warld,” said Richie, “ whom 
I most wished to meet.” 

“And you,” answered the stranger, “or any of your 
beggarly, countrymen, aro the last ^pight I should ever 
wSE to see. You Scots are ever fair and false, and an 
honest man cannot thrive within eyeshot of you.” 

“As to our poverty, friend,” replied Richie, “ that is as 
1 0^ one rocuit* * 
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Heaven pleases ; but touching our falset, HI prove to you 
that a Scotsman bears as leal and true a heart to his 
friend as ever beat in English doublet.” 

“I care not whether he does or not,” said the gallant. 
“ Let me go — why keep you hold mv cloak ? Let me 
go, or I will thrust you into the kennel.” 

“ I believe I could forgie ye, for you did me a good turn 
once, in plucking tno out of it,” said the Scot. 

“ i3eshrow niy fingers, then, if they did so,” replied the 
stranger. “ I would your whole country lay there, along 
with you ; and Heaven’s curse blight the hana that 
helped to raise them !—Why do you stop my way?” he 
added, fiercely. 

“Because it is a bad one, Master Jenkin,” said Richie. 
“Nav, never start about it, man — you see you are known. 
Alack-a-day ! that an honest man’s son should live to 
start at heai’ing himself called by his own name! ” Jenkiii 
struck his brow violently with his clenched fist. 

“Come, come,” said Richie, “this passion availeth 
nothing. Tell me what gate go you ? ” 

“ To the devil ! ” answered Jin Vin. 

“That is a black gate, if you speak according to the 
letter,” answered Richie ; “ but if metaphorically, there 
are worse places in this great city than the Devil Tavern ; 
and I care not if J go thithei with you, and bestow a 
pottle of burnt sack on you — it will correct the crudities 
of my stomach, and form a gentle preparative for the leg 
of a cold pullet.” 

“ I pray you, in good fashion, to let me go,” said Jenkin. 
“You may mean me kindly, and I wish you to have 
no wrong at my hand ; but T am in the humour to be 
dangerous to myself, or any one.” 

“ I will abide the risk,” said the Scot, “ if you will but 
come with me ; and here is a place convenient, a howfF^ 
nearer than the Devil, whilk is but an ill-omened drouthy ^ 
name for a tavern. This other of the Saint Andrew is a 
quiet phLce. where 1 have ta’oii my whetter 'pow and then 
when J lodged in the neighbourhood of the Temple with 
Lord Qlenvarloch. — What the deil’s the matter wi’ the 
man, garr’d* him gio sic a spang ^ as that, and almaist 
brought himself and me on the causeway ? ” 

“Do not name th^t false Scot’s name to me,” said Jin 
Vin, “ if you would not have me go mad !— I was happy b% 
fore I saw him— he has been the cause of all the ill tnat has 
befallen me— he has made a knave and a madman of me!” 

# 1 Haunt. 3 Dziad up. > Mado. ^ Jump. 
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“If you are a knave,” said Kicliie, “you have met an 
oflficer — if you are daft, you have met a keeper ; but a 
gentle officer and a kind keeper. Look you, my gude 
friend, there has been twenty things said about this 
same lord, in which there is no more truth than in the 
leasings^ of Mahound. The warst they can say of him is, 
that he is not always so amenable to good advice as I 
would pray him, you, and every young man to be. Come 
wr me — ^just come ye wi* me ; and, if a little spell of siller 
and a great deal of excellent counsel can relieve your 
occasions, all I can say is, you ha\'o had the luck to meet 
one capable of giving you both, and maist willing to 
bestow them.” 

The pertinacity of the Scot prevailed over the sullen- 
ness or Vincent, who was indeed in a state of agitation 
and incapacity to think for himself, which led him to 
yield the more readily to the suggestions of another. He 
suffered himself to be dragged into the small tavern 
which llichie recommended, and where they soon found 
themselves seated in a snug niche, with a reeking pottle 
of burnt sack, and a paper of sugar betwixt them. Pipes 
and tobacco were also provided, but were only used by 
Eichie, who had adopted the custom of late, as adding 
considerably to the gravity and importance of his 
manner, and affording, as it were, a bland and plea- 
sant accompaniment to the words of wisdom which 
flowed from his tongue. After they had filled their 
glasses and drunk them in silence, Eichie repeated the 
question, whither his guest was going when they met so 
fortunately.” 

“I told you,” said Jenkin, “I was going to destruction 
— I mean to the gaming-house. I am resolved to hazard 
these two or three pieces, to get as much as will p^ for a 
passage with Captain Sharker, whose ship lies at (Jraves- 
end, bound for America— and so Eastward, ho !— I met 
one devil in the way already, who would have tempted 
me from my purpose, but I spurned him from me — 
you may be another for what I know. — What degree of 
damnation do you propose for me,” he added wildly, “and 
what is the price oi it * ” 

“I would have you to know,” answered Eichie, “that I 
deal in no such commodities, whether as buyer or seller. 
But if you will tell me honestly the cause of your distress, 
I will do what is in my power to help you out of it, — ^not 
being, however, prodigal of promises, until I know the 

1 ^aliB^hoods, 
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case ; as a learned physician only gives advice when he 
has observed the diagnostics.” 

“ No one has anything to do with my affairs,” said the 
poor lad ; and folding his arms on the table, he laid his 
head upon them, with the sullen dejection of the over- 
burdened lama, when it throws itself down to die in 
desperation. 

Kichie Moniplies, like most folk who have a good 
opinion of themselves, was fond of the task of consolation, 
wliich at once displayed his superiority (for the consoler 
is necessarily, for the time at least, superior to the afflicted 
person), and indulged his love of talking. He inflicted 
on the poor penitent a harangue of pitiless length, stuffed 
full of the usual topics of the mutability of human affairs 
— the eminent advantages of patience under affliction — 
the folly of grieving for what hath no remedy — the neces- 
sity of taking more care for the future, and some gentle 
rebukes on account of the past, which acid he threw in to 
assist in subduing the patient’s obstinacy, as Hannibal 
used vinegar in cutting his way through rocks. It was 
not in human nature to endure this flood of commonplace 
eloquence in silence : and Jiji Vin, whether desirous of 
stopping the flow or words crammed thus into his ear, 
against the stomach of his sense,” or whether conflding 
in Kichie’s protestations of friendship, which the wretched, 
says Fielding, are ever so ready to believe, or whether 
merely to give his sorrows vent in words, raised his head, 
and turning his red and swollen eyes to Richie— 

“Cocksbones, man, only hold thy tongue, and thou shalt 
know all a^ut it, — and then fill I ask of thee is to shake 
hands and pai’t.— This Margaret Ramsay,— you have seen 
her, man ? ’’ 

Once,” said Richie, “ once, at Master George Heriot’s, 
in Lombard Street— I was in the room when they dined. . 

“ Ay, you helped to shift their trenchers, I remember.” 
said Jin Vin. ‘‘ Well, that same pretty girl— and I will 
uphold her the prettiest betwixt Paul’s and the Bar — 
she is to be weaded to your Lord Glenvarloch, with a 
pestilence on him I ” 

“That is impossible,” said Richie ; “ it is raving nonsense, 
man — they make April gouks^ of you cockneys every 
month in the year — The Lord Glenvarloch marry the 
daughter of a Lonnon mechanic ! I would as soon believ 
the great Prester John would marry the daughter of 
Jew packman ” 


iFoola, 
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“ Hark ye, brother," said Jin Vin, “ I will allow no one to 
speak disregardfully of the city, for all I am in trouble." 

“I crave your pardon, man— I meant no offence,” said 
Bichte: “but as to the marriage, it is a thing simply 
impossible.” 

“ It is a thing that will take place, though, for the Duke 
and the Prince, and all of them, have a hnger in it ; and 
especially the old fool of a King, that makes her oUt to be 
some great woman in her own country, as all the Scots 
preteiid to be, you know,” 

“Master Vincent, but that you are under affliction,” 
said the consoler, offended on his part, “I would hear no 
national reflections.” 

The afflicted youth apologized in his turn, but asserted, 

“ it was true that the King said Peg-a-Ramsay was some 
far-off sort of noblewoman ; and that he had taken a great 
interest in the match, and had run about like an old 
gander, cackling about Peggie ever since he had seen her 
in hose and doublet— and no wonder,” added poor Vin, 
with a deep sigh. 

“ This may be all true,” said Richie, “ though it sounds 
strange in my ears ; but, man, you should not speak evil 
of dignities — Curse not the King, Jenkin; not even in 
thy bedchamber — stone walls have ears — no one has a 
right to know that better than I.” 

“ I do not curse the foolish old man,” said Jenkin : “ but 
I would have them carry things a peg lower. — If they 
were to see on a plain field thirty thousand such pikes as 
I have seen in the artillery gardens, it would not oe their 
long-haired courtiers would nelp them, I trow.”^ 

“Hout tout, man,” said Richie, “mind where the 
Ptewarts come frae, and never think they would want 
tspears or claymores either : but leaving sic mattery whilk 
are perilous to speak on, I say once more, what is your 
concern in all this matter ? ” 

“What is it?” said Jenkin ; “why, have I not fixed on 
Peg-a-Ramsay to be my true love, from the day I came to 
her old fathers shop ? and have I not carried ner pattens 
and her chopines for three years, and borhe her prayer- 
book to church, and brushed the cushion for her to kneel 
down upon, and did she ever say me nay ?” 

1 Clarendon remarkis. that the importance of the mOitaiy exercise of the 
citlaens was seveiely felt by the cavaliers during the dvfl war, notwithstanding! 
the ridicule that had been showered upon it by the dramatic poets of the day. 
Nothing, less than habitual practice could, at the battle Of Newbury and el^ 
where, have enabled the Londoners to keep their ranks as plkemen. in eplte of 
the repeated charge of the fiery Prhioe Eopert and hU gallant cavaliers. (S.) 
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“I see no cause she xiad,” said Richie, “if the like of 
such small services were all that ye proflered. Ah, man ! 
there are few— very few, either of fools or of wise men, 
ken how to guide a woman.” 

“ Why, did I not serve her at the risk of njy freedom, 
and very nigh at tlio risk of my neck ! Did she not — no, 
it was not her neither, but that accui*sed beldam whom 
slie caused to work up{ni me —persuade me like ar fool tc 
turn myself into a waterman to help my lord, and a 
plague to him, down to Scotland ? and instead of going 
peaceably dowui to the ship at Grav(»send, did not he rant 
and bully, and show^ his pisUds, and make me land him at 
(Ireenwicn. whore ho played some swaggering pranks, 
that helped both him and mo into tin* Towner 1 ” 

“Aha!” said Jlichie, throwing more than his usual 
wisdom into his looks ; “ so yo\;i were the green jacketed 
waterman that rowed Lord Clloii\arloch down the river 
“ The more fool I, that did not souse him in the Thames,” 
said Jenkin ; “and J was the lad that would not confess 
one word of who or what I was, though they threatened 
to make me hug tin* 1 )uko of Exeter’s daughter.” ^ 

“ Wha is she, man i ’ said Richie ; “ she must be an ill- 
fashioned piece, if you le so much afraid of her, and she 
come of such high kin.” 

“ I mean the rack— the rack, man,” said Jenkin. 
“ Where were you bred thfit never heard of the Duke of 
Exeter’s daughter ? But all the dukes and duchesses in 
England could have got nothing out of me — so the truth 
came out some other way, and I was set free. — Home I 
ran, thinking myself one of the cleverest and liappiest 
fellows in the ward. And she — she — she wanted to pay 
mo with money for all my true service I and she spoke so 
sweetly and so coldly at tho same time, I wished myself 
in the deepest dungeon of the Tower — I wish they had 
i*acked me to death before 1 heard this ^cottishman was 
to chouse me out of my sweetheart ! ” 

“ But are ye sure ye have lost her ? ” said Richie ; “ it 
sounds strange in my ears that my Lord Glenvarloch 
should marry the daughter of a dealer, — though there 
are uncouth marriages made in London, I’ll allow that.” 

“Why. I tell you this lord was no sooner clear of the 
Tower, than he and Master George Heriot comes to make 
proposals for her, with the King’s assent, and what not : 
andf fine fair-day prospects of Court favour for this lordf, 
for he hath not an acre of land.” 

1 A particular species uf rack, used t)ie Tower of London, was so called. (8.) 
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/‘Well, and what said the auld watch-maker 1 ” said 
Bichie ; “ was he not, as might weel beseem him, ready to 
loup out of his skin-case for very joy ? ” 

“He multiplied six figures progressively, and reported 
the product — ^then gave his consent.” 

“ And what did you do ? ” 

“ I rushed into tne streets ” said the i)oor lad, “ with a 
burning heart and a blood-shot eye — and where did I 
first find myself, but with that beldam. Mother Suddle- 
ch^— and what did she propose to me, but to take the 

“Take the road, man? in what sense?” saidIBichie. 

“Even as a clerk to Saint Nicholas — as a highwayman, 
like Poins and Peto, and the good fellows in the play — 
and who think you was to be my captain ?— for she had 
the whole out ere I could speak to her — I fancy she took 
silence for consent, and thought me damned too unutter- 
ably to have one thought left that savoured of redemption 
— who was to be my captain, but the knave that you saw 
me cudgel at the ordinary when you waited on Lord 
Glenvarloch, a cowardly, Marking, thievish bully about 
town here, whom they call Colepepper.” 

“Colepepper — umpn — I know somewhat of that smaik,”^ 
said Richie ; “ ken ye by ony chance where he may pe 
heard of, Master Jenkin ? — ye wad do me a sincere service 
to tell me.” 

“Why, he lives something obscurely,” answered the 
apprentice, “ on account of suspicion or some villainy — I 
believe that horrid murder in Whitefriars, or some such 
matter. But I might have heard all about him from 
Dame Suddlechop, lor she spoke of my meeting him at 
Enfield Chase, with some other good fellows, to do a 
robbery on one that goes northward with a store of 
treasure.” 

“And you did not agree to this fine project?” said 
Moniplies. 

“1 cursed her for a hag, and came away about my 
business,” answered Jenkin. 

“Ay, and what said she to that, man? That would startle 
her,” said Richie. 

“Not a whit. She laughed, and said she wag, in jest,” 
answered Jenkin ; “but 1 know the she-devirs jest from 
her earnest too v^ll to be taken in that way. But she 
knows I would never betray her.” f 

“ Betray her ! No,” replied Richie ;^*but are <ye in any 
1 Mean fellow. 
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shape bound to this birkie Peppercull, or Colepepper, or 
whatever they call him, that ye suld let him do a robbery 
on the honest gentleman that is travelling to the north, 
and may be a kindly Scot, for what we know ? ” 

“Ay — going home with a load of English money,” said 
Jenkin. “But be he who he will, they may rob the 
whole world an they list, for I am robbed and ruined.” 

Eichie filled up lus friend^s cup to the brim, and insisted 
that he should drink what he called “clean caup out,” 
“ This love,” he said, “ is but a bairnly matter for a brisk 
young fellow like yourself. Master Jenkin. And if ye 
must needs hftve a whimsy, though I think it would be 
safer to venture on a staid womanly body, why, here be as 
bonny Icisses in London as this Peg-a-Eamsay. Ye need 
not^sigh sae deeply, for it is very true — there is as good 
fish in the sea as ever came out of it. Now wherefore 
should you, who are as brisk and trig a young fellow of 
your inches as the sun needs to shine on — wherefore tieed 
you sit moping this way, and not try some bold way to 
better your fortune 

“I tell you, Master Moniplies,” said Jenkin, “I am as 
poor as any Scot among you — I have broke my indenture, 
and I thinK of running my country.” 

“ A-well-a-day ! ” said Eichie ; “but that maunna be, man 
— I ken weel, by sad experience, that poortith^ takes 
away pith, and the man sits full still that has a rent in 
his breeks.^ But courage, man; you have served me 
heretofore, and I will serve you now. If you will but 
bring me to speech of this same Captain, it shall be the 
best day’s -work you ever did.” 

“I guess where you are, Master Eichard — you would 
save your countryman’s long purse,” said Jenkin. “I 
cannot see how that should advantage me, but I reck not 
if I should bear a hand. I hate that braggart, that bloody- 
minded, cowardly bully. If you can get me mounted, I 
care not if I show you where the dame told me I should 
meet him — but you must stand to the risk, for though he 
is a coward himself^ I know he will have more than one 
stout fellow with him,” 

“We’ll have a warrant, man,” said Eichie, “and the hue 
and cry, to boot.” 

1 Poverty. 

3 This elegant speech was made by the £arl of Donglas, called Tineman, after 
being wounded and made {Heouer at the battle of Shrewsbury^ where 
4 w «» jjjg ]a]jt)u|.j[ng sword 

Had three times slain the semblance of the King.'* (S.) 
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“We will have no such thing,” said Jenkin, “if I am to 
go with you. I am not the lad to betray any one to the 
liarman-beck. You must do it by manhood if I am to go 
with you. I am sworn to cutter’s law, and will sell no 
man’s blood.” 

“Aweel,” said Richie, “a wilful man must have his way : 
ye must think that I was born and bred where cracked 
crowns were plentier than whole ones. BesideSjI have 
two noble friends here. Master Lowestoffe Of the Temple, 
and his cousin Master Ringw’ood, that wdll blithely be of 
SO gallant a party.” 

“Lowestoffe and Ringwood!” said Jenkin; “they are 
1x>th brave gallants — they will be sure company. Know 
you where they are to be found ? ” 

‘ Ay, marry do I,” replied Richie. “They are fast at 
the tfards and dice, till the sma* hours, I warrant them.” 

“They are gentlemen of trust and honour,” said'Jenkin, 
“ and, if they advise it, I will try the adventure. Go, try 
if you can bring them hither, since you have so much to 
say with them. We must not be seen abroad together. — 
I know not how it is, Master Moniplios,” continued he, as 
his countenance brightened up, and while, in his turn, he 
filled the cups, “but I feel my heart something lighter 
since I have thought of this matter.” 

“Thus it is to have counsellors, Master Jenkin,” said 
Richie; “and truly I hope to he^r you say that your 
Ixeart is as light as a lavrock’s,^ and that before you are 
many days aulder. Never smile and shake your head, 
but mind what I tell you — and bide here in the meanwhile, 
till I go to seek these gallants. I warrant you, cart- ropes 
would not hold them back from such a '‘ploy ^ as I shall 
propose to them.” 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 


The thievea have bound the true men— Now, could thou and I rob the whiev^ 
and go merrily to London. 

Henry JV., Part JPiret* 


The sun was high upon the glades of Enfield Chase, 
and the deer, with which it then abounded, were seen 
sporting in picturesque groups among the ancient oaks of 
the fo^t, when a cavalier and a lady, on fooL although 
in riding apparel, sauntered slowly up one of the long 

J Lark’s. a Frolic. 
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alleys which were cut through the park for the convenience 
of the hunters. Their only attendant was a page, who, 
riding a Spanish iennet, which seemed to bear a heavy 
cloak -bag, followed them at a respectful distance. The 
female, attired in all the fantastic finery of the period, 
with more than the usual quantity of bugles, flounces, and 
trimmings, and holding her fan of ostrich feathers in one 
hand, and her riding-mask of black velvet in the other, 
seemed anxious, by all the little coquetry practised on 
such occasions, to secure the notice of her companion, who 
sometimes heard her prattle without seeming to attend to 
it, and at other times interrupted his tram of graver 
reflections, to reply to her. 

“Nay, but, my lord—my lord, you walk so fast, you will 
leave me behind you.-7-Nay, I will have hold of your arm, 
but how to manage with my mask and my fan? Why 
would ^ou not let me bring my waiting-gentlewoman to 
follow us, and hold my things ? But see, I will put my 
fan in ray girdle, soh I—and now that I have a hand to 
hold you with, you shall not run away from me.” 

“Come on, then,” answered the gallant, “and let us 
walk apace, since you would not be persuaded to stay 
with your gentlewoman, as you call her, and with the rest 
of the baggage. — You may perhaps see that^ though, you 
will not like to see.” 

She took hold of his arm accordingly ; but as he 
continued to walk at the same pace, she snortly let go her 
hold, exclaiming that he had hui*t her hand. The cavalier 
stopped, and looked at the pretty hand and arm which 
she showed him^ witli exclamations against his cruelty. 
“ I dare say,” she said, baring her wrist and a part of her 
arm, “ it is all black and blue to the very elbow.” 

“ I dare say you are a silly little fool,” said the cavalier, 
carelessly kissing the aggrieved arm ; “ it is only a pretty 
incarnate which sets oft* the blue veins.” 

“Nay, my lord, now it is you are silly,” answered the 
dame ; “ but I am glad I can make you speak and laugh 
on any terms this morning. I am sure, it I tiid insist on 
following you into the forest, it was all for the sake of 
diverting you. I am better company than your page, I 
trow. — And novrj tell me, these pretty things with horns, 
be they not deer ? ” 

“Even such they be, Nelly,” answered her neglectful 
attendant. 

“And what can the great folk do with so many of 
them, forsooth?” 
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“They send them to the city, Nell, where wise men 
make venison pasties of their flesh, and wear their horns 
•for trophies,” answered Lord Dalgarno, whom our reader 
has already recognised. 

“Nayj now you laugh at me, my lord,” answered his 
companion; “but I know all about venison, whatever 
you may think. I always tasted it once a-year when we 
dined with Mr Deputy,” she continued, sadly, as a sense 
of her degradation stole across a mind bewildered with 
vanity ana folly, “ though he woul 1 not speak to me now, 
if we met together in the narrowest lane in the Ward ! ” 

“I warrant he would not,” said Lord Dalgarno, “because 
thou, Nell, wouldst dash him with a single .look ; for I 
trust thou hast more spirit than to throw away words on 
such a fellow as he ? ” 

“ Who, I ! ” said Dame Nelly. “ Nay, I scorn the proud 
princox too much for that. Do you know, he made all 
the folk in the Ward stand cap in hand to him, my poor 
old John Christie and all ? ” Here her recollection began 
to overflow at her eyes. 

“A plague on your whimpering,” said Dalgarno, some- 
what harshly. — “Nay, never look pale for the matter, 
Nell. I am not angry with you, you simple fool. But 
what would you have me think, when you are eternally 
looking back upon your dungeon yonder by the river, 
which smelt of pitch and old cmeese worse than a Welsh- 
man does of onions, and all this when I am taking you 
down to a castle as fine as is in Fairy Land ! ” 

“Shall we be there to-night, my lord?” said Nelly, 
drying her tears. 

“ To-night, Nelly ?-~no, nor this night fortnight.” 

“ Now, the Lord be with us, and keep us ! — But shall 
we not go by sea, my lord ? — I thought everybody came 
from Scotland by sea. I am sure Lord Glenvarloch and 
Richie Moniplies came im by sea.” 

“There is a wide diflerence between coming up and 
going down, Nelly,” answered Lord Dalgarno. 

“And so there is, for certain,” said his simple com- 
panion. “ But yet I think I heard people speaking of 
going down to Scotland by sea, as well as coming up. 
Are you well avised of the way?--Do you think it possible 
we can go by land, my sweet lord ? ” 

“It is but trying, my sweet lady,” said Lord Dalgarno. 
“ Men say England and Scotland are in the same island,^ 
so one would Hope there may be some road betwixt them 
by land.” 
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shall never be able to ride so far,” said the lady. 

**We will have your saddle stuffed softer,” said the 
lord. I tell you that you shall mew your city slough, 
and change from the caterpillar of a paltry lane into the 
butterfly of a prince’s garden. You shall have as many 
tires as there are hours in the day — as many handmaidens 
as there are days in the week~as many menials as there 
are weeks in the year — and you shall ride a hunting and 
hawking with a lord, instead of waiting upon an old ship- 
chandler, who could do nothing but hawk and spit.” 

“Ay, but will you make me your lady?” said Dame 
Nelly. 

“Ay, surely — what else?” replied the lord— “My lady- 
love.” 

“Ay, but I mean your lady* wife,” said Nelly. 

“Truly, Nell, in that I cannot promise to oblige you. 
A lady- wife,” continued Dalgarno, “is a very different 
thii^ from a lady-love.” 

“f heard from Mrs Suddlechop, whom you lodged me 
with since I left poor old John Christie, that Lord Glen- 
varlbch is to marry David Ramsay the clockmaker’s 
daughter ? ” 

“ There is much betwixt the cup and the lip, Nelly. I 
wear something about me may break the bans of that 
hopeful alliance, before the day is much older,” answered 
Lord Dalgarno. 

“Well, but my father was as good a man as old Davy 
Ramsay, and as well to pass in the world, my lord ; and, 
therefore, why should you not marry me ? You have done 
me harm enough, I trow — wherefore should you not do 
me this justice ? ” 

“For two good reasons, Nelly. Fate put a husband on 
you, and the King passed a wife upon me,” answered Lord 
Dalgarno. • 

“Ay, my lord,” said Nelly, “but they remain in England, 
and we go to Scotland.” 

“Til^ argument is better than thou art aware of,” said 
Lord Dalgarno. “I have heard Scottish lawyers say the 
matrimonial tie may be unclasped in our happy country 
by the gentle hand of the ordinary course of law, whereas 
in England it can only be burst by an act of Parliament. 
.Wellj Nelly, we will look into that matter ; and whether 
we get married again or no, we will at least do our best to 
get unmarried.” 

“Shall we indeed, my honey-sweet lord? and then I 
will think less about John Christie, for he will marry 
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again, I warrant you, for hn is well to pass ; and I would 
be glad to think he had somebody to take care of him, as 
I used to do, poor loving old nmn ! He was a kind man, 
though he was a score of years older than I ; and I hope 
and pray he will never let a young lord cross his honest 
threshold again I ” 

Here the d^e was once more much inclined to give 
way to a passion of tears ; but Lord Dalgarno conjured 
down the emotion, by saying, with some asperity — “I am 
w^ry of these April passions, my pretty mistress, and I 
think you will do well to preserve your tears for some more 
pressing occasion. Who knows what turn of fortune may in 
a few minutes call for more of them than you can render?” 

“Goodness, my lord! what mean you by such expres- 
sions ? John Christie (the kind heai t I) used to keep no 
secrets from me, and I hope your lordship will not hide 
your counsel from me ? ” 

“Sit down beside me on this bank,” said the nobleman ; 
“I am bound to remain here for a short space, and if you 
can be but silent, I should like to spend a part of it in con* 
sidering how far £ can, on the present occasion, follow the 
respectable example which you recommend to me.” 

The place at which he stopped was at that time little 
more than a mound, partly surrounded by a ditch, from 
which it derived the name of Camlet Moat. A few hewn 
stones there were, which had escaped the fate of many 
others that had been used in building different lodges in 
the forest for the royal keepers. These vestiges, just 
sufficient to show that “ here in former times the hand of 
man had been,” marked the ruins of the abode of a once 
illustrious but long-forgotten family, the Mandevilles, 
Earls of Essex, to 'vmom Enfield Chase and the extensive 
domains adjacent had belonged in elder days. A wild 
woodland prospect led the eye at various points through 
broad and seemingly interminable alleys, which, meeting 
at this point as at a common centre, diverged from each 
other as they receded, and had, therefore, b^n selected by 
Lord Dalgarno as the rendezvous for the combak ^lucb, 
through the medium of Eichie Moniplies, he had ouered to 
his injured friend, Lord Qlenvarioch. 

“ He will surely come ? ” he said to himself ; “ cowardice 
was not wont to be his fault— at least he was bold, eoEioi^h* 
in the Part— P««*haps yonder churl may not have carried 
my message ? But no~he is a sturdy knave — one of. tlmse 
would prize their master’s honour amove their life^Look 
to the palf rey» Lutin, and see thou let hiffi not loose, and 
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cast thy falcon glance down every avenue to mark if any 
one comes. — Buckingham has undergone my challenge, 
but the proud minion pleads the king’s paltry commands 
for refusing to answer me. If I can baffle this Glenvar- 
loch, or slay him— If I can spoil him of his honour or his 
life, I shall go down to Scotland with credit sufficient to 
gild over past mischances. I know my dear countrymen 
— they never quarrel with any one who brings them 
home either gold or martial glory, much more if he has 
both ^Id and laurels.” 

As he thus reflected, and called to mind the disgrace 
which he had suffered, as well as the causes he imagined 
for hating Lord Glenvarloch, his countenance altered 
under the influence of his contending emotions, to the 
terror of Nelly, who, sitting unnoticed at his feet, and 
looking anxiously in his face, beheld the cheek kindle, 
the mouth become compressed, the eye dilated, and the 
whole countenance express the desperate and deadly re- 
solution of one who awaits an instant and decisive 
encounter with a mortal enemy. The loneliness of the 
place, the scenery so different irom that to which alone 
she had been accustomed, the dark and sombre air which 
crept so suddenly over the countenance of her seducer, 
his command imposing silence upon her, and the apparent 
strangeness of his conduct in idling away so mucri time 
without any obvious cause, when a journey of such length 
lay before them, brought strange thoughts into her weak 
brain. She had read of women, seduced from their matri- 
monial duties by sorcerers allied to the hellish powers, 
nay, by the Father of Evil himself, who, after conveying 
his victim into some desert remote from human kind, 
exchanged the pleasing shape in which he gained her 
affections, for all his natural horrors. She chased this 
wild idea away as it crowded itself upon lier weak and 
bewildered imagination ; yet she might have lived to see 
it realized allegorically, it not literally, but for the acci- 
dent which presently lollowed. 

The page, whose eyes were remarkably acute, at length 
called out to his master, pointing with his finger at the 
same time down one of tW alleys, that horsemen were 
advancing in that direction. Lorn Dalgamo started up, 
and shading his eyes wdth his hand, gazed eagerly down 
the alley ; when, at the same instant, he received a shot, 
which, grazing his hand, passed right through his brain, 
and laid him a lifeless corpse at the feet, or rather across 
the lap, of the unfortunate victim of his profligacy. The 
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countenance, whose varied expression she had been 
watching for the last five ininutes, was convulsed for an 
instant, and then stiffened into rigidity for ever. Three * 
ruffians rushed from the brake from which the shot had 
been fired, ere the smoke was dispersed. One, with many 
imprecations, seized on the page ; another on the female, 
upon whose cries he strove by the most violent threats to 
impose silence ; whilst the third began to undo the 
burden from the page’s horse. But an instant rescue 
prevented their availing themselves of the advantage 
they had obtained. 

It may easily be supposed that Richie Moniplies, having 
secured the assistance of the two Templars, ready enough 
to join in anything which promised a fray, with Jin Vin 
to act as their guide, had set off, gallantly mounted and 
well armed, under the belief that they would reach Camlet 
Moat before the robbers, and apprehend them in the fact. 
They had not calculated that, according to the custom of 
robbers in other countries, but contrary to that of the 
English highwaymen of those days, they meant to ensure 
robbery by previous murder. An accident also happened 
to delay them a little while on the road. In riding 
through one of the glades of the forest, they found a man 
dismounted and sitting under a tree, groaning with such 
bitterness of spirit, that Lowestofie could not forbear 
asking if he was hurt. In answer, he said he was an 
unhappy man in pursuit of his wife, who had been carried 
off by a villain ; and as he raised his countenance, the 
eyes of Richie, to his great astonishment, encountered 
the visage of John Christie. 

“For the Almighty’s sake, help me, Master Moniplies I” 
he said; “I have learned my wife is but a shoH mile 
before, with that black villain. Lord Dalgarno.” 

“Have him forward by all means,” said Lowestoffe ; “a 
second Orpheus seeking his Eurydice ! — Have him forward 
— we will save Lord Dalgamo’s purse, and ease him of his 
mistress — Have him with us, were it but for the variety 
of the adventure. I owe his lordship a grudge for rooking 
me. We have ten minutes good.” 

But it is dangerous to calculate closely in matters of 
life and death. In all probability the minute or two which 
was lost in mounting John Christie behind one of their 
mrty, might have saved Lord Dalgarno from his fate. 
Thus his criminal amour became the indirect cause of his 
losing his life ; and thus “ our pleasant vices are made 
the whips to scourge us ” 
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The riders arrived on the field at full gallop the moment 
after the shot was fired ; and Richie, who had his own 
reasons for attaching himself to Colepepper, who was 
bustling to untie the portmanteau from the page’s saddle, 

E ushed against him with such violence as to overthrow 
im, his own horse at the same time stumbling and dis- 
mounting his rider, who was none of the first equestrians. 
The undaunted Richie immediately arose, however, and 
grappled with the ruffian with such good-will, that, though 
a strong fellow, and though a coward now rendered 
desperate, Moniplies got him under, wrenched a long 
knife from his hand, dealt him a desperate stab with his 
own weapon, and leaped on his feet ; and, as the wounded 
man struggled to follow his example, he struck him upon 
the head with the but-end of a musketoon, which last 
blow proved fatal. 

“Bravo, Richie!” cried Lowestoffe, who had himself 
engaged at sword -point with one of the ruffians, and soon 
put him to flight, — “ Bravo ! why, man, there lies Sin, 
struck down like an ox, and Iniquity’s throat cut like a 
calf.” 

“I know not why you should upbraid me with my up- 
bringing, Master Lowestofife,” answered Richie, with great 
composure ; “but I can tell you, the shambles is not a bad 
place for training one to this work.” 

The other Templar now shouted loudly to them, — “If 
ye be men, come hither — here lies Lord Dalgarno, 
murdered ! ” 

Lowestoffe and Richie ran to the spot, and the page 
took the opportunity, finding himself now neglected on 
all hands, to ride off in a different direction ; and neither 
he, or the considerable sum with which his horse was 
burdened, were ever lieard of from that moment. 

The third ruffian had not waited the attack of the 
Templar and Jin Vin, the latter of whom had put down 
old Christie from behind him that he might ride the 
lighter ; and the wliole five now stood gazing with horror 
on the bloody corpse of the young nobleman, and the 
wild sorrow of the female, who tore her hair, and shrieked 
in the most disconsolate manner, until her agony was at 
once checked, or rather received a new direction, by the 
sudden and unexpected appearance of her husband, who, 
fixing on her a cold and severe look, said, in a tone suited 
to his manper— “Ay, woman! thou takest on sadly for 
the loss of thy paramour.” — ^Then, looking on the bloody 
corpse of him from' whom he had received so deep an 
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injury, he repeated the solemn words of Scripture, — 
** ‘ Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord, and I will repay it/ 
— I, whom thou hast injured, will be first to render thee 
the decent offices due to the dead.” 

So saying, he covered the dead body with his cloak, 
and then looking on it for a moment, seemed to reflect on 
what he had next to perform. As the eye of the injured 
man slowly passed from the body of the seducer to the 
partner and victim of his crime, who had sunk down to 
nis feet, which she clasped without venturing to look up, 
his features, naturally coarse and saturnine, assumed a 
dignity of expression which overawed the young Templars, 
and repulsed the officious forwardness of itichie Moniplies. 
who was at first eager to have thrust in his advice ancl 
opinion. “ Kneel not to me, woman,” he said, “ but kneel 
to the God thou hast offended, more than thou couldst 
offend such another worm as thyself. How often have I 
told thee, when thou wert at the gayest and the lightest, 
that pride goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit 
before a fall? Vanity brought folly, and folly V)rought 
sin, and sin hath brought death, his original companion. 
Thou must needs leave duty, and decency, and domestic 
love, to revel it gaily with the w'ild and with the wicked ; 
and there thou liest, like a crushed worm, writhing beside 
the lifeless body of thy paramour. Thou hast dfone me 
much wrong — dishonoured me among friends — driven 
credit from my house, and peace from my fireside — But 
thou wert my first and only love, and I will not see thee 
an utter castaway, if it lies with me to prevent it. — 
Gentlemen, I render ye such thanks as a broken-hearted 
man can give. — Richard, commend me to your honourable 
master. 1 added gall to the bitterness of his affliction, but 
I was deluded. — Rise up, woman, and follow me.” 

He raised her up by the arm, while, with streaming 
eyes, and bitter sobs, she endeavoured to express her 
penitence. She kept her hands spread over her face, yet 
suffered him to lead her away ; and it was only as they 
turned around a brake which concealed the scene they 
had left, that she turned back, and casting one wild and 
hurried glance towards the corpse of Dalgamo, uttered a 
shriek, and clinging to her husband’s arm, exclaimed 
wildly, — "Save me— save me! They have murdered 
him ! ” 

Lowestoffe was nvuch moved by what he had witntessed ; 
but he was ashamed, as a town>gallanL of his own un- 
fashionable emotion, and did a force to ^ feelings when 
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he exclaimed, —“Ay, let them go— the kind-hearted, be- 
lieving, forgiving husband — the liberal accommodating 
spouse. O, what a generous creature is your true London 
husband 1 — Horns hath he, but, tame as a fatted ox, he 
goreth not. 1 should like to see her when she hath 
exchanged her mask and riding-beaver for her peaked hat 
and muffler. W® them at Paul’s Wharf, coz — it 

will be a convenient acquaintance.” 

“You had better think of catching the gipsv thief, 
Lutin,” said Richie Moniplies ; “ for, by my faith, he is off 
with his master’s baggage and the siller.” 

A keeper, with his assistants, and several other persons, 
had now come to the spot, and made hue and cry after 
Lutin, but in vain. To their custody the Templars sur- 
rendered the dead bodies, and after going through some 
formal investigation, they returned, with Richard and 
Vincent, to London, where they received great applause 
for their gallantry. — Vincent’s errors were easily expiated, 
in consideration of his having been the means of breaking 
up this band of villains ; and there is some reason to think, 
that what would have diminished the credit of the action 
in other instances, rather added to it in the actual cir- 
cumstances, namely, that they came too late to save Lord 
Dalgarno. 

George Heriot, who suspected how matters stood with 
Vincent, requested and obtained permission from his 
master to send the poor young fellow on an important 
piece of business to Paris. We are unable to trace his 
fate farther, but believe it was prosperous, and that he 
entered into an advantageous partnership with his fellow- 
apprentice, upon old Davy Ramsay retiring from business, 
in consequence of his daughter’s marriage. That ennnent 
antiquarv, Dr Dryasdust, is possessed of an antique watch 
with a silver dial-plate, the mainspring being a piece of 
catgut instead or a chain, which bears the names of 
Vincent and Tunstall, Memory-Monitors. 

Master Lowestoffle failed not to vindicate his character 
as a man of gaiety, by enquiring after John Christie and 
Dame Helly ; but greatly to his surprise (indeed to his 
loss, for he nad wagered ten pieces that he would domestic 
cate himself in the familyX he found tlie good-will, as it 
was called, of the shop, was sold, the stock auctioned, and 
the late proprietor and his wife gone, no one knew whitherv 
The pravaUmg. belief was, that they had emigrated to one 
of the new settlements in America. 

Ls^ Dalgamo received the news of her unworthy 
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husband’s death with a variety of emotions, among which, 
horror that he should have been cut off in the middle 
career of his profligacy, was the most prominent. The 
incident greatly deepened her melancholy, and injured 
her health, already shaken by previous circumstances. 
Bepossessed of her own fortune oy her husband’s death, 
she was anxious to do justice to Lord Glenvarloch, by 
treating for the recovery of the mortgage. But the 
scrivener, having taken fright at the late events, had left 
the city and absconded, so that it was impossible to 
discover into whose hands the papers had now passed. 
Bichard Moniplies was siJent, for nis own reasons ; the 
Templars who had witnessed the transaction, kept the 
secret at his request, and it was universally believed that 
the scrivener had carried off the writings along with him. 
We may here observe, that fears similar to those of 
Skurliewhitter freed London for ever from the presence 
of Dame Suddlechop, who ended her career in tne Rasp‘ 
liaus (viz. Bridewell), of Amsterdam. 

The stout old Lora Huntinglen, with a haughty carriage 
and unmoistened eye, accompanied the funeral procession 
of his only son to its last abode ; and perhaps the single 
tear which fell at length upon the coffin, was given less to 
the fate of the individual, than to the extinction of the last 
male of his ancient race. 


CHAPTEB XXXVn. 

Jaqueg. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these couples are coming 
to the ark !>-Here comes a pair of very strange beasts. 

A9Y(mhike It, 

The fashion of such narratives as the present, changes 
like other earthly things. Time was that the tale-teller 
was obliged to wind up his story by a circumstantial 
description of the wedding, bedding, and throwing the 
stocking, as the grand catastrophe to which, through so 
many circumstances of doubt and difficulty, he had at 
length happily conducted his hero and heroine. Not a 
circumstance was then omitted, from the manly ardour 
of the bridegroom, and the modest blushes of the bride, 
to the parson’s new surplice, and the silk tabinet mantua 
of the oridesmaid. But such descriptions are now dis- 
carded, for the same reason, I suppose that public mar- 
riages are no longer fashionable, andf that, instead of 
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calling together their friends to a feast and a dance, the 
happy couple elope in a solitary post-chaise, as secretly 
as if they meant to go to Gretna-Green, or to do worse* 
I am not ungrateful for a change which saves an author 
the trouble of attempting in vain to give a new colour 
to the commonplace description of such matters ; but, 
notwithstanding, I find myself forced upon it in the 
present instance, as circumstances sometimes compel a 
stranger to make use of an old road which has been for 
some time shut up. The experienced reader njay have 
already remarked, that the last chapter was employed in 
sweeping out of the way all the unnecessary and less 
interesting characters, that I might clear the floor for a 
blithe bridal. 

In truth, it would be unpardonable to pass over slightly 
what so deeply inte'*ested our principal personage. King 
James. That learned and good-humourea monarch made 
no great figure in the politics of Europe ; but then, to 
make amends, he was prodigiously busy, when ho could 
find a fair opportunity of intermeddling with the private 
affairs of his loving subjects, and the approaching mar- 
riage of Lord Glenvarloch was matter of great interest to 
him. He had been much struck (that is, for him, who 
was not very accessible to such emotions) with the beauty 
ard embarrassment of the pretty Peg-a-Eamsay, as he 
called her, when he first saw her, and he glorified hin^self 
greatly on the acuteness which he had displayed in 
detecting her disguise, and in carrying through the whole 
enquiry which took place in consequence of it. 

He laboured for several weeks, while the courtship was 
in progress, with his own royal eyes, so as w'ellnigh to 
wear out, he declared, a pair of her father’s best barnacles, 
in searching through old books and documents, for the 
purpose of establishing the bride’s pretensions to a noble, 
though remote descent, and thereby remove the only 
objection which envy might conceive against the match. 
In his own opinion, at least, he was eminently successful ; 
for, when ^r Mungo Malagrowther one day, in the 
presence-chamber, took upon him to grieve bitterly for 
the bride’s lack of pedigree, the monarch cut him short 
with, “Ye inav save your grief for your ain next occasions, 
Sir Mungo ; lor, by our royal saul, we will uphauld her 
father, Davy Ramsay, to be a gentleman of nine descents, 
whase great gudesire came of tlie auld martial stock of the 
House of Dalwolsey, than whom better men never did, 
and better never will, draw sword for King and country. 

XIV.— 15 



450 


THE FOKTITNES OF NIGEL. 


Heard ye never of Sir William Ramsay of Dalwolsey, 
man, of whom John Fordoun saith, — ‘ He was hellicosis- 
simus, nohilissimusV — His castle stands to witness for 
itsell, not three miles from Dalkeith, man, and within a 
mile of Bannockrig. Ramsay came of that auld 

and honoured stock, and i trust he hath not derogated 
from his ancestors by his present craft. They all wrought 
wi’ steel, man ; only the auld knights drilled holes wi^ 
their swords in their enemies’ corslets, and he saws nicks * 
in his brass wheels. And I hope it is as honourable to 
give eyes to the blind as to slash them out of the head of 
those that see, and to show us how to value our time as it 
passes, as to fling it away in drinking, brawling, si)ear- 
splintering, and suchlike unchristian doings. And you 
maun understand, that Davy Ramsay is no mechanic, but 
follows a liberal art, which approacheth almost to the act 
of creating a living being, seeing it may be said of a 
watch, as Claudius saith oi the sphere of Archimedes, the 
Syracusan — 


* Inclusus variifi famulatur spiritus astris, 
Et vlvum certis motibus urgct opus,’ " 


*‘Your Majesty had best give auld Davy a coat-of-arms, 
as well as a pedigree,” said Sir Mungo. 

“ It’s done, or ^ ye bade. Sir Mungo,” said the King ; 
“and I trust we, who are the fountain of all earthly 
honour, are free to spirt a few drops of it on one so near 
our person, without offence to the Knight of Castle 
Girnigo. We have already spoken with the learned men 
of the Herald’s College, and we propose to grant him an 
augmented coat-of-arms, being his paternal coat^ charged 
with the crown-wheel of a watch in chief, for a difference ; 
and we purpose to add Time and Eternity, for supporters, 
as soon as the Garter King-at-Arms shall be able to devise 
how Eternity is to be represented.” 

“I would make him twice as muckle ® as Time.” * said 
Archie Armstrong, the Court fool, who chancea to be 
present, when the King stated this dilemma. 

“Peace, man — ye shall be whippet,” said the King, in 
return for this hint; “and you, my liege subjects of 
England, may weel take a hint from what we have said, 
and not be in such a hurry to laugh at our Scottish 


1 Notches. . 9 Before 

4 Chaucer Boys^ there is nothing new but what it has been old. The reader 
has here the original of an anecdote which baa since been fathered on a Soottieh 
Chief of our own time <S,) 
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pedigrees, though they be somewhat long derived, and 
difficult to be deduced. Ye see that a man of right gentle 
blood may, for a season, lay by his gentry, and yet ken 
whare to nnd it, when ne has occasion for it. It would 
be as unseemly for a packman, or pedlar, as ye call a 
travelling-merchant, whilk is a trade to which our native 
subjects of Scotland are specially addicted, to be blazing 
his genealogy in the faces of those to whom he sells a 
bawbee's ^ worth of ribbon, as it would be to him to have 
a beaver on his head, and a rapier by his side, w’hen the 
pack was on his shoulders. Na, na— he hings his sword 
on the cleek,^ lays his beaver on the shelf, puts his pedi- 
gree into his pocket, and gangs as doucely and cannily ^ 
about his pedling craft as it his blood was nae better than 
ditch-water ; but let our pedlar be transformed, as I have 
kend it happen mair than ance, into a bein* ‘thriving 
merchant, then ye shall have a transformation, my lords. 

‘ In nova fort animus mutatas dicere formas’ 

Out he pulls his pedigree, on he buckles his sword, gives 
his beaver a brush, and cocks it in the face of all creation. 
We mention these things at the mair length, because we 
would have you all to know, that it is not without due 
consideration of the circumstances of all parties, that we 
design, in a small and private way, to honour with our 
own royal presence the marriage of Lord Glenvarloch 
with Margaret Ramsay, daughter and heiress of David 
Ramsay, our horologer, and a cadet only thrice removed 
from the ancient house of Dalwolsey. We are grieved we 
cannot have the presence of the noble Chief of that House 
at the ceremony ; but where there is honour to be won 
abroad, the Lord Dalwolsey is seldom to be found at 
home. Sic/uit, est, et erit — Jingling Geordie, as ye stand 
to the cost of the marriage-feast, we look for good cheer." 

Heriot bowed, as in duty bound. In fact, the King, 
who was a great politician about trifles, had manoeuvred 
greatly on this occasion, and had contrived to get the 
rrince and Buckingham dispatched on an expedition to 
Newmarket, in order that he might find an opportunity 
in their absence of indulging himself in his own gossiping, 
coBkering'^ habits, which were distasteful to Charles, whose 
temper inclined to formality, and with which even the 
favourite, of late, had not thought it worth while to seem 
to sympathize. When the levee was dismissed. Sir Mungo 

1 Hali^enny. * Hook. * Soberly and quietly. . 

^ Well-to-do. * Habits of familiarity and intimacy. 
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Midagrowther seized upon the worthy citizen in the court- 
yard of the Palace, and detained hiu), in spite of a-li his 
efforts, for the purpose of subjecting him to the following 
scrutiny : — 

“This is a sair job on you, Master George — the King 
must have had little consideration — this will cost you a 
bonny penny, this wedding-dinner ? ” 

“ It will not break me, Sir Mungo,” answered Heriot ; 
“the King hath a right to see the table which his bounty 
hath supplied for years, well covered for a single day.” 

“Vera true, vera true — well have a^ to pay, I doubt, 
less or mair — a sort of penny-wedding it will prove, where 
all men contribute to the young folk^s maintenance, that 
they may not have just four bare legs in a bed thegither. 
What do you purpose to give. Master George ? — we begin 
with the*city when money is in question.” ^ 

“Only a trifle. Sir Mungo — 1 give my goddaughter the 
marriage-ring ; it is a curious jewel — I bought it in Italy ; 
it belonged to Cosmo de Medici. The bride will not need 
my help — she has an estate which belonged to her maternal 
grandfather.” 

“ The auld soap-boiler,” said Sir Mungo ; “ it will need 
some of his suds to scour the blot out of the Glenvarloch 
shield — I have heard that estate was no great things.” 

“It is as good as some posts at Court, 8ir Mungo, which 
are coveted by persons of high quality,” replied George 
Heriot. 

“Court favour, said ye? Court favour, Master Heriot?” 
replied Sir Mungo, choosing then to use his malady of 
misapprehension ; “ Moonshine in water, poor thing, if 
that IS all she is to be tochered with — I am truly solicitous 
about them.” * 

“ I will let you into a secret,” said the citizen, “ which 
will relieve your tender anxiety. The dowager Lady 
Dalgarno gives a competent fortune to the bride, and 
settles the rest of her estate upon her nephew the bride- 
groom.” 

“ Ay, say ye sae ? ” said Sir Mungo, “ just to show her 
regard to her husband that is in the tomb — lucky that 
her nephew did not send him there ; it was a strange 
story that death of Lord Dalgarno — some folk think the 
poor gentleman had much wrong. Little good comes of 

1 The penny-wedding of the Scots, now disused even among the lowest ranks, 
was a peculiar species o{ merry-making, at which, if the wedded pair were 
popular, the guests who convened, contributed considerable sums under pretence 
of paying for the bridal festivity, but in reality to set the married folk afloat in 
the world. (S.) 
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niarrying the daughter of the house you are at feud with; 
indeed, it was less poor Dalgarno’s fault, than theirs that 
forced the match on him ; but I am glad the young folk 
are to have something to live on, come how it liko^ 
whether by charity or inheritance. But if the Lady 
Dalgarno were to sell all she has, even to her very "^lie- 
coat, ^ she canna gie them back the fair Castle of Glen- 
varloch — that is lost and gane — lost and gane.'^ 

“ It is but too true,” said George Hei’iot ; “ we can> 
not discover what has become of the villain Andrew 
Skurliewhitter, or what Lord Dalgarno has done with the 
mortgage.” 

“Assigned it away to some one, that his wife might not 
get it after lie was gane'; it would have disturbed him 
in his grave, to think Glen varloch should get that land 
back again,” said Sir Mungo; “depend on it. he will 
have ta^en sure measures to keep that noble lordship out 
of her grips or her nevoy’s either.” 

“ Indeed it is but too probable, Sir Mungo,” said Master 
Heriot ; “ but as I am obliged to go and look after many 
things in consequence of this ceremony, I must leave you 
to comfort yourself with the reflection.” 

“The brio e-da V, you say, is to be on the thirtieth of the 
instant month?” said Sir Mungo, holloing after the 
citizen ; “ I will be with you in the hour of cause.” 

“The King invites the guests,” said George Heriot, 
without turning back. 

“ The base-born, ill-bred mechanic ! ” soliloquized Sir 
Mungo, “ if it were not the odd score of pounds he lent 
me last week, I would teach him how to bear himself to 
a man of quality ! But I will be at the bridal banquet in 
spite of him.” 

Sir Mungo contrived to get invited, or commanded, to 
attend on the bridal accordingly, at which there were but 
few persons present ; for James, on such occasions, pre* 
ferred a snug privacy, which gave him liberty to lay 
aside the encumbrance, as he telt it to be, of his regal 
dignity. The company was very small, and indeed there 
were at least two persons absent whose presence might 
have been expected. The first of these was the Lady 
Dalgarno, the state of whose health, as well as the recent 
death of her husband, precluded her attendance on the 
ceremony. The other absentee was Bichie Moniplies, 
whose conduct for some time past had been extremely 
mysterious, Begulating his attendance on Lord Glen*» 
1 Under-uetticoat. 
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varloch entirely according to his own will and pleasure, 
he had, ever since the rencounter in Enfield Chase, 
appeared regularly at his bedside in the morning, to assist 
him to dress, and at his wardrobe in the evening. The 
rest of the day he disposed of at his own pleasure, with- 
out control from his lord, who had now a complete 
establishment of attendants. Yet he was somewhat 
curious to know how the fellow disposed of so much of 
his time ; but on this subject Richie showed no desire to 
be communicative. 

On the morning of the bridal-day, Richie was parti- 
cularly attentive in doing all a valet-de-chambre could, so 
as to set off to advantage the very handsome figure of his 
master; and when he had arranged his dress with the 
utmost exactness, and put to his long curled locks what 
he called “the finishing touch of the redding-kaim,”^ he 
gravely kneeled down, kissed his hand, and bade him 
farewell, saying that he humbly craved leave to discharge 
himself of his lordsliip’s service. 

“Why, what humour is this?” said Lord Glen varloch ; 
“if you mean to discharge yourself of niy service, Richie, 
I suppose you intend to enter my wife's ? ” 

“1 wish her good ladyship that shall soon be, and your 
good lordship, the blessings of as good a servant as 
myself, in heaven’s good time,” said Richie ; “ but fate 
hath so ordained it, that I can henceforth only be your 
servant in the way of friendly courtesy.” 

“Well, Richie,” said the young lora, “if you are tired 
of "service, we will seek some better provision for you ; 
but you will wait on me to the church, and partake of the 
bridal dinner ? ” 

“Under favour, my lord,” answered Richie, “I must 
remind y'ou of our covenant, having presently some press- 
ing business of mine own, whilk will detain me during 
the ceremony ; but I will not fail to prie^ Master George’s 
good cheer, in respect he has made very costly fare, 
whilk it would be unthankful not to partake of.” 

“Do as you list,” answered Lord Glen varloch; and 
having bestowed a passing thought on the whimsical and 
pragmatical disposition of his follower, he dismissed the 
subiect for others better suited to the day. 

The reader must fancy the scattered flowers which 
strewed the path of the happy couple to church — the loud 
music which accompanied the procession— the marriage 
service performed by a Bishop— the King, who met them 

1 Hair-comb. • ^ Taste. 
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at Saint PauFs, giving away the bride,— to the great relief 
of her father, who had thus time, during the ceremony, 
to calculate the just quotient to be laid on the pinion 
of report in a timepiece which he was then putting 
together. 

When the ceremony was finished, the company were 
transported in the royal carriages to George Heriot’s, 
where a splendid collation was provided for the marriage- 
guests in the Foljambe apartments. The King no sooner 
found himself in this snug retreat, than, casting from him 
his sword and belt with such haste as if they burnt his 
fingers, and flinging his plumed hat on the table, as who 
should say. Lie there, authority ! he swallowed a hearty 
cup of wine to the happiness of the nuarried couple, and 
began to amble about the room, mumping, laughing, and 
cracking jests, neither the wittiest nor the most delicate, 
but accompanied and applauded by shouts of his own 
mirth, in order to encourage that of the company. Whilst 
his Majesty was in the midst of this gay humour, and a 
call to the banquet was anxiously expected, a servant 
whispered Master PTeriot forth of tne apartment. When 
he re-entered, he walked up to the King, and, in his turn, 
whi^ered something, at which James started. 

“ He is not wanting his siller ? ” said the King, shortly 
and sharply. 

“ By no means, my liege,” answered Heriot. “ It is a 
subject he states himself as quite indifferent about, so 
long as it can pleasure your Majesty.” 

‘‘Body of us, man ! ” said the King, “it is the speech of 
a true man and a loving subject, and we will grace him 
accordingly — what though he be but a carle ^ — a twopenny 
cat may Took at a ki^. Swith,^ man ! have him — pandite 
fores . — Moniplies They should have called the chield 
Monypeunies, though I sail warrant you English think we 
have not such a name in Scotland.” 

“It is an ancient and honourable stock, the Mony- 
pennies,” said Sir Mungo Malagrowther ; “ the only loss 
IS, there are sae few of the name.” 

“ The family seems to increase among your countrymen. 
Sir Mungo,” said Master Lowestoffe. whom Lord Glen- 
varloch had invited to be present, “since his Majesty’s 
happy accession brought so many of you here.” 

“ lught, sir~'right,’^said Sir Mungo, nodding and look- 
ing at George Heriot; “there have some of ourselves been 
the better of that great blessing to the English nation ” 

1 Clown. 2 Begone. 
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As he spoke, the door flew open, and in entered, to the 
astonishment of Lord Glenvarloch, his late serving-man 
liichie Moniplies, now sumptuously, nay, gorgeously, 
attired in a superb brocaded suit, and leading in his hand 
the tall, thin, withered, somewhat distorted form of Martha 
Trapbois, arrayed in a complete dress of black velvet, 
which suited so strangely with the pallid and severe 
melancholy of her countenance, that the King himself 
exclaimed, in some perturbation, “ What the deil has the 
fallow brought us here ? Body of our regal selves ! it is 
a corpse that has run off "wdth the mort-cloth I ’’ 

“May I sifflicate your Majesty to be gracious unto her?’^ 
said Richie ; “ being that she is, in respect of this morn- 
ing’s wark, my ain wedded wife, Mrs Martha Moniplies 
by name.” 

“Saul of our body, man! but she looks wondrous grim,’’ 
answered King James. “ Art thou sure she has not been 
in her time maid of honour to Queen Mary, our kins- 
woman, of redhot memory ? ” 

“I am sure, an it like your Majesty, that she has 
brought me fifty thousand pounds of good siller, and 
better ; and that has enabled me to pleasure your Majesty, 
and other folk.” 

“ Ye need have said naething about that, man,” said the 
King ; “ we ken our obligations in that sma’ matter, and 
we are glad this rudas^ spouse of thine hath bestowed 
her treasure on ane wha kens to put it to the profit of 
his King and country. — But how the deil did ye come by 
her, man ? ” 

“In the auld Scottish fashion, njy liege. She is the 
captive of my bow and my spear,” answered Moniplies. 
“ There was a convention that she should wed me when I 
avenged her father’s death — so I slew, and took posses- 
sion.” 

“It is the daughter of Old Trapbois, who has been 
missed so long,” said Lowestoffe. — “Where the devil could 
you mew her up so closely, friend Richie ? ” 

“ Master Richard, if it be your will,” answered Richie ; 
“ or Master Richard Moniplies, if you like it better. For 
mewing of her up, I found her a shelter, in all honour and 
safety, under the roof of an honest countryman of my 
own — and for secrecy, it was a point of prudence, when 
wantons like you were abroad, Master Lowestoffe.” 

There was a laugh at Richie’s magnanimous reply, on 
the part of every one but his bride, who made to him a 
iBold. 
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signal of impatience, and said, with her usual brevity and 
sternness, Peace — peace. 1 pray you, peace. Let us 
do that which we came for.” So saying, she took out a 
bundle of parchments, and delivering them to Lord Glen- 
varloch, she said aloud, — “ I take this royal presence, and 
all here, to witness, that I restore the ransomed lordship 
of Glenvarloch to the right owner, as free as ever it was 
held by any of his ancestors.” 

“I witnessed the redemption of the mortgage,” said 
Lowestoffe; “but I little dreamt by whom it had been 
redeemed.” 

“^iToneed ye should,” said Hichie ; “there would have 
been small wisdom in crying roast-meat.” 

“Peace,” said his bride, “once more. — This paper,” she 
continued, delivering another to Lord Glenvarloch, “is 
also your property — take it, but spare me the question 
how it came into my custody.” 

The King had bustled forward beside Lord Glenvarloch, 
and fixing an eager eye on the writing, exclaimed — “Body 
of ourselves, it is our royal sign-manual for the money 
which was so long out of sight ! — How came you by it, 
Mistress Bride?” 

“ It is a secret,” said Martha, dryly. 

“A secret which ray tongue shall never utter,” said 
Richie, resolutely, — “unless the King commands me on 
my allegiance.” 

“I do — I do command you,” said James, trembling and 
stammering with the impatient curiosity of a gossip ; 
while Sir Mungo, with more malicious anxiety to get at 
the bottom of the mystery, stooped his long thin form 
forward like a bent fishing-rod, raised his thin grey locks 
from his ear, and curved his hand behind it to collect 
every vibration of the expected intelligence. Martha in 
the meantime frowned most ominouriy on Richie, who 
went on undauntedly to inform the King, “that his 
deceased father-in-law, a good careful man in the main, 
had a touch of worldly wisdom about him, that at times 
marred the uprightness of his walk ; he liked to dabble 
among his neighbour’s gear, and some of it would at times 
stick to his fingers in the handling.” 

“For shame, man, for shame r’ said Martha; “since 
the infamy of the deed must be told, be it at least briefly, 
— ^Yes, my lord,” she added, addressing Glenvarloch, “ the 
piece of gold was not the sole bait which brought the 
miserable old man to your chamber that dreadful night— 
his object, and he accomplished it, was to purloin this 
XIV. — 15 * 
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paper. The wretched scrivener was with him that morn- 
ing, and, I doubt not, urged the doting old man to this 
villainy, to offer another bar to the ransom of your estate. 
If there was a yet more powerful agent at the bottom of 
the conspiracy, God forgive it to him at this moment, for 
he is now where the crime must be answered ! ” 

“ Amen 1 ” said Lord Qlenvarloch, and it was echoed by 
all present. 

“For my father,” continued sh^ with her stem features 
twitched by an involuntary and convulsive movement, 
“his guilt and folly cost him his life ; and my belief is 
constant, that the wretch, who counselled him that 
morning to purloin the paper, left open the window for the 
entrance of the murderers.” 

Every body was silent for an instant ; the King was 
first to speak, commanding search instantly to be made 
for the guilty scrivener. “ /j he concluded, “ col- 

liga manus — caput obnuhito — tnfelicv suspendite arhorV^ 

Lowestoffe answered with due rei^ect, that the scrivener 
had absconded at the time of Lord Dalgarno’s murder, and 
had not been heard of since. 

“Let him be sought for,” said the King, “And now 
let us change the discourse — these stories make one’s 
very blood grew,^ and are altogether unfit for bridal 
festivity. Hymen, O Hymenee ! ” added he, snapping 
his fingers, “Lord Glenvarloch, what say you to Mistress 
Moniplies, this bonny bride, that has brought you back 
your father’s estate on your bridal day ? ” 

“ Let him say nothing, my liege,” said Martha ; “ that 
will best suit his feelings and mine.” 

“There is redemption-money, at the least, to be repaid,” 
said Lord Glenvarloch ; “ in that I cannot remain debtor.” 

“ We will speak of it hereafter,” said Martha ; “ mp 
debtor you cannot be.” And she shut her mouth as if 
determined to say nothing more on the subject. 

Sir Mungo, however, resolved not to part with the 
topic, and availing himself of the freedom of the momeni^ 
said to Eichie — ‘^A queer story that of your father-in- 
law, honest man ; methinks your bride thanked you little 
for ripping it up.” 

“ I make it a rule. Sir Mungo,” replied Richie. “ always 
to speak any evil I know about my family myself, having 
observed, that if I do not, it is sure to be told by ither 
folks.” 

“But, Eichie,” "said Sir Mungo, “it seems to me that 

1 Thrill, or curdle. O.) 
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this bride of yours is like to be master and mair in the 
conjjugal state,” 

“If she abides by words. Sir Mun^,” answered Kichi& 
“ 1 thank Heaven 1 can he as deaf as anjr one ; and ii 
she comes to dunts,* I have twa liands to paik* her with.” 

“ Weel said, Richie, again,” said the King ; “you have 
gotten it on baith hamts,® Sir Mungo.—Troth, Mrs Bride, 
for a fule, your gudeman has a pretty turn of wit,” 

“ There are fools, sire,” replied she, “ who have wit, and 
fools who have courage — aye, and fools who have learning, 
and are great fools notwithstanding. — I chose this man 
because he was my protector when I was desolate, and 
neither for his wit nor his wisdom. He is truly honest, 
and has a heart and hand that make amends for some 
folly. Since I was condemned to seek a protector through 
the world, which is to me a wilderness, I may thank God 
that I have come by ho worse.” 

“ And that is sae sensibly sai^” replied the King, “ that, 
by my saul, 111 try whether i canna make him better. 
Kneel dowm, Richie — somebody lend me a rapier — yours, 
Mr Langstaff; (that’s a brave name for a lawyer), — ye 
need not flash it out that gate, Templar fashion, as if ye 
were about to pink a baiHn ! ” 

He took the drawn sword, and with averted eyes, for it 
was a sight he loved not to look on, endeavoured to lay it 
on Richie’s shoulder, but nearly stuck it into his eye. 
Richie, starting back, attempted to rise, but was held 
down by Lowestoffe, while Sir Mungo, guiding the royal 
w^pon, the honour-bestowing blow was given and re- 
ceived : “Surae, camifex — Rise up, Sir Richard Moniplies, 
of Castle-Collop ! — ^And, my lords and lieges, let us all to 
our dinner, for the cock-a-leekie is cooling.” 

1 Blowf. s Fight. 3 Sides of the head. 
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Note 1 .— David Ramsay. 

David Ramsay, watchmaker and horologer to James I., was a 
real person, though the author has taken the liberty of pressing 
him into the service of fiction. Although his profession led him 
to cultivate the exact sciences, like manv at this period he mingled 
them with pursuits which were mystical and fantastic. The truth 
was, that the boundaries between truth and falsehood in mathe- 
matics, astronomy, and similar pursuits, were not exactly^ known, 
apd there existed a sort of terra iTicognita between them, in which 
the wisest men bewildered themselves. David Ramsay risked his 
money on the success of the vaticinations which his researches led 
him to form, since he sold clocks and watches under condition, that 
their value should not become payable till King James was crowned 
in the Pope’s chair at Rome. Such wagers were common in that 
day, as may be seen by looking at Jouson’s Every Man out of his 
Humour. 

David Ramsay was also an actor in another singular scene, in 
which the notorious astrologer Lilly was a performer, and had no 
small expectation on the occasion, since he brought with him a 
half-(][uartem sack to put the treasure in. 

“ David Ramsay, his Majesty’s clock -maker, had been informed 
that there was a great quantity of treasure buried in the cloister of 
Westminster Abbey. He acquaints Dean Withnam therewith, who 
was also then Bishop of Lincoln. The Dean gave him liberty to 
search after it, with this proviso, that if any was discovered, his 
church should have a share of it. Davy Ramsay finds out one 
John Scott, who pretended the use of the Mosaical rods, to assist 
him herein.^ I was desired to join with him, unto which 1 con- 
sented. One winter’s niglit, Davy Ramsay, with several gentle- 
men, myself, and Scott, entered the cloisters. We played the 
hazel rods round about the cloisters. Upon the west end of the 
cloisters tho rods turned one over another, an argument that the 
treasure was there. TJhe labourers digged at least six feet deep, 

I The same now called, I believe, the Divining Bod, and applied to the dis- 
covery of water not obvious to the eye. (S.) 
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and then we met ^^ith a coffin ; but which in regard it was not 
heavy, we cUd not open, which we afterwards much repented. 

** From the cloisters we went into the abbey church, w^here, upon 
a sudden (there being no wind w'hen we began), so fierce and so 
liigh, so blustering and loud a wind did rise, that we verily believed 
the west end of the church would have fallen upon us. Our rods 
would not move at all ; tlie candles and torches, also, but one 
were extinguished, or burned very dimly. John Scott, my partner, 
was amazed, looked pale, knew not what to think or do, until I 
gave directions and command to dismiss the demons ; which, when 
done, all was qiiiet again, and each man returned unto his lodging 
late, about twelve o’clock at night. I could never since be induced 
to join w'ith any such like actions. 

“The true miscarriage of the business was by reason of so many 
people being present at the operation ; for there was about thirty, 
some laughing, others deiidingus ; so that, if we had not dismissed 
the demons, I believe moj^t part of the abbey church would have 
been blown down. Secrecy and intelligent operators, with a strong 
confidence and knowledge of what they are doing, are best for the 
work.” — Lilly’s Life and Times, p. 46. 

David Kamsay had a son called William Ramsay, who appears 
to have possessed all his father’s credulity. He became an astro- 
loger, and ill 1651-2 published “ Vox Stellamim, an Introduction 
to the Judgment of Eclipses and the Annual Revolutions of the 
World.” The edition of 1652 is inscribed to his father. It would 
appear, as indeed it might be argued from his mode of disposing of 
his goods, that the old horologer had omitted to make hay while 
the sun shone ; for his son, in his dedication, has this exception to 
the paternal virtues, “It’s true your carelessness in laying up 
while the sun shone for the tcmiiests of a stormy day, hath given 
occasion to some inferior spirited people not to value you according 
to what you are by nature and in yourself, for such look not to a 
man longer than ne is in prosperity, esteeming none but for their 
wealth, not wisdom, power, nor virtue.” From these expressions, 
it is to be apprehended that while old David Ramsay, a follower of 
the Stewarts, sunk under the Parliament govoniment, his son 
William had advanced from being a dupe to astrology to the dignity 
of being himself a cheat. 


Note 2. — Geokgk Heeiot. 

This excellent person was but little known by his actions when 
alive, but we may well use, in this particular, the striking phrase 
of Scripture, * * that being dead he yet speaketh. ” V/e have already 
mentioned, in the Introduction, the splendid charity of which he 
was the founder ; the few notices of his personal history are slight 
and meagre. 
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George Heriot was bom at Trabroun, in the pariah of Gladsmuir; 
be was the eldest son of a goldsmith in Edinburgh^ descended from 
a family of some consequence in East Lothian. His father enjoyed 
the confidence of his fellow-citizens, and was their representatire 
in Parliament. He was, besides, one of the deputies sent by the 
inhabitants of the city to propitiate the King, when he had left 
Edinburgh abruptly, after the riot of 17th December 1596. 

George Heriot, the son, pursued his father's occupation of a 
goldsmith, then peculiarly lucrative, and much connected with 
that of a money-broker. He enjoyed the favour and protection of 
James, and of his consort, Anne of Denmark. He married, for his 
first wife, a maiden of his own rank, named Christian Marjoribanks, 
daughter of a respectable burgess. This was in 1586. He was 
afterwards named jeweller to the Queen, whose account to him for 
a space of ten years amounted to nearly £40,000.- George Heriot, 
having lost his wife, connected himself with the distin^pished 
house of Rosebery, by marrying a daughter of James Pnrarose, 
Clerk to the Privy Council. Of this lady he was deprived by her 
dying in child-birth in 1612, before attaining her twenty -first year. 
After a life spent in honourable and successful industry, George 
Heriot died in London, to which city he had followed his royal 
master, on the 12th February 1624, at the age of sixty-one years. 
His picture (copied b^ Scougal from a lost original), in which be is 
represented in the prime of life, is thus described : “His fair hair, 
which overshades the thoughtful brow and calm calculating eye, 
with the cast of humour on the lower part of the countenance, aro 
all indicative of the genuine Scottish character, and well distinguish 
a person fitted to move steadily and wisely througli the world, with 
a strength of resolution to ensure success, and a disposition to eiyoy 
it.*’ — Historical and Descriptive Account of Iltriois Hospital^ with 
a Memoir of the Founder, by Messrs James and John Johnstone, 
Edinburgh, 1827. 

I may add, as everything concerning George Heriot is interest- 
ing, that his second wife, Alison Primrose, was interred in Saint 
Gregory’s church, from the register of which parish the Rev. Mr 
Barham, Rector, has, in the kindest manner, sent me the following 
extract : — “Mrs Alison, the wife of Mr George Heriot, gentleman, 
20th April 1612. ” Saint Gregory’s, before the Great Fire of London 
which consumed the cathedral, formed one of the towers of Old 
Saint Paul’s, and occupied the space of ground now filled by Queen 
Anne’s statue. In the south aisle of the choir Mrs Heriot reposed 
under a handsome monument, bearing the following inscription : — 

“ Sanctissimee et charissimoe conjugi Alisonjb HERIOT^ Jacobi 
Primrosli, Jtegice Majestatis in Sanctiori Concilia Eegni ScotUo 
Amanuensis f filice, feminoe orrmibustumanimi turn corporis datvbus, 
ae pio cuUu instructissimoe, mcestissimm ipsius mcmlus GEORGIUS 
Heriot, ARMIOER, Fegis, EegincB, Frincipum Henrici et CaroU 
Oemmarius, bene merMi, non sine lachrymis, hoc Mmmrmntum 
fie posuit 

“ ObiU Mensie Aprilis die 16, ernno salutis 1612, cetatis 20, in 
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ipso flare ei mihVf pare7ittbuSt et atmcie tnstissimum swi 

desideriwm reliqmL 


Hie Alida Primrom 
Jacet erudo ahrutafato^ 

Intempestivag 
Ut rosapresia manus. 

JNmdum bisdenos 
Annorum impleverat orhes, 

Pulehrat pudica^ 

Patrie delieium atque viri i 
Quum gravida ^heu! nunquam 
Mater y deeeaftity et inde 
Cura dolorq : patriy 
Cura dolorq : viro. 

Non sublata tamen 
Tantum translata recesait ; 

Nunc Roaa prima Poli 
Quce/uit cmtea soli" 

The loss of a young, beautiful, and amiable partner, at a period 
so interesting, was the probable reason of her husband devoting 
his fortune to a charitable institution. The epitaph occurs in 
Strype’s edition of Stowe’s Survey of London, Book iii., page 228. 


Note 3.— Proclamation against the Scots Coming to 
England. 

‘ The English agreed in nothing more unanimously than in cen- 
suring James on account of the beggarly rabble which not only 
attended the King at his coming first out of Scotland, but,” says 
Osborne, ** which, through his whole reign, like a fluent spring, 
were found still crossing the Tweed.” Yet it is certain, from the 
number of proclamations published by tlio Privy Council in Scot- 
land, and bearing marks of the King’s own diction, that he was 
sensible of the whole inconveniences and unpopularity attending 
the importunate crowd of disrespectable suitors, and as desirous to 
get rid of them as his Southern subjects could bo. But it was in 
vain that his Majesty argued with his Scottish subjects on the 
disrespect they were bringing on their native country and sovereign, 
by causing the English to suppose there were no well-nurtured or 
independent gentry in Scotland, they who presented themselves 
being, in the opinion and conceit of all beholders, “ but idle rascals, 
and poor miserable bodies.” It was even in vain that the vessels 
which brought up this unwelcome cargo of petitioners were threat- 
ened with fine and confiscation ; the undaunted suitors continued 
to press forward, and, as one of the proclamations says, many of 
them under pretence of requiring payment of **auld debts due to 
them by the King,” which, it is observed with great imiveU, “is, 
of all kinds of importunity, most unpleasing to his Majesty.” Tho 
expressions in the text are selected from these curious proclama- 
tions. 



4e4 


NOTES TO 


Note 4.— King James. 

The dress of this monarch, together with his personal appearance, 
is thus described by a contemporary : — 

“ He was of a middle stature, more corpulent through [i.c,, by 
means of] his clothes than in bis body, yet fat enough. His legs 
were very weak, having had, as was thought, some foul play in his 
youth, or rather before he was born, that he was not able to stand 
at seven years of age. That weakness made him ever leaning on 
other men’s shoulders. His walk was even circular ; his hands are 

in that walk ever fiddling about [a part of dress now laid aside.] 

He would make a great deal too bold with God in his passion, both 
with cursing and swearing, and a strain higher verging on blas- 
phemy ; but would, in his better temper, say, he hoped God would 
not impute them as sins, and lay them to his charge, seeing they 
proceeded from passion. He had need of great assistance, rather 
than hope, that would daily make thus bold with God.” — Dalziel’s 
JSkctcJies of Scottish History, p. 86*. 


Note 5.— Sir Mungo Malaghowthkr. 

It will perhaps be recognised by some of my countrymen, that 
the caustic Scottish knight, as described in chapter vi., borrowed 
some of his attributes from a most worthy and respectable baronet, 
who was to be met with in Edinburgh society about twenty-five or 
thirty years ago. It is not by any means to bo inferred, that the 
living person resembled the imaginary one in the course of life 
ascribed to him, or in his personal attributes. But his fortune was 
little adequate to his rank and the antiquity of his family ; and, to 
avenge himself of this disparity, the worthy baronet lost no oppor- 
tunity of making the more avowed sons of fortune feel the edge of 
his satire. This he had the art of disguising under the personal 
infirmity of deafness, and usually introduced his most severe things 
by an afected mistake of what was said around him. For example, 
at a public meeting of a certain county, this worthy gentleman had 
chosen to display a laced coat, of such a pattern as had not been 
seen in society for the better part of a century. The young men 
who were present amused themselves with rallying him on his taste, 
when he suddenly singled out one of the t>arty : — “ Auld d’ye think 
my coat — auld-fashioned indeed it canna be new ; but it was the 
wark of a braw tailor, and that was your grandfather, who was at 
the head of the trade in Edinburgh about the beginning of last 
century.” Upon another occasion, when this type of Sir Mungo 
Malagrowther happened to hear a nobleman, the high ehief of one 
of those Border clans who were accused of paying very little atten- 
tion in ancient times to the distinctions of Meum and Tmm, 
addressing a gentleman of the same name, as if conjecturing there 
should be some relationship between them, he volunteered to 
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ascertain the nature of the connexion by saying, that the “ Chief’s 
ancestors had stx}Un the cows, and the other gentleman’s ancestors 
had killed them,” — fame ascribing the origin of the latter family to 
a batcher. It may be well imagined, that among a people that 
have b^en always punctilious about genealogy, such a person, who 
had a general acquaintance w'ith all the naws and specks in the 
shields of the proud, the pretending, and the nouveavx riches^ must 
have had the same scope for amusement as a monkey in a china 
shop. 


Note 6.— Mils Anke Turner. 

Mrs Anne Turner was a dame somewhat of the occupation of. 
Mrs Suddlechop in the text ; that is, half milliner, half procuress, 
and secret agent in all manner of proceedings. She was a trafficker 
in the poisoning of Sir Thomas Overbury, lor which so many sub- 
ordinate agents lost their lives, while, to the great scandal of justice, 
the Earl of Somerset and his Countess were suffered to escape, upon 
a threat of Somerset to make public some secret which nearly 
affected his master, King James. Mrs Turner introduced into 
England a French custom of using yellow starch in getting up bamls 
and cuffs, and, by Lord Coke’s orders, she appeared in that fashion 
at the place of execution. She was the widow of a physician, and 
had been eminently beautiful, as appears from the description of 
her in the poem called Overbury’s Vision. There was produced in 
court a parcel of dolls or puppets belonging to this lady, some 
naked, some dressed, and which she used for exhibiting fashions 
upon. But, greatly to the horror of the spectators, who accounted 
these figures to be magical devices, there w as, on tlicir being shown, 
“ heard a crack from the scaffold, which caused great fear, tumult, 
and confusion, among the spectators and throughout the hall, every 
one fearing hurt, as if the devil had been present, and grown angry 
to have his workmanship showed to such as were not his own 
scholars.” Compare this curious passage in the History of King 
James for the First Fourteen Years, 1651, with the Aulicus Coqui- 
narius of Dr Heylin. Both works are published in the Secret 
History of King James, 


Note 7. — Lord Huntinglen. 

The credit of having rescued James I. from the dagger of Alex- 
ander Ruthven, is here fictitiously ascribed to an imaginary Lord 
Huntinglen. In reality, as may be read in every history, his pre- 
server was John Ramsay, afterwards created Earl of Holdeimess, 
who stabbed the younger Ruthven with his dagger while he was 
struggling with the King. Sir Anthony Weldon informs us, that, 
upon the annual return of the day, the King’s deliverance was 
commemorated by an anniversary feast. The time was the fifth of 



466 


NOTES TO 


August, ^*npon which/' proceeds the satirical historian, Sir John 
Ramsay, for his good service in that preservation, was the principal 
guest, and so did the King grant him any boon he would ask that 
day. But he had such limitation made to his asking, as made his 
suit as unprofitable, as the action for which he asked it, for was 
unserviceable to the King/* 


Note 8 .— Buckikgham. 

Buckingham, who had a frankness in his high and irascible 
ambition, was always ready to bid defiance to those by whom he 
was thwarted or opposed. He aspired to be created Prince of 
Tipperary in Ireland, and Lord High Constable of England. 
Coventry, then Lord Keeper, opposed what seemed such an un- 
reasonable extent of power as was annexed to the office of Constable. 
On this opposition, accordingto Sir Anthony Weldon, “the Duke 
peremptorily accosted Coventry, * Who made you Lord Keeper, 
Coventry?’ He replied, ‘The King.’ Buckingham replied, ‘It’s 
false ; *twas I did make you, and you shall know that I, who made 
you, can, and will, unmake yon.* Coventry thus answered him, 
‘ Did I conceive that I held my place by your favour, I would pre- 
sently unmake myself, by rendering up the seals to his Majesty.* 
Then Buckingham, in a scorn and fury, flung from him, saying, 
‘ You shall not keep it long;* and surely, had not Felton prevented 
him, he had made good his word.’* — Weldon’s Court of Kmg James 
aiid Charles, 


Note 9.— -Pages in the Seventeenth Century, 

About this time the ancient customs arising from the lon^ pre- 
valence of chivalry, began to bo grossly varied from the original 
purposes of the institution. None was more remaikable than the 
change which took place in the breeding and occupation of pages. 
This peculiar species of menial originally consisted of youths ol 
noble birth, who, that they might be trained to the exercise of 
arms, were early removed from their paternal homes, w'here too 
much indulgence might have been expected, to be placed in the 
family of some prince or man of rank and military renown, where 
they served, as it were, an apprenticeship to the duties of chivalry 
and courtesy. Their education was severely moral, and pursued 
with great strictness in respect to useful exercises, and what were 
deemed elegant accomplishments. From being pages, they were 
advanced to the next gradation of squires ; from squires, these 
candidates for the honours of knighthood were frequently made 
knights. 

But in the sixte^th century the page had become, in many 
instances, a more domestic, who sometimes, hv the splendour of his 
address and appearance, was expected to make up in idiow for the 
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absence of a whole band of retainers with swords and bocklers. 
We hare Sir John’s authority when he casMers part of his train* 

EUstaff will learn the humour of the age, 

French thrift, you roguee, myself and skirted page.** 

Jonson, in a high tone of moral indication, thus reprobated the 
change. The Host of the New Inn replies to Lord Level, who asks 
to have his son for a page, that he would, with his own hands, hang 
him, sooner 

** Than damn him to this desperate course of life. 

Lovel. Call you that desperate, which, by a line 
Of institution, from our ancestors 
Hath been derived down to us, and received 
In a succession, for the noblest way 
Of brushing up our youth, in letters, arms. 

Fair mien, discourses civil, exercise. 

And ail the blazon of a gentleman ? 

Where can he learn to vault, to ride, to fenee, 

To move his body gracefully, to speak 
I’he language piire, or to turn his mind 
Or manners more to the harmony of nature. 

Than in these nurseries of nobility? 

Host. Ay, that was when the nurseiy^s self was noble. 

And only virtue made it, not the market, 

I’hat titles were not vended at the drum 

And common outcry ; goodness gave the greatness. 

And greatness worship : every bouse became 
An academy, and those parts 
We see departed in the practice now 
< 2 uite from the institution. 

Lovel. Why do you say so, 

Or think so enviously ? do they not still 
Learn us the Centaur’s skill, the art of Tbraoe, 

To ride? or Pollux’ mystery, to fence? 

The Pyrrhick gestures, both to stand and spring 
In armour ; to be active for the w’ars ; 

To study figures, numbers, and proportions. 

May } ieid them great in counsel and the arts ; 

To make their English sweet upon the tongue? 

As reverend Chaucer says. 

Host. Sir, you mistake ; 

To nlay Sir Pandarus, my copy hath it. 

Ana carry messages to Madam Cressid ; 

Instead of backing the brave steed o' mornings, 

To kiss the chambermaid, and for a leap 

O’ the vaulting horse, to ply the vaulting house ; 

For exercise of arms a bale of dice, 

And two or three packs of cards to show the cheat 
And nimblenesB of hand ; mis-take a cloak 
From my lord’s back, and i».wn it ; ease his pockets 
Of a superfluoas watch, or geld a Jewel 
Of an odd stone or so ; twi^e three or four buttons 
From off my lady’s gown : ^ese are the arts, 

Of seven liberal deadly sciences. 

Of pagery, or rather paganism. 

As the tides run ; to which, if he aroly him, 

He may, perhaps, take a degree at Tybum, 

A year the earlier come to read a lecture 
Upon Aquinas, at Saint Thomas-a-Waterin 
And 80 go forth a laureate in hemp oirde." 

ThA Nms Inn, AM I* 



46S 


NOTES TO 


Note 10.— Loud Henry Howard. 

Lord Henry Howard was the second son of the poetical Earl of 
Surrey, and possessed considerable parts and learning. He wrote, 
in the year 1583, a book called, ** A Defensative against the Poison 
of supposed Prophecies. ’* He gained the favour of Queen Elizabeth, 
by having, he says, directed hxs battei-y against a sect of prophets 
aud pretended soothsayers, whom he accounted infesti regibu$^ as 
he expresses it. In the last years of the Queen he became James’s 
most ardent partisan, and conducted with great pedantry, but 
much intrigue, the correspondence betwixt the Scottish King and 
the younger Cecil. Upon James’s accession, he was created Earl of 
Northampton, and Lord Privy Seal. According to De Beaumont 
the French Ambassador, Lord Henry Howard was one of the greatest 
flatterers and calumniators that ever lived. 


Note 11.— Skirmishes in the Public Streicts. 

Edinburgh appears to have been one of the most disorderly towns 
in Europe, duriim the sixteenth and beginning of the seventeenth 
century. The Diary of the honest citizen, Biirel, repeatedly 
records such incidents as the following i “ The 24 of Novombei 
[1567], at two afternoon, the Laird of Airth and the Laird of Weems 
met on the High Gate of Edinburgh, and they and their followers 
fought a very bloody skirmish, where there were many hurt on 
both sides with shot of pistol.*' These skirmishes also took place 
in London itself. In Shadwell's play of the Scowrers, an old rake 
thus boasts of his early exploits ; — “ I knew the Hectors, and before 
them the Muns, and the Tityretu’s ; they were brave fellows in- 
deed ! In these days a man could not go from the Rose Garden to 
the Piazza once, but he must venture his life twice, my dear Sir 
Willie.” But it appears that the affrays, which, in the Scottish 
isapital, arose out of hereditaiy quarrels and ancient feuds, were in 
London the growth of the licentiousness and arrogance of young 
debauchees. 


Note 12.— French Cookery. 

The exertion of French ingenuity mentioned in the text is 
noticed by some authorities of the period ; the siege of Leith was 
also distinguished by the protracted obstinacy of the besieged, in 
which was displayed all that the age possessed of defensive war, so 
that Brantome records that those who witnessed this siege, had, 
from that very circumstance, a degree of consequence yielded to 
their persons and opinions. He tells a story of Btrozzi himself, 
from which it appears that his jests lay a good deal in the lino of 
the civisi'm* He caused a mule to be stolen from one Brusauet on 
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whom he wished to play a trick, aud served up the flesh of that 
unclean animal so well disguised, that it passed with Brusquet for 
venison. 


Note 13.— Cuckoo’s Nkst. 

The quarrel in chapter xii. between the pretended captain and 
tlie citizen of London, is taken from a burlesque poem called Tlie 
Counter Scuffle, that is, the Scuffle in the Prison at Wood Street, 
so called. It is a piece of low humour, which had at the time very 
considerable vogue. The prisoners, it seems, had fallen into a 
dispute amongst themselves “which calling was of most repute,” 
and a lawyer put in his claim to be most highly considered. The 
man of war repelled his iiretence with much arrogance. 

“ * Wer’t not for us, thou swad,’ quoth he, 

* Where wouldst thou fay to get a fee ? 

But to defend such things as thee 
'Tis pity ; 

For such as you esteem us least, 

VVho ever have been ready prest 
To guard you and your cuckoo’s nest, 

The City.’ ” 

^ The offence is no sooner given than it is caught up by a gallant 
citizen, a goldsmith, named Ellis. 

‘‘ ‘ Of London city I am free. 

And there I first my wife did see. 

And for that very cause,’ said he, 

‘ I love it. 

And he that calls it cuckoo’s nest, 

Except he say he speaks in jest. 

He is a villain and a beast, — 

I’ll prove it. 

For though I am a man of trade. 

And free of London city made, 

Yet can 1 use gun, bill, and blade, 

In battle. 

And citizens, if need require. 

Themselves can force tlie foe retire, 

Whatever this low couutrj' squire 

May prattle.’" 

The dispute terminates in the scuffle, which is the subject of the 
poem. The whole may bo found in the second edition of Uryden’s 
Miscellany, 12mo, vol. iii. 1716. 


Note 14,— Burbage. 

Burbage, whom Camden terms another Ptoscius, was probably the 
original representative of Richard III., and seems to have been 
early almost identified with his prototype. Bishop Corbet, in his 
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Iter Boreale, tells us that mine host of Market Bosworth was full 
of ale and history. 

“ Hear him, See you yon wood? there Richard lay 
With his whole army ; look the other way, 

And lo, where Richmond, in a field of gorse, 

Encamp'd himself in might and ^1 his force. 

Upon this hill they met. Why, ne could tell 
The inch where Richmond stood, where Richard fell ; 

* Besides, what of his knowledge he could say. 

He had authentic notice from the play. 

Which I might guess by’s mustering up the ghosts 
And policies not incident to hosts ; 

But chiefly by that one perspicuous thing, 

Where he mistook a player for a king, 

For when he would have said, that Richard died, 

And call’d, a horse • a horse ! he Burbage cried.” 

Richard Corbst^b Poems ^ Edition 1816, p. 19D. 


Note 15.— Mine- Allastar- More. 

This is the Highland jiatronymic of the late gallant Chief of 
Glengarry. The allusion in the text is to an unnecessary alarm 
taken by some lady, at thu ceremonial of the coronation of George 
IV., at the sight of the pistols which the Chief wore as a part of 
his Highland dress. Thef^'clrcumstance produced some confusion, 
which was talked of at the time. All who knew Glengarry (and 
the author knew him well) were aware that liis principles were of 
devoted loyalty to the person of his sovereign. 


Note 16. — King James’s Hunting Bottle. 

Roger Coke, in his Detection of the Court and State of England, 
London, 1697, p. 70, observes of James L, “The king was exces- 
sively addicted to hunting, and drinking, not ordinary French and 
Spanish wines, but strong Greek wines, and thought he would 
compound his hunting with these ■wines ; and to that purpose, he 
was attended by a special officer, who was, as much as he could he, 
always at hand to fill the King’s cup in hunting when he called for 
it. I have, heard my father say, that, hunting with the King, after 
the King had drank of the wine, he also draiik of it ; and uiough 
he was young, and of a healthful disposition, it so deranged his 
head that it spoiled his pleasure an^ disordered him for throe days 
after. Whether it was from drinking these wines, or from some 
other cause, the King became so lazy and so unwieldy, that he was 
trussed on horseback, and as he was set, so would he ride, without 
stirring himself in the saddle ; nay, when his hat was set upon his 
head he would not take the trouble to alter it, but it sate as it was 
put on.” 

The trussing, for which the demipique saddle of the day affiorded 
particular facility, is> alluded to in the text ; and the author, 
among other nicknacks of antiquity, possesses a leathern flask, like 
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those carried by sportsmen, which is labelled, “King James's 
Hunting Bottle,” with wliat authenticity is uncertain. Coke seems 
to have exaggerated the king’s taste for the bottle. Weldon says 
James was not intemperate in his drinking ; “ However, in his old 
age, Buckingham’s jovial suppers, when he hnd any turn to do 
with him, made him sometimes overtaken, which he would tho 
next day remember, and repent with tears. It is true he drank 
very often, which was rather out of a custom than any delight ; 
and his drinks were of that kind for strength, as Frontiniack, 
Canary, high country wine, tent wine, and Scottish ale, that had 
lie not had a very strong brain, he might have been daily overtaken, 
though he seldom drank at any one time above four spoonfuls, 
many times not above one or two.” — Secret History of King Jomes^ 
vol. h., p. 3. Edin. 1811. 


Note 17. — Scene in Gkeenwich Park. 

I cannot here omit mentioning, that a painting of the old school 
is in existence, having a remarkable resemblance to the scene de- 
scribed in chapter xxvii., although it be nevertheless true that the 
similarity is in all respects casual, and that the author knew not of 
the existence of the painting till it was sold, amongst others, with 
the following desciiption attached to it in a well-drawn-up cata- 
logue. 


“Fredkuigo Zticchero. 

Scene cus represented in iJtc. Fortunes of Nigel , hy Frederigo 
Zitcclicro, the King^s painter. 

“ This extraordinary picture, which, independent of its pictorial 
merit, has been esteemed a great literary curiosity, represents most 
faithfully the meeting, in Greenwich Park, between King James and 
Nigel Oliphaunt, as described in the Fortunes of Nigel, showing 
that the author must have taken the anecdote from authenticated 
facts. In the centre of the picture sits King James on horseback, 
very erect and stiffly. Between the King and Prince Charles, who 
is on the left of the picture, the Duke of Buckingham is represented 
riding a black horse, and pointing eagerly towards the culprit, 
Nigel Oliphaunt, who is standing on the right side of the picture. 
Ho grasps with his right hand a gun, or crossbow, and looks angrily 
towards the King, who seems somewhat confused and alarmed. 
Behind Nigel, his servant is restraining two dogs, which are bark- 
ing fiercely. Nigel and his servant are both clothed in red, the 
livery of the Oh|fhaunt family in which, to this day, the town-officers 
of Perth are jdbthed, there being an old charter, granting to the 
Oliphaunt family, the mivilege of dressing the public officers of 
Perth in their livery. The Duke of Buckingham is in all respects 
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e<iual ill magnificence of dress to the King or the Prince. The 
only (litFeronce that is marked between him and royalty is, that his 
head is uncovered. The King and the Prince wear their hats. In 
Letitia Aikin's Memoirs of the Reign of King James, will be found 
a letter from Sir Thomas Howard to Lord L. Hairington, in which 
he recommends the latter to come to court, mentioning that liis 
Majesty has spoken favourably of him. Ho then proceeds to give 
him some advice, by which he is likely to find favour in the King’s 
eyes. He tells him to wear a bushy ruff, well starched ; and after 
various other directions as to his dress, he concludes, ‘ but above 
all things fail not to praise the roan jennet whereon the King dolfli 
daily ride.’ In this picture King James is represented on the 
identical roan jennet. In the background of the picture are seen 
two or three suspicious-looking figures, as if watching the success 
of some plot. These may have been put in by the painter, to 
flatter the King, by making it bo supposed that he had actually 
escaped, or successfully combated, some serious plot. The King is 
attended by a numerous band of courtiers and attendants, all of 
whom seem moving forward to arrest the defaulter. The painting 
of this picture is extremely good, but the drawing is very Gothic, 
and there is no attempt at the keeping of perspective. The picture 
is very dark and obscure, which considerably adds to the interest 
of the scene.” ^ 


Note 18.— King James’s Timidity. 

The fears of James for his personal safety were often excited 
without serious grounds. On one occasion, having been induced 
to visit a coal-pit on the coast of Fife, he was conducted a little 
way under the sea, and brought to daylight again on a small 
island, or what was such at full tide, dowm which a shaft had been 
sunk. James, who conceived his life or liberty aimed at, when he 
found himself on an islet surrounded by the sea, instead of admir- 
ing, as his cicerone hoped, the unexpected change of scene, cried 
Treason with all his might, and could not be pacified till he was 
rowed ashore. At Lochmaben he took an equally causeless alarm 
from a still slighter circumstance. Some veridisseSf a fish peculiar 
to the Loch, were presented to the royal table as a delicacy ; but 
the King, who was not fiimiliar with their appearance, concluded 
they were poisoned, and broke up the banquet, ‘ ‘ with most admired 
disorder.” 


Note 19. — Traitor’s Gate. 

Traitor’s Gate, which opens from the ToFg]B||Uliondon to the 
Thames, was, as its* name implies, that by wfliCTMersons accused 
of state offences were conveyed to their prison. Wien the tide is 
making, and the ancient gate is beheld from within the buildings^ 
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it used to be a most striking part of the old fortress ; but it is now 
much injured in appearance, being half built up with masonry to 
support a steam-engine, or something of that sort. 


Note 20. — Punishment of Si^bbs by Mutilation. 

This execution, which so captivated the imagination of Sir 
Mungo Malagrowther, was really a striking one. The criminal, a 
furious and bigoted Puritan, had published a book in very violent 
lerfas against the match of Elizabeth with the Duke of Alen^on, 
which he termed an union of a daughter of God with a son of 
antichrist. Queen Elizabeth was greatly incensed at the freedom 
assumed in this work, and caused the author Stubbs, with Page 
the publisher, and one Singleton the printer, to be tried on an act 
passed by Philip and Mary against the writers and dispersers of 
seditious publications. They were convicted, and although there 
was an opinion strongly entertained by lawyers, that the act was 
only temporary, and expired with Queen Mary, Stubbs and Page 
received sentence to have their right hands struck off. They 
accordingly suffered the punishment, the wrist being divided by a 
cleaver driven through the joint by force of a mallet. The printer 
W’as jfardoned. ** 1 remember,” says the historian Camden, “ being 
then^resent, that Stubbs, when his right hand was cut off, plucked 
off his hat w’ith the left, and said, with a loud voice, * God save 
the Queen 1 * The multitude standing about was deeply silent, 
either out of horror of this new and unwonted kind of punish- 
ment, or out of commiseration towards the man, as being of an 
honest and unblamable repute, or else out of hatred to the marriage, 
which most men presaged would be the overthrow of religion.” — 
Camden’s Anmlsfor the Year 1681. 


Note 21. — ^Richie Moniplies behind the Arras. 

The practical jest of Richie Moniplies going behind the arras to 

f et an opportunity of teasing Heriot, w'as a pleasantly such as 
ames might be supposed to apjirove of. It was customary for 
those who knew his humour to contrive jests of this kind for his 
amusement. The celebrated Archie Armstrong, and another jester 
called Drummond, mounted on other people’s backs, used to charge 
each other like knights in the tilt-yard, to the monarch’s great 
amusement. The following is an instance of the same kind, taken 
from upon Witchcraft. The author is speaking of the 

faculty calra||||entriloquisni. 

“ But to make thw more plain and certain, we shall add a story 
of a notable imposgjlr, or ventriloquist, from the testimony of Mr 
Ady, which had confirmed from the mouth of some 

courtiers, thatpRhsaw and knew him, and is this : — It hath been 
(saith he) credibly reported, that there was a man in the court in 
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KOTES TO 


King James liis iays, that could net this imposture so lively, that 
he could call the King by name, and cause the King to look round 
about him, wondering who it was that called him, whereas he that 
called him stood before him in his presence, with his face towards 
liim. But after this imposture was known, the King, in his merri- 
ment, would sometimes take occasionally this impostor to make 
S],>ort upon some of his courtiers, as, for instance ; — 

** There was a knight belonging to the court, whom the King 
caused to come before him in his private room (where no man w’a» 
but the King, and this knight and the impostor), and feigned some 
occasion of serious discourse with the knight ; but wdien the King 
began to speak, and the knight bending his attention to the King, 
suddenly there came a voice as out of another room, calling the 
knight oy name, ‘ Sir John, Sir John ; come away, Sir John ; * at 
which the knight began to frown that any man should be so un- 
mannerly as to molest the King and him ; and still listening to 
the King’s discourse, the voice came again, ‘Sir John, Sir John; 
come away and drink off your sack.' At that Sir John began to 
swell with anger, and looked into the next rooms to see who it was 
that dared to call him so importunately, and could not find out 
who it was, and having chid with whomsoever he found, he returned 
again to the King. The King had no sooner begun to speak as 
formerly, but the voice came again, ‘ Sir J ohn, come away, your 
sack stayeth for you.* At that Sir John began to stamp with mad- 
ness* and looked out and returned several times to the King, but 
could not be (}uiet in his discourse with the King, because of the 
voice that so often troubled him, till the King had sported enough,’* 
— Webster on Witchcraft^ p. 124. 


Kote 22. — Lady Lake. 

Whether out of a meddling propensity common to all who have 
a gossiping disposition, or from the love of justice* which ought to 
make part of a prince’s character, James was very fond of enquiring 
personally into the causes ciUhres which occurred during his reign. 
In the imposture of the Boy of Bilson, who pretended to be possessed, 
and of one Kichard Haydock, a poor scholar, who pretended to 
preach during liis sleep, the King, to use the historian Wilson’s 
expression, took delight in sounding with the line of his under- 
standing, the depth of these brutish impositions, and in doing so, 
showed the acuteness with which he was endowed by Nature. 
Lady Lake’s story consisted in a clamorous complaint against tlie 
Countess of Exeter, whom she accused of a pui^se to put to death 
Lady Lake herself, and her daughter, Lady Ross, the wife of the 
Countess’s own son-in-law, Lord Ross; and a forged letter wiia 
produced, in which Lady Exeter was made to acknowledge such a 
purpose. The account given of the occasion of obtaining this letter, 
was, that it had been written by the Countess at Wimbledon, in 
presence of Lady Lake and her daughter, Lady Ross, being designed 
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to jirocui’0 tlieir forgiveness for her misehievous intention. The 
King remained still unsatisfied, the writing, in his opinion, bearing 
strong marks of forgery. Lady Lake and her daughter then alleged, 
that, besides their own attestation, and that of a confidential 
domestic, named Uiego, in whose presence Lady Exeter had written 
the confession, their story might also be supported by the oath of 
their waiting-maid, who had been placed behind the hangings at 
the time the letter was written, and heard the Countess of Exeter 
read over the conl’essiou after she had signed it. Deteimined to be 
at the bottom of this accusation, James, while hunting one day 
near Wimbledon, the scene of the alleged confession, suddenly left 
his sport, and, galloping hastily to Wimbledon, in order to examine 
personally the room, discovered, from the size of the apartment, 
that the alleged conversation could not have taken place in the 
manner sworn to ; and that the tapestry of the chamber, which 
had remained in the same state for thirty years, was too short by 
two feet, and, therefore, could not have concealed any one behind 
it. This matter was accounted an exclusive discovery of the King 
by bis own spirit of shrewd investigation. The parties wera 
punished in the Star Chamber by tine and imprisonment. 


END OP THE POBTDNES OP NIGEL. 
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